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TEDE 

TfllrANT OF WILDFELL HALL. 



CHAPTER L 



Ton must go back with me to the autumn of 1827* 
My father, as you know, was a sort of gentleman fiirmer in 

shire ; and I, by his express desire, succeeded hhn in the 

same quiet occupation, not very willingly, for ambition urged 
me to higher aims, and self-conceit assured me that, in dis- 
regarding its voice, I was burying my talent in the earth, and 
hiding my light under a bushel. My mother had done her 
utmost to persuade me that I was capable of great achieve- 
ments ; but my father, who thought ambition was the surest 
road to ruin, and change but another word for destruction, 
would listen to no scheme for bettering either my own condl^ 
tion, or that of my fellow mortals. He assured me it was all 
rubbish, and exhorted me, with his dying breath, to contiDue 
in the good old way, to follow his steps, and those of his father 
before nim, and let my highest ainbition be, to walk honestly 
through the world, looking neither to the right hand nor to 
the left, and to transmit the paternal acres to my children in, 
at least, as flourishing a condition fis he left them to me. 

** Well ! — an honest and industrious farmer is one of the 
most useful members of society ; and if I devote my talents 
to the cultivation of my farm, and the improvement of agri- 
culture in general, I shall thereby benefit, not only my own 
immediate connections and dependants, but, in some degree, 
mankind at large : — hence I shall not have lived in vain." 

With such reflections as these, I was endeavouring to con- 
sole myself, as I plodded home from the fields, one cold, damp, 
cloudy evening towards the close of October. But the gleam 
of a bright red fire through the parlour window had more 
effect in cheering my spirits, and rebuking my thankless re- 
pinings, than all the sage reflections and good resolutions I 
had forced my mind to frame ; — ^for I was youDg then, remem- 
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6 THE TENANT 

ber — only four and twenty — ^and had not acquired half the 
rule over my own spirit, that I now possess — ^trifling as that 
maybe. 

However, that haven of bliss must not be entered till I had 
exchanged my miry boots for a clean pair of shoes, and my 
rough surtout for a respectable eoat, and made myself gene- 
rally presentable before decent society ; for my mother, with 
all her kindness, was vastly particular on certain points. 

In ^cending to my rpomi I was met upon the stairs by a 
smart, pretty girl of nineteen, with a tidy, dumpy figure, a 
round face, bright, blooming cheeks, glossy, clustering curls, 
and little merry brown eyes. I need not tell you this was my 
sister Kose. She is, I know, a comely matron still, and, 
doubtless, no less lovely — ^in your eyes — ^than on the happy 
day you first beheld her. Nothing told me then, that she, a 
few years hence, would be the wife of one entirely unknown 
to me as yet, but destined, hereafter to become a closer friend 
than even herself, more intimate than that unmannerly lad of 
seventeen, by whom I was collared in the passage, on coming 
down, and well-nigh jerked off my equilibrium, and who, in 
eerreetion for his impudence, received a resounding whack 
over the seonoe, which, however, sustained no serious injury 
from the infliction; as besides being more than commonly 
thick, it was protected by a redundant shock of short, reddish 
eurls, that my mother called auburn. 

On entering the parlour, we found that honoured lady 
seated in her arm-chair ^t the fire-side, working away at her 
knitting, according to her usual custom, when she haa nothing 
else to do. She had swept the hearth, and made a bright 
blazing fire for our reception ; the servant had just brought 
in the tea'tray ; and Rose wa« producing the sugar-basin and 
tea-eaddy, fVom the cupboard in the black, oak sideboard^ 
that shone like polished ebony, in the cheerful parlour twi- 
light. 

♦'Well! here they both are," cried my mother, looking 
round upon us without retarding the motion of her nimble, 
fingers, and glittering needles. "Now shut the door, and 
eome to the fire, while Rose gets the tea ready ; I'm sure you 
must be starved ; — and tell me what youVe been about all 
day ; — ^I like to know what my children have been about." 

** Pve been breaking in the grey colt — ^no easy business that 
-t-directing the ploughing of the last wheat stubbie — ^for the 
ploughboy has not the sense to direct himself-— and' carrying 
out a plan for the extensive and efficient draining of the low 
meadow-lands." 

"That's my brave boy I — and Fergus— what have ycu been 
doing?" 

** D,g,t,zed_byLjOOgle 



OF WILDFELL HALL. 7 

** Badger-baiting." 

And here he proceeded to give a partienlar aeeoimt of hii 
sport, and the respective traits of prowess evinced by the badgef 
and the dogs ; my mother pretending to listen with deep at- 
tention, and watching his animated countenance with a degree 
of maternal admiration I thought highly disproportioned to 
its object. 

" It*8 time yon should be doing something else, Fergus,*' 
said I, as soon as a momentary pause in his narration idlowed 
me to get in a word. 

"What can 1 do?" replied he ; "my toother woti't let me 
go to sea or enter the army ; and I'm determined to do nothing 
else— except make myself such a nuisance to you all, that you 
will be thankful to get rid of me on any terms." 

Our parent soothingly stroked his stiff, short curls. He 
growled, and tried to look sulky, and then We all took our 
seats at the table, in obedience to the thrice repeated summons 
of Hose. 

" Now take your tea," said she ; ** and Til tell you what 
Tve been doing. IVe been to call on the Wilsons ; and it*8 a 
thousand pities ^ou didn^t go with me, Gilbeii;, for Eliza Mill- 
Ward was there 1" 

"Well! what of her?" 

" Oh nothing I — ^I'm not ^oing to tell you about her ; — only 
that she^s a nice, amusing little thing, when she is in a merry 
humour, and I shouldn^t mind calling her " 

"Hush, hush, my dearl your brother has no such idea!^* 
whispered my mother earnestly, holding up her finger. 

" Well," resumed Rose ; " I was going to tell you an im- 
portant piece of news 1 heard there — ^IVe been bursting with 
it ever since. You know it was reported a month ago, that 
somebody was going to take WildffeU Hall — and— what do yoil 
think? It has actually been inhabited above a week I — and 
we never knew!" 

" Impossible I " cried my mother. / 

"Preposterous! 11" shrieked Fergus. 

" It has indeed ! — and by a single lady !" 

" Good gracious, my dear ! The place is in ruins !" 

" She has had two or three rooms made habitable ; &nd 
there she lives, all alone — except an old woman for a ser- 
vant!" 

" Oh dear I that spoils it— I'd hoped she was a witch," ob- 
served Fergus, while carving his inch-thick slice of breid and 
butter. 

" Nonsense, Fergus ! But isn't it strange, mamma ?" 

" Strange ! I can hardly believe it." 

"But you may believe it; for Jane Wilson h^^f^^er* 
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She went with her mother, who, of course, when she heard 
of a stranger being in the neighbourhood, would be on pins 
and needles till she had seen her and got all she could out of 
her. She is called Mrs. Graham, and she is in moumiDg — 
not widow^s weeds, but slightish moiu'ning — and she is 
quite young, they say, — ^not above five or six and twenty, 
— ^but so reserved I They tried all they could to find out 
who she was, and where she came firom, and all about her, but 
neither Mrs. Wilson, with her pertinacious and impertinent 
home-thrusts, nor Miss Wilson, with her skilful manoeuvring, 
could manage to elicit a single satisfactory answer, or even a 
casual remark, or chance expression calculated to allay their 
curiosity, or throw the faintest ray of light upon her history, 
circumstances, or connections. Moreover, she was barely 
civil to them, and evidently better pleased to say * good bye,' 
than ' how do you do.' But Eliza Millward says her father 
intends to call upon her soon, to offer some pastoral advice, 
which he fears she needs, as, though she is known to have en- 
tered the neighbourhood early last week, she did not make 
her appearance at church on Sunday ; and she — ^Eliza, that is 
—will beg to accompany him, and is sure she can succeed in 
wheedling something out of her—you know, Gilbert, she can 
do anything. And we should call some time, mamma; it's 
only proper,* you know." 

*' Of course, my dear. Poor thing ! how lonely she must feel ! " 

*' And pray, be quick about it ; and mind you bring me word 
how much sugar she puts jp her tea, and what sort of caps 
and aprons she wears, and all about it ; for I don't know how 
I can live till I know," said Fergus, very gravely. 

But if he intended the speech to be hailed as a master-stroke 
of wit, he signally failed, for nobody laughed. However, he 
was not much disconcerted at that ; for when he had taken a 
mouthfiil of bread and butter, and was about to swallow a 
gulp of tern, the humour of the thing burst upon him with such 
irresistible force, that he was obliged to jump up from the 
table, and rush snorting and choking fi-om the room ; and a 
minute after, was heard screaming in fearfiil agony in the 
garden. 

As for me, I was hungry, and contented myself with silently 
demolishing the tea, ham, and toast, while my mother and 
sister went on talking, and continued to discuss the apparent 
or non-apparent circumstances, and probable or improbable 
history of the mysterious lady ; but I must confess that, after 
my brother's misadventure, I once or twice raised the cup to 
my lips, and put it down again without daring to taste the 
contents, lest I should injure my dignity hj a similar e?^- 
plosion. 
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The next day, my mother and Rose hastened to pay their 
compliments to the fair recluse; and came back but little 
wiser than they went ; though my mother declared she did 
not regret the journey, for if she had not gained much good, 
she flattered herself she had imparted some, and that was 
better : she had given some useM advice, which, she hoped, 
would not be thrown away; for Mrs. Graham, though die 
said little to any purpose, and appeared somewhat self-opinion- . 
ated, seemed not incapable of reflection, — ^though she did not 
know where she had been all her Itfe, poor thing, for she be- 
trayed a lamentable ignorance on certain points, and had not 
even the sense to be ashamed of it. 

" On what points, mother ?" asked I. 

'^ On household matters, and all the little niceties of cookery, 
and such things, that every lady ought to be familiar with, 
whether she be required to make a practical use of her know* 
ledge or not. I gave her some useful pieces of information, 
however, and several excellent receipts, the value of which 
she evidently could not appreciate, for she begged I would 
not trouble myself, as she lived in such a plain, quiet way, 
that she was sure she should never make use of them. ^]No 
matter, my dear,' said I ; *it is what every respectable female 
ought to know ; — and besides, though you are alone now, you 
will not be always so ; you have been married, and probably 
— ^I might say almost certainly — ^will be again.' ' xou are 
mistaken there, Ma^am,* said shev almost haughtily ; ' I am 
certain I never shall.' — ^But I told her I knew better." 

" Some romantic young widow, I suppose," said I, " come 
there to end her days in solitude, and mourn in secret for the 
dear departed — ^but it won't last long." 

" No, I think not," observed Rose ; " for she didn't seem 
very disconsolate after all; and she's excessively pretty — 
handsome rather — ^you must see her, Gilbert ; you will call 
her a perfect beauty, though you could hardly pretend to dis- 
cover a resemblance between her and Eliza Millward." 

"Well, I can im^ine many faces more beautiful than 
Eliza's, though not more charming. I allow she has small 
claims to perfection ; but then, I maintain that, if she were 
more perfect, she would be less interesting." 

"And so you prefer her faults to other peopled perfections ? " 

" Just so— saving my mother's presence." 

" Oh, my dear Gilbert, what nonsense you talk I — ^I know 
you don't mean it ; it's quite out of the question," said my 
mother, getting up, and bustling out of the room, under pre- 
tence of household business, in order to escape the contradict 
lion that was trembling on my tongue. 

After that, Rose favoured me with further particulars re« 
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■pecting Mrs. Grabam. Her appearance, mannerSf and dress, 
and the yerj tomture of the room she inhabited, were all set 
before me, with rather more clearness and precision than I 
cared to see them ; but, as I was not a yerv attentive listener, 
I could not |-epeat the description if I would. 

The next day was Saturday ; and^ on Sunday, everybody 
' wondered whether or not the &ir unknown would profit by the 
vicar^s remonstrance, and come to church. I confess, I looked 
with 9pme interest myself towards the old family pew, apper- 
taining to WildfeU Hall, where the faded crimson cushions 
4q4 lining bad been unpressed and unrenewed so many years, 
and the grim escutcheons, with their lugubrious borders of 
rusty black cloth, frowned so sternlj^ from the wall above, 

^d tberQ I beheld a tall, lady-like figure, clad in black. 
Her face was towards me, and there was something in it, 
which, once peen, invited me to look again. Her hair was 
raven black, and disposed in long glossy ringlets, a style of 
coiffure rather unusual in those days, but always graceful 
and becoming ; her complexion was clear and pale ; her eyei 
I could not see, for being bent upon her prayer-book they 
were concealed by their drooping lids and long black lashes, 
but the brows above were expressive and weu defined ; the 
fbrehead was lofty and intellectual, the nose, a perfect aqui- 
line, and the features, in general, unexceptionable — only'ther§ 
wa^ a slight hoUowness about the cheeks and eyes, md the 
lips, though finely formed, were a little too thin, a little too 
firmly compressed, and had something about them that be-^ 
tokened, I thought^ no very soft or amiable temper ; and I 
said in my heart— — 

" I would rather admire you firom this distance, fair lady, 
than be the partner of your home," 

Just then, she happened to raise her eyes, and they met 
pine; I did not choose to withdraw my gaze, and she turned 
a^ain to her book, but with a momentary, indefinable expres-; 
sion of quiet scorn, that was inexpressibly provoking to me. 

" She thinks me an impudent puppy," thought I. ^^ Humph ! 
•*^be shall change her mind before long, if I think it worth 
while." 

But then, it fiashed upon me that these were very improper 
tboughts for a place of worship, and that my behaviour, on 
the {)re8ent occasion, was anytmng but what it ought to be. 
previous, however, to directing my mind to the service, I 
l^lanced round the church to see if any one had been observ- 
ing me;— but no, — all, who were not attending to their 
prayer-books, were attending to the strange lady, — ^my good 
mother and sister among the rest, and Mrs. Wilson and her 
daughter ; and eyen Eliza MiUward was silly glancing firom 
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the eonien of htr eytn towards the olgeot of general attrae* 
tion. Then, she glaneed at me, simpered a little, and blushed) 
modestly looked at her prayer^^book, and endearoured to 
compose her features. 

Here I was transgressing again ; and this time I was made 
sensible of it by a sudden dig in the ribs, from the elbow of 
my pert brother. For the present, I could only resent the 
insult by presshig my foot upon his toes, deferring further 
vengeance till we got out of church. 

Now, Halford, before I close this letter, I'll tell you who 
Elifta MillwArd was ; she was the ricar's younger daughter, 
and a rery engaging little creature, for whom I felt no small 
degree of partis^ty ; — and she knew it, though I had never 
come to any direct explanation, and had no definite intention 
of so doing, for my mother, who maintained there was no one 
ffood enough for me within twenty miles round, could not 
Bear the thoughts of my marrying that insignificant little 
thing, who, in addition to her numerous other disqualifloa- 
tions, had not twenty pounds to call her own. Eliza's figure 
was at once slight ttnd phmip, her face small, and nearly as 
round as my sister^s,— complexion, something similar to herS) 
but more delicate and less decidedly blooming, — ^nose, re«> 
troussd, — ^features, generally irregular ; — and, ^together, she 
was rather charming than pretty. But her eyes — ^I must not 
fbrget those remarkable features, for therem her chief attract 
tion lay-^in outward aspect at least; — ^they were long and 
narrow in shape, the irids black, or very dark brown, the ex« 
pression various, and ever changing, but always either preter* 
naturiUly — ^I had almost said diabolically — wicked, or irre<- 
eistibly bewitching — often both. Her voice was gently and 
childish, her tread light and soft as that of a cat ; — ^bilt bet 
manners more f)-equently resembled those of a pretty, playfiU 
kitten, that is now pert and roguish, now timid luid demuroi 
.aocording to its own sweet will. 

Her sister, Mary, was several years older, several inchei 
t&Uer, and of a larger, coarser build — a plahi, quiet, sensible 
eirl, who had patiently nursed their mother, through her last 
long, tedious illness, and been the housekeeper, and family 
drudge, ftom thetice to the present time. She was trusted 
and valued by her father, loved and courted by all dogs, cats, 
children, and poor people, and slighted and neglected by 
everybody else. 

The Reveretid Michael Millward, himself, was a tall, pon- 
derous, elderly gentleman, who placed a shovel hat above his 
large, square, massive-featured face, carried a stout walking 
stick in his hand, and incased his stlU powerful limbs in knee- 
breeehes and gaiters, — or black silk stockings on state ocoa^ 
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sions. He was a man of fixed principles, strong prejudices, 
and regular habits, intolerant of dissent in any shape, acting 
under a firm conviction that his opinions were always right, 
and whoever differed from them must be, either most deplor- 
ably ignorant, or wilfully blind. 

In childhood, I had always been accustomed to regard him 
with a feeling of reverential awe — ^but lately, even now, sur- 
mounted, for, though he had a fatherly kindiness for the well- 
behaved, he was a strict disciplinarian, and had often sternly 
reproved our juvenile failings and peccadilloes ; and moreover, 
in those days whenever he called upon our parents, we had to 
stand up before him, and say our catechism, or repeat " How 
doth the little busy bee," or some other hjnnn, or — worse than 
all — ^be questioned about his last text, and the heads of the 
discourse, which we never could remember. Sometimes, the 
worthy gentleman would reprove my mother for being over 
indulgent to her sons, with a reference to old Eli, or David 
and Absalom, which was particularly galling to her feelings ; 
and, very highly as she respected him, and all his sa3dngs, I 
once heard her exclaim, *^ I wish to goodness he had a son 
himself 1 He wouldn't be so ready with his advice to other 
people then ; — he'd see what it is to have a couple of boys to 
keep in order." 

He had a laudable care for his own bodily health — ^kept very 
early hours, regularly took a walk before breakfast, was vastly 
particular .about warm and dry clothing, had never been 
known to preach a sermon without previously swallowing a 
raw egg — albeit he was gifted with good lungs and a poweiSuI 
voice, — and was, generally, extremely particular about what 
he ate %Qd drank, though by no means abstemious, and having 
a mode of dietary peculiar to himself, — being a great despiser 
of tea and such slops, and a patron of malt liquors, bacon and 
eggs, ham, hun? beef, and other strong meats, which agreed 
well enough with his digestive organs, and therefore were main- 
tained by him to be good and wholesome for everybody, and 
confidently recommended to the most delicate convalescents 
or dyspeptics^ who, if they failed to derive the promised bene- 
fit frotti his prescriptions, were told it was because they had 
not persevered, and if they complained of inconvenient re- 
jsults therefirom, were assured it was aJl fancy. 

I will just touch upon two other persons whom I have men- 
tioned, and then bring this long letter to a close. These are 
Mrs. Wilson and her daughter. The former was the widow 
of a substantial farmer, a narrow-minded, tattling old gossip, 
whose character is not worth describing. She had two sons, 
Robert, a rough countrified farmer, and Richard, a retiring, 
studious young man, who was studying the cl^^S[^ith the 
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▼iear's assistanee, prepaxii]^ for college, with a view to enter 
the church. 

. Their sister Jane was a young lady of some talents, and 
xnore ambition. She had, at ner own desire, received a regular 
boarding-school education, superior to what any member of 
the family had obtained before. She had taken the polish 
well, acquired considerable elegance of manners, quite lost her 
provincial accent, and could boast of more accomplishments 
than the vicar^s daughters. She was considered a beauty be- 
sides ; but never for a moment could she number me amongst 
)ier admirers. She was about six and twenty, rather tall, and 
very slender, her hair was neither chesnut nor auburn, but a 
most decided, bright, light red, her complexion was remarkably 
fair and brilliant, her head small, neck long, chin well turned, 
but very short, lips thin and red, eyes dear hazel, quick and 
penetrating, but entirely destitute of poetry or feeling. She 
had, or might have had, many suitors in her own rank of life, 
but scornfully repulsed or rejected them all ; for none but a 
gentleman could please her refined taste, and none but a rich 
one could satisfy ner soaring ambition. One gentleman there 
was, from whom she had lately received some rather pointed 
attentions, and upon whose heart, name, and fortune, it was 
whispered, she had serious designs. This was Mr. Lawrence, 
the young squire, whose family had formerly occupied Wildfell 
Hall, but had deserted it, some fifteen years ago, for a more 
modem and commodious mansion in the neighbouring parish. 
Now, Halford, I bid you adieu for the present. . This is the 
first instalment of my debt. If the coin suits you, teU me so, 
and I'll send you the rest at my leisure : if you would raitier 
remain my creditor than stuff your purse with such ungainly 
heavy pieces, — tell me still, and Til pardon your Bad taste, 
and willingly keep the treasure to myself. 

Yours, immutably, 

Gilbert Markham* 



CHAPTER IL 

I PERCEivi!, with joy, my most valued friend, that the cloud 
of your displeasure has past away ; the light of your counte- 
nance blesses me once more, and you desire the continuation 
of my story : therefore, without more ado, you shall have it. 

I think the day I last mentioned was a certain Sunday, the 
latest in the October of 1827. On the foUowing Tuesday I 
was out with my dog and gun, in pursuit of sucn game as I 
could find withm the territory of Linden-Car; but finding 
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none at all/ 1 tained my tunns ttgainit tha hawtei ixA miirlda 
crows, whose depredations, as I suspected, had deprivad ma ef 
better prey. To this end« I Isft tha more fra^uentad ragidns, 
the wooded Tallay«t tha aom^fialds and tha maadoir4afldai 
and proceeded td mount the iteep aaelitity df Wildfall, tha 
wildest and the loftiest eminence in out neighbourhood, whera^ 
as you ascend, tha hedges, as well as tha trees, beeoma loanty 
and stunted, tha former, at length, gitidg plaoe to rough itofia 
fences, partly greened orer with ivy imd mosi, tha latter to 
larches and Scotch ^r-^treas, 6t isolated blaekthofns. Tht 
fields, being tough and stony, and wholly unfit fot tha plmi|b| 
were mostly datotad to tha pasturing of sheep and aaitla $ 
the soil was thhi and poor i bits of gray roek here and that a 
peeped out firom tha graMy hiilooki; bilbarry planti and 
neather-^^relies of mora lavage wildnans^graw undaf tha 
walls ; and ki many of the anSasurei) ragweedi and rushaa 
usutped supremacy ayar tha saanty hetbaga $-<^but thaia war a 
not my property. 

Near the top of this hill, abaut two mUei f]*om LifidaU'-Oat, 
stood Wildfell Hall, a suparannuated mansidu of tha Eliza- 
bethan era, built of dark grey Btone,— vanerabla &&d pi6* 
. , * ' ' btlas ' ' 



turesque to look at, but, doubtlass, ebld and gloamy anough 
to inhabit, with itti thick stone muUioni and littla latticed 
panes, its time-eaten dr-holes, aud its too lonely, too unshed 
tered situation,^^nly shielded from tha war of wind atid 
weather by a group of Scotch fii«, them«elvei half blighted 
with storms, and looking as fitern and gloomy M tha Hall 
itself. Behind it lay a f^W desolate fields, and theU, the brown 
hea^-clad summit of tha hill $ befof a it (enclosed by stona 
Walls, and entered by an iron gate with large balk of grey 
granite^ftimilat to thoie which decorated the toof and g&las 
— surmounting the gate-posts) Watt a gafdcu,-^ once Atocked 
with such hard plants and flowati as could best brook the soil 
and climate, aUd such trees and shrubs as could best endure 
the gardener's torturing shears, and most readily assume the 
shapes he chose to give them, — ^now, having been left so many 
years, untilled and untrlmmed^ abandoned to the weeds and 
the grass, to the frost and the wind, the rain and the drought, 
it presented a rety sui^ttie appearance indeed. Tha elosa 
green walls of privat, that had bordetad the prttieipal walk, 
were two-thirds withatad awa/, and the tast gtown bayoud all 
reasonable bouuds ; tha old boxwood swau, that sat basida tha 
scrapat, had lost its neck and half its body : tha castellated 
towors of laurel iu the middle of the garden, the gigantic 
wafriot that stood on One side of tha gataway, and %a liou 
fhai guatded the otii^r, were sph)Uted into such fkntastic 
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ilwpe« as rofieinUe4 nothiqg either ia bef^yen or earth, or iu 
tiy^ waters und^r ^ earth \ but, to my yoimg imaffinatipni 
they presented aU of them a goblimsb appearance, that har« 
momsed well with the ghostly legion? and dark traditions our 
old nurs^ had told ^s respecting tha haiM;i|e4 hall and it9 
departed occupants. 

I had succeeded in Ipllmg a haw): and two crows when I 
came within sight of the mansion ; and then, relinquishing 
further depredations, I lamttered oq, to haye a look at the 
old plaQe, and see what changes had h^^n wrought in it by 
its new inhabitant, I did not like to go quite to the front 
and stare in at the gate \ h^% J parsed beside th^ garden wall, 
and looked, and saw no change — except in one wing, where 
the broken windows and dilapidated roof had evidently been 
repaired, and where a thin wreath of nmoke wa^ curling up 
from the stack of chimneys. 

Whil? I thus stood, leaning on my gwh and looking up at 
the dark gables, sunk in an idlf reverie, weaving a tissue oS 
wayward fimoies, in which old associations and the fair young 
hermit, now within those waJls, bore a nearly equal part, I 
heard a shjght rustling and scramblmg just within the garden; 
and, glancing in the direction whence the sound proceeded, I 
)>eheld a tiny hand eleyated above the wall ; it clung to the 
topmost stone, and then another little hand was raised to take 
a firmer bo}d, and then appeared a small white forehead, sur- 
mounted with wreaths of li^ht brown hair, with a pair of 
4^ep blue eyes ban^atb, and the upper portfon of a dhmnutive 
ivory nose. 

The eyes did not notice m«, but sparkled with glee on be- 
holding Slanchot my beautiful black and white setter, that 
was coursing about the field with its muxgle to tha ground. 
The little creature raised its ikce and cdled aloud to &e dog. 
The good-natured anim^ paused, looked upi and wagged his 
tail, but made no fiirther advances. The child (a little boy, 
apparently about five years old) scrambled up to the top of 
the wall and called again and ogain ; but finding this of no 
avail, apparently made up his mind, like Mahomet, to go to 
the mountain, smoe the mountain would not come to him, and 
attempted to get over ; but a crabbed old cherry tree, that 
grew hard by, caught him by the frock in one of its crooked 
scraggy arms that stretched over the wall In attempting to 
disengage himself, his foot slipped, and down he tumbled-^ 
but not to the earth; — ^the tree still kept him suspended. 
There was a silent struggle, and then a piercing shriek ;--* 
but, in an instant, I had dropped my gun on the grass, and 
oangbt the little fellow in my arms. 

I wiped his syes with bis frock, told him he was all right, 
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and called Sancho to pacify him. He was just patting his 
little hand on the dog^s neck and beginning to smile through 
his tears, when I heard, behind me, a click of the iron gate, 
and a rustle of female garments, and lo ! Mrs. Graham darted 
upon me, — ^her neck uncovered, her black locks streaming in 
the wind. 

^^Give me the child!" she said, in a voice scarce louder than 
a whisper, but with a tone of startling vehemence, and, seizing 
the boy, she snatched him from me, as if some dire contamina- 
tion were in my touch, and then stood with one hand firmly 
clasping his, the other on his shoulder, fixing upon me her 
large, luminous, dark eyes — ^pale, breathless, quivering with 
agitation. 

^'I was not harming the child, madam," said I, scarce 
knowing whether to be most astonished or displeased ; ^^ he 
was tumbling off the wall there ; and I was so fortunate as to 
catch him, while he hung suspended headlong from that tree, 
and prevent I know not what catastrophe." 

" I beg your pardon, sir," stammered she ; — suddenly calm^ 
ing down, — ^the light of reason seeming to break upon her 
beclouded spirit, and a faint blush mantling on her cheek — 
*' I did not know you ; — and I thought " 

She stooped to kiss the child, and fondly clasped her arm 
round his neck. 

"You thought I was going to kidnap your son, I sup- 
pose?" 

She stroked his head with a half-embarrassed laugh, and 
repUed, — 

" I did not know he had attempted to climb the wall. — ^I 
have the pleasure of addressing Mr. Markham, I believe?" 
she added, somewhat abruptly. 

I bowed, but ventured to ask how she knew me. 

" Your sister called here, a few days ago, with Mrs. Mark- 
ham." 

" Is the resemblance so strong then ? " I asked, in some 
surprise, and not so greatly flattered at the idea as I ought to 
have been. 

"There is a likeness about the eyes and complexion I 
think," replied she, somewhat dubiously surveying my face ; 
— " and I think I saw you at church on Sunday." 

I smiled. — ^There was something either in that smile or the 
recollections it awakened that was particularly displeasing to 
her, for she suddenly assumed again that proud, chilly look 
that had so unspeakably roused my corruption at church — a 
look of repellent scorn, so easily assumed, and so entirely 
without the least distortion of a single feature, that, while 
there, it seemed like the natural expression of the face, and 
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was the more proTokJng to me, because I could not think it 
affected. 

" Good morning, Mr. Markham," said she ; and without 
another word or glance, she withdrew, with her child, into the 
garden ; and I returned home, angry and dissatisfied — ] 
could scarcely tell you why — ^and therefore will not attempt 
it. 

I only stayed to put away my gun and powder-horn, and 
give some requisite directions to one of the farming-men, and 
then repaired to tiie vicarage, to solace my spirit and sooth 
roy ruffled temper with the company and conversation of 
Eliza Millward. 

I found her, as usual, busy with some piece of soft em- 
broidery (the mania for Berlin wools had not yet commenced), 
while her sister was seated at the chimney-corner, with the 
cat on her knee, mending a heap of stocldngs. 

" Mary — ^Mary ! put them away !" Eliza was hastily saying 
just as I entered the room. 

"Not I, indeed!" was the phlegmatic reply; and my ap- 
pearance prevented further discussion. 

"You're so unfortunate, Mr. Markham!" observed the 
younger sister, with one ot her arch, sidelong glances. 
" Papa's just gone out into the parish, and not iSaely to be 
back for an hour!" 

" Never mind ; I can manage to spend a few minutes with 
his daughters, if they'll allow me," said I, bringing a chair 
to the fire, and seating myself therein, without waiting to be 
asked. 

" Well, if you'll be very good and pmusing, we shall not 
object." 

" Let your permission be unconditional, pray ; for I came 
not to give pleasure, but to seek it," I answered. 

However, I thought it but reasonable to make some slight 
exertion to render my company agreeable; and what little 
effort I made, was apparently pretty successful, for Miss 
Eliza was never in a better humour. We seemed, indeed, to 
be mutually pleased with each other, and managed to main- 
tain between us a cheerful and animated, though not very 
profound conversation. It was little better than a tSte-k-t^te, 
for Miss Millward never opened her lips, except occasionally 
to correct some random assertion or exaggerated expression 
of her sister's, and once to ask her to pick up the ball of 
cotton, that had rolled under the table. I did this myself, 
however, as in duty bound. 

" Thank you, Mr. Markham," said she, as I presented it 
to her. " I would have picked it up myself; only I did not 
Want to disturb the cat." 
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<*Mary, dear, th»t wpn't excme yt^ m Mr. Markham*8 
eyes," said Eliza ; *^ he hates cats, I dare say, as cordially a^ 
he does old maids — ^like all other gentlemea. Don^t you, Mr. 
Markham?" 

**I helieve it is natural for Qur unamiahle sex to dislike 
the creatures," replied J; ^^for you ladies lavish so mmy 
caresses upon them." 

^^ Bless them — little darlings !" cried she, in a sudden hurst 
of enthusiasm, turuing round aud overwhelming her sist^r^s 
pet with a shower of kisses. 

^'Don% Eliza I" said Miss Millwardi somewhat gruffly, aa 
she impatiently pushed her away. 

But it was time for me to he goipg ; make what haste I 
would, I should still he top late iqx t^a \ and my mpther was 
the soul of order and punctuality. 

My fair friend was evidently unwilling to hid me adieu, I 
tenderly squeezed her little hand at parting ; and she repaid 
me with one of her softest smiles and most hewitching glances. 
I went home very happy, with a heart hrimful of compl^ency 
tor myself, and overflowing with love iox Eliza. 

CHAPTER m. 

Two days after, Mrs. Graham called at Linden^Car, contrary 
to the expectation of Hose, who entertained an idea that the 
mysterious occupant of Wildfell Hall would wholly disregard 
the common observances of civilised life, — in which opinion 
»he wap supported by the Wilsons, who testified tliat neither 
their call nor the Millwards' had been returned as yet. How, 
however, the cause of that omission was explained, though 
not entirely to the satisfaction of Bose. Mrs. Graham had 
brought her child with her, and on my mother's expressing 
surprise tliat he could walk so far, she replied, — 

^^ It is a long walk for him ; but I must have either taken 
him with me, or relinquished the visit altogether ; for I never 
leave him alone ; and I think, Mrs. Markham, I must beg 
you to meke my excuses tp the Millwards and Mrs. Wilson, 
when you see them, as I fear I cannot do mj^self the pleasure 
of calling upon them till my little Arthur is able to accom- 
pany me," 

** But you have a servant," said Rpse ; " could you not 
leave him with her?" 

*^ She has her own occupations to attend to ; and besides, 
the is too old to run after a child, and he is tPQ mercurial to 
be tied to an elderly woman." 

" But you left him to come to church." ^ 
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" Yet, onoe ; but I innmld not hiiTC left him fot any other 
purpose ; and I think, in luturei I must contrire to bring him 
with me^ or dtay at home/* 

''Is he so mischievous?'* asked my mother, considerably 
shocked. 

*' No," replied the ladv, sadly smiling, as she stroked the 
trayy locks of her son, who was seated on a low stool at her 
feet, '^ but he is my only treasure ; and I am his only iHend, 
so we don't like to be separated*** 

'^ Bat, my dear, I call that doting,** laid my plain-ipokefi 
parents ^* jTou should try to suppress such foolish fondness, 
as well to save your son from rum as yourself from ridicule*'* 

" Eum ! Mrs. Markham?" 

** Yes ; it is spoiling the ehild. Eren at his age, he Ought 
not to be always tied to his mother's apron string ; he should 
learn to be ashamed of it." 

" Mrs. Markham, I beg yon will not say such thittgs in his 
presence, at least. I trust my son will never be ashamed to 
love his mother!*' said Mrs. Graham, with a serious lEine^gy 
that startkd the company. 

My mother attempted to appease her by an explanation } 
but she seemed to think enough had been said on the subject, 
and abruptly turned the conversation. 

*< Just as I thought^" said I to myself: " the lady's temper 
is none of the mildest, notwithstanding her sweet, pale face 
and lofly brow, where thought and suffering seem equally to 
have stamped their impress." 

AU. this lame) I was seated at a table on the other side of 
the room, apparently immersed in the perusal of a volume of 
the Farmer's Maga^ine^ which t happened to have been read* 
ing at the moment of our visitor's arrival ; uid, not choosing 
to be over civil, I had merely bowed as she entered, and con<« 
tinned my occupation as before^ 

In a little while, however, I was sensible that some one 
was approaching me, with a light, but slow and hesitating 
tread* It wa§ little Arthur, irresistibly attracted by my dog 
Sancho, that was lying at my feet* On looking up, I beheld 
him standing about two yards off, with his clear blue eyes 
wistfully gaiing on the dog, transfixed to the spot, not by 
fear of the animal, but by a timid disinclination to approach 
iti master. A little encouragement, however, induced him 
to coi^e forward. The child, though shy, was not sullen* In 
a minute he was kneeling on the carpet, with his arms round 
Saacho's neck, and in a minute or two more, the little fellow 
^as seated on my knee, surveying with eager interest the 
various specimens of horses, cattle, pigs, and model farms 
pwNxayed in the volume before me. I glanced at hi| j^ther 
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now and then, to see how she relished the new-sprung inti- 
macy ; and I saw, by the unquiet aspect of her eye, that for 
some reason or other she was uneasy at the child^s position. 

"Arthpr," said she, at length, **come here. You are 
troublesome to Mr. Markham : ne wishes to read." 

" By no means, Mrs. Graham ; pray let him stay. I am 
as much amused as he is," pleaded I. But still, with hand 
and eye, she silently called him to her side. 

" No, mamma," said the child; " let me look at these pic- 
tures first; and then I'll come, and tell you all about them." 

" We are going to have a small party on Monday, the fifth 
of November," said my mother; "and I hope you will not 
refuse to make one, Mrs. Graham. You can bring your little 
boy with you, you know— I dare say we shall be able to amuse 
him; — and iJienyou can make your own apologies to the Mill- 
wards and Wilsons, — they will all be here, I expect." 

" Thank you, I never go to parties." 

" Oh! but this will be quite a family concern — early hours, 
and nobody here but ourselves, and just the Millwards and 
Wilsons, most of whom you already know, and Mr. Lawrence, 
your landlord, with whom you ought to make acquaint- 
ance." 

" I do know something of him — ^but you must excuse me 
this time; for the evenings, now, are dark and damp, and 
Arthur, I fear, is too delicate to risk exposure to their in- 
fiuence with impunity. We must defer the enjoyment of vour 
hospitality, till the return of longer days and warmer nignts." 

Eose, now, at a hint from my mother, produced a decanter 
of wine, with accompaniments of glasses and cake, from the 
cupboard and the oak sideboard, and the refreshment was duly 
presented to the guests. They both partook of the cake, but 
. obstinately refused the wine, in spite of their hostess's hospi- 
table attempts to force it upon them. Arthur, especially, 
shrank from the ruby nectar as if in terror and disgust, and 
was ready to cry when urged to take it. 

"Never mind, Arthur," said his mamma, "Mrs. Markham 
thinks it will do you good, as you were tired with your walk ; 
but she will not oblige you to take it! — I dare say you will do 
very well without. He detests the very sight of wine," she 
added, " and the smell of it almost makes him sick. I have 
been accustomed to make him swallow a little wine or weak 
spirits-and- water, by way of medicine when he was sick, and, 
in fact, I have done what I could to make him hate them." 

Everybody laughed, except the young widow and her son. 

" Well, Mrs. Graham," said my mother, wiping the tears of 
merriment from her bright blue eyes — " well, you surprise 
me I I really gave you credit for having more sense.— The 
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poor child will be the yeriest milksop that ever was sopped I 
Only think what a man you will make of him, if you persist 

" I think it a very excellent plan," intermpted Mrs. Gra- 
ham with imperturbable gravity. *^ By that means I hope to 
save him from one degrading yice at least. I wish I could 
render the incentives to every other equally innoxious in 
his case." 

" But by such means,*' said I, " you will never render him 
virtuous. — ^What is it that constitutes virtue, Mrs. Graham? 
Is it the circumstance of being able and willing to resist temp- 
tation; or that of having no temptations to resist? — Js he a 
strong man that overcomes great obstacles and performs sur- 
prising achievements, though by dint of great muscular exer- 
tion, and at the risk of some subsequent fatigue, or he that 
sits in his chair all day, with nothing to do more laborious 
than stirring the fire, and carrying his food to his mouth ? If 
you would have your son to wsdk honourably through the 
world, you must not attempt to clear the stones fix)m his path, 
but teach him to walk firmly over them— not insist upon lead- 
ing him by the hand, but let him learn to go alone." 

^* I will lead him by the hand, Mr. Markham, till he has 
strength to go alone ; and I will clear as many stones from 
his path as I can, and teach him to avoid the rest — or walk 
fimuy over them, as you say; — ^for when I have done my ut- 
most, in the way of clearance, there will still be plenty left to 
exercise all the agility, steadiness, and circumspection he will 
ever have. — ^It is all very well to tcdk about noble resistance, 
and trials of virtue ; but for fifty — or five hundred men that 
have yielded to temptation, show me one that has had virtue 
to resist. And why should I take it for granted that my son 
will be one in a thousand? — and not rather prepare for th& 
worst, and suppose he will be Hke lus— — like the rest*of 
mankind, unless I take care to prevent it?" 

" You are very complimentary to us all," I observed. 

" I know notfaong about you — ^I speak of those I do know— 
and when I see the whole race of mankind (with a few rare 
exceptions) stumbling and blundering along the path of life, 
sinking into every pitfaU, and breaking their shins over every 
impednnent that Hes in their way, shall I not use all the 
means in my power to insure for him a smoother and a safier 
passage?" 

" Yes, but the surest means will be to endeavour to fortify 
him against temptation, not to remove it out of his way." 

** I will do both, Mr. Markham. God knows he will have 
temptations enough to assail him, both from within and with- 
out, when I have done aU I can to render vice as unmviting to 
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him, as it is abominable in its ownnatare^I myself have hai, 
indeed, bttt few indentires to What the world ealls vice, bttf 
vet I have experienced temptations and trials of anothef 
kind, that hare required, on many ooeisions, more watchfhl- 
ness and firmness to resist, than I have hitherto been able to 
muster asainst them* And this, I heliere, is what most otheri 
would acknowledge, who are aecustomed to reflection, mmI 
wishftd to strive against their natural corruptions." 

* Yes," said my mother, but half apprehending her drift ; 
** but you would not judge of a boy by yourself-^-^nd my deoff 
Mrs. Graham, let me warn you in good time against the erro^ 
•^the fatal error, I may call it^~of taking that boy^s education 
upon yourself. Because you are clever in some things, and 
well informed, you may fkncy yourself equal to the task) but 
indeed you are not ; and if you persist in the atteinpt, belilYO 
me you will bitterly repent it when the mischief is done." 

'^ I am to send him to school, I suppose^ to learn to despise 
his mother^s authority and affection!" said the lady, with 
rather a bitter smile* 

^^ Oh, no 1-^But if you would hare a boy to despise hie 
mother, let her keep him at home, and spend her life in pet« 
ting him up, and slaving to indulge his follies and caprices." 

^* I perfectly agree with you, Mrs» Markham; but nothing 
can be further S:om my principles and practice than suoS 
criminal weakness as that." 

'* Well, but yott will treat him like a girl— you'll spoil his 
spirit, and make a mere Miss Nancy of him-^you will indeed^ 
Mrs. Graham, whatever you may think. But 111 get Mr« 
Millward to talk to you about it :— he'll tell you the conse- 
quences ; — ^hell set it befbre you as plain as the day ;-^^and tell 
you what you ought to do, and all about it; — and, I don't 
doubt, he'll be able to convince you in a minute." 

"No occasion to trouble the vicar," said Mrs. Graham) 
glancing at me — ^I suppose I was smiling at my mother's un*' 
bounded confidence in that worthy gentleman-^** Mr. Mark- 
ham here, thinks his powers of conviction at least equid to 
Mr. Millward's. If I hear not him, neither should I be con« 
vinced though one rose from the dead, he would tell yon. 
Well, Mr. Markham, vou that maintain that a boy should not 
be shielded f^om evil, but sent out to battle against it, alone 
and unassisted-^not taught to avoid the snares of life, but 
boldly ta rush into them, or over them, as he may — to seek 
danger rather than shun it, and feed his virtue by temptation^ 
—would you " 

" I beg your pardon, Mrs. Graham— but you get on too 
fast. I have not yet said that a boy should be taught to rush 
into the snares of l9b,— or even wil^iUy^f^^ j^^^^mptation 
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fiff the 9ake of exercising his virtue by orercoming it ;r^I only 
s&y that it is better to arm and strengthen your hero, than to 
disarm and enfeeble the foe ; — and if you were to rear an oak 
sapling in a hothouse, tending it careMly night and day, 
a^d shielding it from every breath of wind, you could not ex^ 
pect it to become a hardy tree, like that which has grown up 
on the inoiintain-side, exposed to all the action ot the ele« 
inents, and not even sheltered Irom the shock of the tempest.'* 

^^ Qrauted ;— but would you use the same avgunxent with 
regard to a girl?" 

'* Certainly not" 

** No ; you would have her to be tenderly and delicately 
xmrt^red, like a hot^'honse plant^-^taught to cling to others for 
direction and support, and guarded, as much as possible, from 
the very knowledge of evil. But will ^ou be so good as tp 
inform me why you make this distinction ? Is it that you 
think she has no virtue ? " 

" Assuredly not.'* 

" Well, bnt you affirm that virtue is only elicited by temp* 
tation ; — and you think that a woman cannot be too little ex- 
posed to temptation, or too littje acquainted with vice, or any- 
thing connected therewith. It must be, either, that you think 
^e is essentially so vicious, 07 sp feeble-minded that she can- 
not withstand temptation,-^and though she may be pure and 
innocent as long as she is kept in ignorance and restraint, yet, 
being destitute of real virtue, to teach her how to sin, is at 
once to make her -^sinner, and the greater her knowledge, the 
wider her liberty, the deeper will be her depravity,^^wherea8, 
in the nobler sex, there is a natural tendency to goodness, 
guarded by a superior fortitude, which, the more it is exercised 
hj trials and dangers, is only the further developed-—^" 

" Ueaven forbid that I should think so 1" I interrupted her 
at last. 

" Well then, it must be that you think they are both weak 
and prone to err, and the slightest error, the merest shadow of 
pollution, will ruin the one, while the character of the other 
will be strengthened and emhellished — ^his education properly 
finished by a little practical acquaintance with forbidden 
things. Such experience, to him (to use a trite simile), will 
be luce the storm to the oak, which, though it may scatter the 
leaves, and snap the smaller branches, serves but to rivet the 
^ots, and to harden and condense the fibres of the tree. You 
would have us encourage our sons to prove all things by their 
own experience, while our daughters must not even profit by 
the experience of others. Now I would have both so to bene- 
fit by the experience of others, and the precepts of a higher 
authority, that they should know beforebiind to^efuse |^e evi} 
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and choose the good, and require no experimental proofs to 
teach them the evil of transgression. I would not send a 
poor gu'l into the world, unarmed against her foes, and igno- 
rant of the snares that beset her path ; noi* would I watch and 
guard her, till, deprived of self-respect and self-reliance, she 
lost the power or the will to watch and guard herself; — and 
as for my son — if I thought he would grow up to be what you 
call a man of the world — one that has ' seen life,' and glories 
in his experience, even though he should so far profit by it as 
to sober down, at length, into a useful and respected member 
of society — I would rather that he died to-morrow ! — ^rather 
a thousand times !" she earnestly repeated, pressing her dar- 
ling to her side and kissing his* forehead with intense affection. 
He had, already, left his new companion, and been standing 
for some time beside his mother's knee, looking up into her 
face, and listening in silent wonder to her incomprehensible 
discourse. 

" Well ! you ladies must always have the last word, I sup- 
pose," said I, observing her rise, and begin to take leave of my 
mother. 

" You may have as many words as you please, — only I can't 
stay to hear them." 

" No ; that is the way : you hear just as much of an argu- 
ment as you please; and the rest may be spoken to the wind." 

" If you are anxious to say anjrthing more on the subject," 
replied she, as she shook hands with Kose, " you must bring 
your sister to see me some fine day, and I'll listen, as patiently 
as you could vdsh, to whatever you please to say. I would 
rather be lectured by you than the vicar, because I should 
have less remorse in telling you at the end of the discourse, 
that I preserve my own opinion precisely the same as at the 
beginning — as would be the case, I am persuaded, with regard 
to either logician." 

" Yes, of course," replied I, determined to be as provoking 
as herself ; " for, when a lady does consent to listen to an ar- 
gument against her own opinions, she is always predetermined 
to withstand it — to listen only with her bodily ears, keeping 
the mental organs resolutely closed against the strongest 
reasoning." 

'* Good morning, Mr. Markham," said my fair antagonist, 
with a pitying smile ; and deigning no ftirther rejoinder, she 
slightly bowed, and was about to withdraw ; but her son, with 
childish impertinence, arrested her by exclaiming, — 

" Mamma, you have not shaken hands with Mr. Markham I" 

She laughingly turned roimd, and held out her hand. I 
gave it a spiteful squeeze ; for I was annoyed at the continual 
injustice she had done me from the very dawn o^j^g^^^aint* 
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c. Without knowing anything ahout my real disposition 
[ principles, she was evidently prejudiced against me, and 



ance. 

and L . . 

seemed bent upon showing me that her opinions respecting 
me, on every particular, fell far below those I entertained of 
myself*. I was naturally touchy, or it would not have vexed 
me so much. Perhaps, too, I was a little bit spoiled by my 
mother and sister, and some other ladies of my acquaintance; 
— and yet I was by no means a fop— of that 1 am fully con- 
vinced, whether you are or not. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Cub party, on the 6th of November, passed off very well, in 
spite of Mrs. Graham^s refusal to grace it with her presence. 
Indeed, it is probable that, had she been there, there would 
have been less cordiality, freedom, and frolic amongst us than 
there was without her. 

My mother, as usual, was cheerful and chatty, full of acti-^ 
vity and goodnature, and only faulty in being too anxious to 
make her guests happy, thereby forcing several of them to do 
what their soul abhorred, in the way of eating or drinking, 
sitting opposite the blazing fire, or talking when they would 
be silent. Nevertheless, they bore it very well, being all in 
their holiday humours. 

Mr. Millward was mighty in important dogmas and senten- 
tious jokes, pompous anecaotes and oracular discourses, dealt 
out for the edification of the whole assembly in general, and 
of the admiring Mrs. Markham, the polite Mr. Lawrence, the 
sedate Mary Slillward, the quiet Richard Wilson, and the 
matter-of-fact Robert, in particular, — ^as being the most atten- 
tive listeners. 

Mrs. Wilson was more brilliant than ever, with her budgets 
of fresh news and old scandal, strung together with trivial 
questions and remarks, and ofl-repeated observations, uttered 
apparently for the sole purpose of denying a moment^s rest to 
her inexhaustible organs of speech. She had brought her 
knitting with her, and it seemed as if her tongue had laid a 
wager with her fingers, to outdo them in swift and ceaseless 
motion. 

Her daughter Jane was, of course, as graceful and elegant, 
as witty and seductive, as she could possibly manage to be ; 
Jbr here were all the ladies to outshine, and all the gentlemen 
to charm, — and Mr. Lawrence, especially, to capture and 
subdue. Her little arts to effect nis subjugation were too 
subtle and impalpable to attract my observation ; but I 
thought the^O was a certain refined affectation of superiority, 
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and an nngenial nelf-consdotisness abotit her, tliat Aegatired 
all her advantages ; and after she was gone, Rose interpreted 
to me her various looks, words, and actions with a mingled 
acuteness and asperity that made me wonder, equally, at the 
lady's artifice and my sister's penetration, and ask myself if 
she too had an eye to the squire— hut never mind, Halford ; 
she had not. 

Richard Wilson, Jane's younger hrother, sat in a corner, 
apparently good-tempered, hut silent aUd shy, desirous to 
.escape observation, but willing enough to listen and observe ; 
and, although somewhat out of his element, he would have 
been happy enough in his own quiet way, if my mother could 
only have let him alone ; but in her mistaken kindness, she 
would keep persecuting him with her attentions — pressing 
upon him all manner of viands, under the notion that he was 
too bashfol to help himself, and obliging him to shout across 
the room hii^ iiionosyllabic replies to the numerous questions 
and observations by which she vainly attempted to draw him 
into conversation. 

Rose informed ttie that he never would have favoured us 
with his company, but for the importunities of his sister Jane, 
who Was most auctions to show Mr. Lawrence that she had at 
least One brother more gentlemanly and refined than Robert. 
That worthy iftdividual she had been equally solicitous to 
keep away ; but he affirmed that he saw no reason Why he 
should not enjoy a crack with Markham and the old lady, 
(my mother was not old, really,) and bonny Miss Rose and 
the parson, as well as the best ; — ^and he was in the right of it 
too. 80 he talked common-place with my mother and Rose, 
and discussed parish affairs with the vicar, farming matters 
with me, and politics With us both. 

Mary Millward was another mute, — not so much tormented 
with cruel kindness as Dick Wilson, because she had a certain 
short, decided way of aUswering and refusing, and was sup- 
posed to be rather sullen than diffident. However that mignt 
be, she certainly did not give much pleasure to the company ; 
—nor did she appear to derive much from it. Eliza told me 
she had only come because her father insisted upon it, having 
taken it into his head that she devoted herself too exclusively 
to her household duties, to the neglect of such relaxations and 
innocent enjoyments aS were ptoper to her age and sex. She 
seemed to me to be gbod-hutaoured enough on the whole. 
Once or twice she was provoked to laughter by the wit or 
the merriment of some favoured individual amongst us ; and 
then I observed she sought the eye of Richard Wilson, who 
sat over against her. As he studied with her father, she had 
some acquamtance with him, in spite of the retiringliabits of 
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both, and I fuppoee there wu a kind of fbUow-feeling esta- 
blished between them. 

My Eliza was channing be3rond description, coquettish with- 
out affectation, and evidently more desirous to enga^ my 
attention than that of all the room besides. Her delight in 
having me near her, seated or standing by her side, whisper«« 
ing in her ear, or pressing her hand in the dance, was plainly 
legible in her glowing ihce and heaving bosom, however belied 
by saucy words and gestures. But I had better hold mv 
tongue ! if I boast of these things now^ I shall have to blush 
hereafter. 

To proceed, then, with the various individuals of our party ; 
Rose was simple and natural as usual, and full of mirth and 
yivacity. 

Ferffus was impertinent and absurd ; but his impertinence 
and folly served to make others laugh, if they did not raise 
himself m tbeir estimation. 

And finally (for I omit myself), Mr. Lawrence was gentle-* 
manly and inoffensive to all, and polite to the vicar and the 
ladies, especially his hostess and her daughter, and Miss 
Wilson — ^misguided man ; he had not the taste to prefer Eliza 
Millward. Mr. Lawrence and I were on tolerably intimate 
terms. Essentially of reserved habits, and but seldom quit- 
ting the secluded place of his birth, where he had lived in 
solitary state since the death of his father, he had neither the 
opportunity nor the inclination for forming many acquaint- 
ances ; and, of all^he had ever known, I (judging by the results) 
was the companion most agreeable to his taste. I liked the 
man well enough, but he was too cold, and shy, and selfrcon- 
tained, to obtain my cordial sympathies. A spirit of candour 
and frankness, when wholly unaccompanied with coarseness, 
he admired in others, but he could not acquire it himself. 
His excessive reserve upon all his own concerns was, indeed, 
provoking and chilly enough ; but I forgave it, from a con- 
viction that it originated less in pride and want of confidence 
in his friends, than in a certain morbid feeling of delicacy, 
and a peculiar diffidence, that he was sensible of, but wanted 
energy to overcome. His heart was like a sensitive plant, 
that opens for a moment in the sunshine, but curls up and 
shrinks into itself at the slightest touch of the finger, or the 
lightest breath of wind. And, upon the whole, our intimacy 
was rather a mutual predilection than a deep and solid friend- 
ship, such as has since arisen between myself and you, Hal- 
ford, whom, in spite of your occasional crustiness, I can liken 
to nothing so well as an old coat, unimpeachable in texture, 
but easy and loose — ^that has conformed itself to the shape of 
ibe wearer, and which he may use as ^^S ei^y"^^^P^*^^* 
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being botihered with tihe fear of spoiling it ;— whereas Mr« 
Lawrence was like a new garment, all very neat and trim to 
look at, but 80 tight in the elbows, that you would fear to 
split /the esams by the unrestricted motion of your arms, and 
so smooth and fine in 8ur£Eu:e that you scruple to expose it to 
a single drop of rain. 

Soon after the arrival of the guests, my mother mentioned 
Mrs. Graham, regretted she was not there to meet them, and 
explained to the Millwards and Wilsons the reasons she had 
given for neglecting to return their calls, hoping they would 
excuse her, as she was sure she did not mean to be undvil, 
and would be glad to see them at any time ; — 

^^ But she is a very singular lady, Mr. Lawrence," added 
she ; " we don't know what to make of her — ^but I dare say 
you can tell us something about her, for she is your tenant, 
you know, — and she said she knew you a little." 

All eyes were turned to Mr. Lawrence. I thought be 
looked unnecessarily confused at being so appealed to. 

^' I, Mrs. Markham 1 " said he ; ** you are mistaken — I don't 
— ^that is — I have seen her, certainly ; but I am the last per- 
son you should apply to for information respecting Mrs. 
Graham." 

He then immediately turned to Rose, and asked her to 
favour the company with a song,, or a tune on the piano. 

"No," said she, "you must ask Miss Wilson: she out- 
shines us all in singing, and music too." 

Miss Wilson demurred. 

" Shell sing readily enough," said Fergus, " if youll un- 
dertake to stand by her, Mr. Lawrence, and turn over the 
leaves for her." 

"I shall be most happy to do so. Miss Wilson; will you 
allow me?" 

She bridled her long neck and smiled, and suffered him to 
lead her to the instnmient, where she played and sang, in 
her very best style, one piece after another ; while he stood 
patiently by, leaning one hand on the back of her chair, and 
turning over the leaves of her book with the other. Per- 
haps he was as much charmed with her performance as she 
was. It was all very fine in its way ; but I cannot say that 
it moved me very deeply. There was plenty of skiU and 
execution, but precious little feeling. 

But we had not done with Mrs. Graham yet. 

" I don't take wine, Mrs. Markham," said Mr. Millward, 
upon the introduction of that beverage ; " TU take a little of 
your home-brewed ale. I always prefer jrour home-brewed 
to an3rthing else." 

Flattered at this compliment, my mother rang^^^g^ and 
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A china jug of our best ale was presently brought and set 
before the worthy gentleman who so well knew how to appre- 
ciate its excellences. 

" Now THIS is the thing I" cried he, pouring out a glass of 
the same in a long stream, skilliilly directed from the jug to 
the tumbler, so as to produce much foam without spilling a 
drop ; and, having surveyed it for a momeht opposite the 
candle, he took a deep draught, and then smacked his lips, 
drew a long breath, and refilled his glass, my mother looking 
Ota with the greatest satisfaction. 

^'There's nothing like this, Mrs. MarkhamI" said he. i^^I 
sdways maintain that there^s nothing to compare with your 
home-brewed ale." 

^^ Pm sure Tm glad you like it, sir. I always look after 
the brewing myself^ as well as the cheese and tne butter — ^I 
like to have things well done, while we're about it." 

*' Quite right, Mrs. Markham I" 

*^ But then, Mr. MiUward, you don't think it wrong to take 
a little wine now and then— or a little spirits either I" said 
my mother, as she handed a smoking tumbler of gin-and- 
water to Mrs. Wilson, who affirmed that wine sat heavy on 
Iier stomach, and whose son Bobert was at that moment help- 
ing himself to a pretty stiff glass of the same. 

" By no means !" replied the oracle, with a Jove-like nod ; 
*' these things are all blessings and mercies, if we only knew 
how to make use of them." 

^^ But Mrs. Graham doesn't think so. You shall just hear 
now what she told us the other day — I told her I'd tell you.'* 

And my mother favoured the company with a particular 
account of that lady's mistaken ideas and conduct regarding 
the matter in hand, concluding with, *^ Now, don't you think 
it is wrong?" 

"Wrong!" repeated the, vicar, with more than common 
solemnity — " criminal, I should sa^ — criminal ! — ^Not only is 
it making a fool of the boy, but it is despising the gifts of 
Providence, and teaching him to trample them under his 
feet." 

He then entered more fully into the question, and explained 
at large the foUy and impiety of such a proceeding, ^y 
mother heard him with profoundest reverence ; and even Mrs. 
Wilson vouchsafed to rest her tongue for a moment, and listen 
in silence, while she complacently sipped her gin-and-water. 
Mr. Lawrence sat with his elbow on the table, carelessly play- 
ing with his half-empty wine-glass, and covertly smiling to 
himself. 

" But don't you think, Mr. Millward," suggested he, when 
at length that gentleman paused in his discourse, " that when 
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ft eluld may be naturally prone to intemperance^y the ftult 
of its parents or aueestors, for instance — some preeautions weo 
advisable?" (]^ow it was generally believed that Mr. Law* 
renoe^s father had shortened his days by intemperance.) * 

*^ Some precautions, it may be ; but temperance, sir, is oa^ 
thingi and abstinence another." 

*' But I have heard that) with soone persons, temperance-— 
that is, moderation's almost impossible ; and if abstinence 
be an evil (which some have doubted), no one will d^ny that 
excess is a greater. Some parents have entirely prohibited, 
their children from tasting intoxicating liquors ; but a parentis 
authority cannot last for ever i children are naturally prone to 
hanker after forbidden things ; and a child, in such a case, 
would be likely to have a strong curiosity to taste, and try the 
effect of what has been so lauded and enjoyed by others, so 
strictly forbidden to himself— which curiosity would gene« 
rally be gratified on the first convenient opportunity; and 
the restraint once broken, serious oonsequences might ensue. 
I don^t pretend to be a judge of such matters, but it seems to 
me, that this plan of Mrs. Graham's, as you describe it, Mrs. 
Markham, extraordinary as it may be, is not without its ad* 
vantages ; for here you see the child is delivered at once from 
temptation ; he has no secret curiosity, no hankering desire ; 
he is as well acquainted with the tempting liquors as he ever 
wishes to be ; and is thoroughly disgusted with them, without 
having suffered fi:om their effects." 

**^d is that right, sir? Have I not proven to you how 
wron^ it isr^how oontrajry to Scripture and to reason to teaoh 
a chitd to look with contempt and disgust upon the blessings 
of Providence, instead of to use them aright?" 

^* You may consider laudanum a blessing of Providence^ 
sir," replied Mr. Lawrence, smiling ; ** and yet, you will fdlow 
that most of us had better abstain from it, even in modera* 
tion I but," added he, ^^ I would not desire you to follow out 
my simile too closely'n witness whereof I nnish my glass." 

^' And take another, I hope, Mr. Lawrence," said my mo« 
ther, pushing the bottle towards him. 

He politely declined, and pushing his chair a little away 
from the table, leant back towards mejt-I was seated a triflo 
behind, on the sofa beside Eliza Millward^^t^and oarelessly asked 
me if I knew Mrs. Graham. 

*' I have met her once or twice," I replied. 

«♦ What do you think of her ?" 

'^ I cannot say that I like her much. She Is handsome-*— Of 
rather I should say distinguished and interesting— in her ap* 
pearance, but by no means amiable-^a woman liable to Uke 
•trong prejudiceflf I should fancy, and stick to them through^ 
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thick and thin, twisting everything into confortaity With he* 
owti pteconceired opinions— 'too hard, too sharp, too bitter for 
my taste." 

He made no reply, hnt looked down and hit his lip, and 
shortly after rose and sauntered up to Miss Wilson, as much 
repelled by me, I fancy, as attracted by her. I scarcely no- 
ticed it at the time, but afterwards, I was led to recall this and 
other trifling facts, of a similar nature, to my remembrance, 
when — ^but I must not anticipate. 

We wound up the eyening with dahcing — our worthy 
pastor thiilking it no scandal to be present on the occasion, 
though one of the village musicians was engaged to dhrect our 
evolutions with his vicSm. But Mary Mulward obstinately 
refused to join us ; and so did Hichard Wilson, though my 
mother earnestly entreated him to do so, and even offered td 
be his partner. 

We managed very well without them, however* With a 
single set of quadrilles, and several country dances, we carried 
it on to a pretty late hour ; and at length, having called upon 
our musician to strike up a waltz, I was just about to whirl 
Eliza round in that delightful dance, accompanied by Law« 
rence and Jane Wilson, and Fergus and Rose, When Mr. 
Millward interposed with — 

** No, no, I don*t allow that ! Come, it's time to be going 
now." 

^*0h, no, papa!" pleaded Elba. 

" High time, my girl — ^high time ! Moderation in all things, 
retil6mber I That ^s 3ie plan-^* Let your moderation be knowi^ 
TuitoallmettP" 

But in revenge, I followed Eli^ into the dimly-lighted pas- 
sage, where, under pretence of helping her on wiui her shawl, I 
f^nr I must plead guilty to snatching a kiss behind her father's 
back, while he was enveloping his throat and chin in the folds of 
a mighty comforter. But alast in turning round, there was my 
mother close beside me. The consequeiice was, that no sooner 
were the guests departed, than I was doomed to a very serious 
remonstrance, which unpleasantly checked the galloping course 
of my spirits, and made & disagreeable close to the evening. 

•*My dear Gilbert," said she, "I wish yon wouldn't do so ! 
You know how deeply I have your advantage at heart, how I 
love you and prize you above everything else in the world, 
and how much I long to see you well settled in life — and how 
bitterly it would erieve me to see you married to that girl— * 
or any other in the neighbourhood. What you see in her I 
don't know. It isn't only the want of monev that I think 
about— nothing of the kind— but there's neither beauty, nor 
Cleverness, nor goodness^ nor anything else that's deskable. 



32 THE TENANT 

If you knew your own value, as I do, you wouldn't dream oi 
it. Do wait awhile and see ! If you bind yourself to her, 
you'll repent it all your lifetime when you look round and 
see how many better there are. Take my word for it, you 
will." 

" Well, mother, do be quiet! — ^I hate to he lectured ! — ^I'm 
not going to marry yet, 1 tell you ; but — dear me ! mayn't I 
enjoy myself at all?" 

" Yes, my dear boy, but not in that way. Indeed, yoa 
shouldn't do such things. You would be wronging the girl, 
if she were what she ought to be ; but I assure you she is as 
artful a little hussy as anybody need wish to see ; and you'll 
get entangled in her snares before you know where you are. 
And if you marry her, Gilbert, you'll break my heart — so 
there's an end of it." 

"Well, don't cry about it, mother," said I, for the tears 
were gushing from her eyes ; " there, let that kiss eiface the one 
I gave Eliza ; don't abuse her any more, and set your mind at 
rest ; for I'll promise never — that is, I'll promise to think 
twice before I take any important step you seriously disap- 
prove of." 

So saying, I lighted my candle, and went to bed, consider- 
ably quenched in spirit. 



CHAPTER V. 

It was about the close of the month, that, yielding at length 
to the urgent importunities of Rose, I accompanied her in a 
visit to Wildfell Hall. To our surprise, we were ushered into 
a room where the first object that met the eye was a painter's 
easel, with a table beside it covered with roUs of canvass, 
bottles of oil and varnish, palette, brushes, paints, &c. Lean- 
ing against the wall were several sketches in various stages of 
progression, and a few finished paintings — ^mostly of landscapes 
and figures. 

"I must make you welcome to my studio," said Mrs. 
Graham, " there is no fire in the sitting room to-day, and it 
is rather too cold to show you into a place with an empty 
grate." 

And disengaging a couple of chairs from the artistical 
lumber that usurped them, she bid us be seated, and re- 
sumed her place beside the easel — ^not facing it exactly^ 
but now and then glancing at the picture upon it while she 
conversed, and giving it an occasional touch with her brush, 
as if she found it impossible to wean her attention entirely 
from her occupation to fix it upon her (P^^sts. ^^ jwbs a view 
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of Wildfell Hall, as seen at early morning from the field 
below, rising in dark relief against a sky of clear silvery 
blue, with a few red streaks on the horizon, faithfully drawn 
and coloured, and very elegantly and artistically handled. 

" I see your heart is in your work, Mrs. Graham," observed 
I : "I must beg you to go on with it ; for if you suffer our 
presence to interrupt you, we shall be constrained to regard 
ours'elves as unwelcome intruders." 

"Oh, no!" replied she, throwing her brush on to the 
table, as if startled into politeness. "I am not so beset 
with visitors, but that I can readily spare a few minutes to 
the few that do favour me with their company." 

".You have almost completed your painting," said I, ap- 
proaching to observe it more closely, and surveying it with 
a greater degree of admiration and delight than I cared to 
express. " A few more touches in the foreground will finish 
it, I should think. But why have you called it Femley 

Manor, Cumberland, instead of Wildfell Hall, shire?" 

I asked, alluding to the name she had traced in small cha- 
racters at the bottom of the canvas. 

But immediately I was sensible of having committed an 
act of impertinence in so doing; for she coloured and hesi- 
tated ; but after a moment^s pause, with a kind of despe- 
rate frankness, she replied, — 

"Because I have friends — acquaintances at least — in the 
world, from whom I desire my present abode to be concealed ; 
and as they might see the picture, and might possibly recog- 
nise the style, in spite of the false initials I have put in the 
comer, I take the precaution to give a false name to the place 
also, in order to put them on a wrong scent, if they should 
attempt to trace me out by it." 

"Then you don't intend to keep the picture?" said I, 
anxious to say anything to change the subject. 

" No ; I cannot afford to paint for my own amusement." 

" Mamma sends all her pictures to London," said Arthur ; 
" and somebody sells them for her there, and sends us the 
money." 

In looking round upon the other pieces, I remarked a pretty 
sketch of Lindenhope from the top of the hill ; another view 
of the old hall, basking in the sunny haze of a quiet sum- 
mer afternoon ; and a simple but striking little picture of a 
child brooding with looks of silent but deep and sorrowful 
regret, over a handful of withered flowers, with glimpses of 
dark low hills and autumnal fields behind it, and a dull be-- 
clouded sky above. 

" You see there is a sad dearth of subjects," observed the 
fair artist. " I took the old hall once on a mooi^gM nkht. 
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fuid I suppose I xaxxB^ take it again on a snowy tvinter's day, 
and then agdn on a dark cloudy evexung ; fpr I really have 
nothing else to paint. I have been told that you have a 
fine view of the sea, somewhere in the neighbourhood — ^Is 
It true? — and is it within walking distance?" 

♦' Yes, if you don't object to waJking four miles — or pearly 
pM>-— little short of eight milesi there aud h^k — ^and pyer a 
somewhat rou^h, fatiguing road." 

" In what direction does it lie ? " 

I described the situation as well as I could, i^nd was en- 
tering upon an explanation of the various roads, lanes, and 
fields to be traversed in order to reach it, the goings straight 
OB, apd turnings to the right, and the left, w^en she checked 
me with,"— 

" Oh, stop ! — don't tell me now : I shall forget every word 
of your directions before I require them. I sl^all not think 
about going till next spring; and then, perhaps, I may 
trouble vou.. At present we have the winter beforis us, 
and— r-'^ 

She suddenly paused, with a suppressed exclamation, started 
op from her seat, and saying, ^^ Excuse me one moment," 
hurried from the room, and shut the door behind her. 

Curious to see what had startled her so, I looked towards 
the window — ^for her eyes had been carelessly fixed upon it 
the moment before — and just beheld the skirts of a man's coat 
vanishing behind a large holly-bush that stood between the 
window and the porch. 

'' It's mamma's friend," said Arthur. 

Bose and I looked at each other. 

" I don't know wh^t to make of her at all," whispered 
Bose. 

The child looked at her in grave surprise. She straight- 
way began to talk to him on indifferent matters, while I 
amused myself with looking at the pictures. There was one 
in an obscure corner that I had not before observed. It was 
a little child, seated on the grass with its lap full of flowers. 
The tiny features and large blue eyes, smiling through a 
shock 01 light brown curls, shaken over the forehead as it 
bent above its treasure, bore sui^cient resemblance to those 
of the young gentleman before me, to proclaim it a portrait of 
Arthur Graham in his early infancy. 

In taking this up to bring it to the light, I discovered an- 
other behind it, with its face to the wall. I ventured to take 
that up too. It was the portrait of a gentleman in the full 
prime of youthful manhood — handsome enough, and not 
badly executed ; but, if done by the same hand as the others, 
it was evidently some years before ; for there was far mote 
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careful minuteness of detail, and less of that freshness of co- 
louring and freedom of handling, that delighted and surprised 
me in them. Neverthelfess, I surveyed it with considerable 
interest. There was a certain individuality in the features 
and expression that staiiiped it, at once, a successful likeness^ 
The bright blue eyes regarded the spectator iHth a kind ctf 
lurking dtollery-^you almost expected to Sfee tHem ^ink; thjg 
lips — a little too volilptuously rail — seemed teady to break 
imo ^ smile ; thd warmly-tinted cheeks were einbellishedwitll 
a liiiuri^t growth of reddish whiskers ; while the bright 
ch^stiiut hair, clustering in abundant, wavy curls, trespassed 
too inuCh upon th& forehead, and seemed to ihtimat^ that th^ 
ownfer thereof was ptouder of his beauty than His iiltellect — 
as, perhaps, he had reason to be ; — and yet he looked no 
fool. 

1 had not had the portrait in my hands two mihtites before 
the fair artist returned. 

" Oiily some one come abotit the pictu;feS," said she, in 
apology for her abrupt departure : ** I told him te wait." 

**I fear it will be considered an act of impertinence," said 1, 
" to presume to look at a picture that the artist has turiied to 
the wall ; but may t ask " 

•* It is an act ol very great impeftiii6nce, sir ; and therefore 
1 beg you wiU ask nothing atout it, for your curiosity will hot 
be gratified," replied she, attempting to Cover the tartness of 
her rebuke with a smile ; but I could see. by her flushed 
cheek and kindling eye, that she was seriously anlioyed. 

" I Was only goin^ to ask if you had painted it yotttself, * 
said 1, sulkily resigning the picture into her hands ; fbr with- 
out a grain of ceremony she took it from me ; and quickly 
restoring it to the dark comer, with its face to the wall, 
placed the other against it as betore, and then turned to me 
and laughed. 

But I was in no humotir for jesting. I carelessly turned to 
the window, and stood looking out npon the desolate garden, 
leaving her to talk to Kose mr a mmilte or two ; and then, 
telling my sistet it Was time to go, shook hands with the little 
gentleman, coolly bowed to the lady, and moved towards the 
door. But, having bid adieu to Ro^e, Mrs. Graham presented 
her hand to me, saying, with a sofl voice, and by no means a 
disagreeable smile, — 

. "Let not the sun go doWli tipon ybiir wrath, Mr. Mark- 
ham. I'm sorry I offended you by my abruptness." 

When a ladv condescends to apologise, there is no keeping 
one's anger of course ; so we parted good friends fbr once ; 
and this time, I squeezed her hand with a cordial, not a spiteful 
pressure. 
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CHAPTER VL 

DuBiNO the next four montlis I did not enter Mrs. Graham's 
house, nor she mine; hut still the ladies continued to talk 
about her, and still our acquaintance continued, though 
slowly, to advance. As for their talk, I paid but little attention 
to that (when it related to the fair hermit, I mean), and the 
only information I derived &om it was, that, one nne frosty 
day she had ventured to take her little boy as far as the vicar- 
age, and that, unfortunately, nobody was at home but Miss 
Millward ; nevertheless, she had sat a long time, and, by all 
accounts, they had found a good deal to say to each other, and 
parted with a mutual desire to meet again. But Mary liked 
children, and fond mammas like those who can duly appre- 
ciate their treasures. 

But sometimes I saw her myself, not onl^ when she came 
to church, but when she was out on the hills with her son, 
whether taking a long, purpose-like walk, or — on special fine 
days — ^leisurely rambling over the moor or the bleak pasture- 
lands, surrounding the old hall, herself with a book in her 
hand, her son gambolling about her ; and, on any of these oc- 
casions, when I caught sight of her in my solitary walks or 
rides, or while following my agricultural pursuits, I gene- 
rally contrived to meet or overtake her, for I rather liked to 
see Mrs. Grahain, and to talk to her, and I decidedly liked 
to talk to her little companion, whom, when once uie ice 
of his shyness was fairly broken, I found to be a very amiable, 
intelligent^ and entertaining little fellow ; and we soon became 
excellent fdends — how much to the gratification of his 
mamma I cannot undertake to say. I suspected at first that 
she was desirous of throwing cold water on this growing inti- 
macy — ^to quench, as it were, the kiudling flame of our friend- 
ship — ^but discovering, at length, in spite of her prejudice 
against me, that I was perfectly harmless, and even well- 
intentioned, and that, between myself and my dog, her son 
derived a great deal of pleasure from the acquaintance that 
he would not otherwise have known, she ceased to object, and 
even welcomed my comins with a smile. 

As for Arthur, he would shout his welcome from afar, and 
run to meet me ^:R>y yards from his mother^s side. If I hap- 
pened to be on horseback he was sure to get a canter or a 
gallop ; or, if there was one of the draught horses within an 
available distance, he was treated to a steady ride upon that, 
which served his turn almost as well ; but his mother would 
always follow and trudge beside him — ^not so much, I believe, 
to ensure his safe conduct, as to see that I instOIed np objec* 
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tionable notions' into his infant mind, for she was ever on the 
watch, and neyer would allow him to be taken out of her 
sight. What pleased her best of all was to see him romping 
and racing with Sancho, while I walked by her side — ^not, I 
fear, for love of my company (though I sometimes deluded 
myself with that idea), so much as for the delight she took in 
seeing her son thus happily engaged in the enjoyment of 
those active sports so invigorating to his tender frame, yet so 
seldom exercised for want of playmates suited to his years ; 
and, perhaps, her pleasure was sweetened not a little by the 
fact of my being with her instead of with him, and therefore 
incapable of doing him any injury directly or indirectly, de- 
signedly or otnerwise, smaU thanks to her for that same. 

But sometimes, I believe, she really had some little gratifi- 
cation in conversing with me ; and one bright February 
morning, during twenty minutes' stroll along the moor, she 
laid aside her usual asperity and reserve, and fairly entered 
into conversation with me, discoursing with so much eloquence 
and depth of thought and feeling on a subject happily coin- 
ciding with my own ideas, and looking so beautiful withal, 
that I went home enchanted ; and on the way (morally) 
started to find myself thinking that, after all, it would, per- 
haps, be better to spend one's days with such a woman than 
with Eliza Millward; and ^en, 1 (figuratively) blushed for 
my inconstancy. 

On entering the parlour I found Eliza therewith Rose, and 
no one else. The surprise was not altogether so agreeable as 
it ought to have been. We chatted together a long time, but 
I found her rather firivolous, and even a little insipid, com- 
pared with the more mature and earnest Mrs. Graham. Alas, 
lor human constancy I 

" However," thought I, *' I ou^ht not to marry Eliza, since 
my mother so strongly objects to it, and I ought not to delude 
the girl with the idea that I intended to do so. Now, if this 
mood continue, I shall have less difficulty in emancipating mv 
afiections from her soft yet unrelenting sway ; and, though 
Mrs. Graham might be equally objectionable, I may be per- 
mitted, like the doctors, to cure a greater evil by a less, for I 
shall not fall seriously in love with the young widow, I think, 
nor she with me — ^that's certain — but if I find a little pleasure 
in her society I may surely be allowed to seek it ; and if the 
star of her divinity be bright enough to dim the lustre of 
Eliza's so much the better, but I scarcely can think it." 

And thereafter I seldom suffered a fine day to pass without 
paying a visit to Wildfell about the time my new acquaintance 
usually left her hermitage ; but so frequently was I balked in 
my expectations of another interview, so changeable was she 
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in her times of coihitig forth and in her places of resort, so 
transient were the occasional glimpses I was able to obtain, 
that I felt half inclined to think she took as mnch pains to 
avoid my company as I to seek hers ; bnt this was too dis- 
agreeable a supposition to hb entertained a moment after it 
could conrenienUy be dismissed. 

One calm, clear afternoon, howerer, ih March, as I was sn- 
perihtending the rolling of the ineadow-land, and the repair- 
mg of a hedge iii the valley, I saw Mrs. Graham dowh by the 
brook, with a sketch-book in her hand, absorbed in the exer- 
cise of her fkvottrite art, while Arthur was putting on the 
time With constructing dams and breakwaters m the shallow^ 
stony stream. I was rather in want of amusement, and so 
rare an opportunity was not to be neglected ; so, leaving both 
meadow and hedge, I quickly repaired to the spot, but not be- 
fore Sancho, who, immediately upon perceiving his youns 
friend. Scoured at fiill gallop the intervemng space, and pounced 
upon him with an impetuous mirth that precipitated tne child 
aun6st into the middle of the beck ; but, happily, the stones 
preserved him from any serious wetting, while their smooth- 
ness prevented his being too much huTt to laugh at the unto- 
ward event. 

Mrs. Graham was studying the distinctite characters of the 
different varieties of trees in their winter nakedness, and 
copying, with a spirited, though delicate touch, their various 
ramification^. She did not talk much, but I stood and 
watched the progress bf her pencil : it was a pleasure to be- 
hold it so dexterously giiided by those fahr and gracefhl fin- 
gers. But ere long their dexterity became impaired, they 
began to hesitate, to tremble slightly, and make raise strokes, 
and then suddenly came to a pause, while thfeir owner laugh- 
ingly raised her face to mine, and told me that her sketch did 
not profit by ihy superintendence. 

" Then," said I, " Til talk to Arthur, till yoiiVe done." 

^^ I should like to have a ride, Mr. Markham, if mamma 
will let me," Said the chUd. 

"What on, my boy?" 

" I thmk there's a horse in that field," replied he, pointing 
to where the strong black mare was pulling the roller. 

" Fo, no, Arthm* ; it's too fkr," objected his mother. 

But I promised to bring him safe back after a turn or two 
up and do^n the meado# ; and when she looked at his eager 
face she Smiled and let him go. It was the first time she had 
even allowed me to take him so much as half a field's length 
from her side. 

Enthroned upon his monstrous steed, and solemnly pro- 
Seeding up and down the wide, Steep field, he looked the 
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w&y incarnaibn of quiet, gleeful satiafaetion and delight. 
The rolling, however, was soon completed ; but when I disr 
mounted tne gallant horseman, and restored him to his mo- 
ther, she seemed rather displeased at my l^eeping him so 
long. She had shut up her sketch-book, and been, probably, 
for some minutes impatiently waiting his return. 

It was now high time to go home, she said, and would have 
bid me good evening, but I was not going to leave her yet : I 
accompanied her hsdf way up the hill. 6he became more 
sociable, and I waa beginning to be very happy ; but, on 
coming within sight of the grim old hall, she stood still and 
turned towards me while she spoke, as if expecting I should 
go no further, that the conversation would end here, and I 
should now take leave and depart — ^as, indeed, it was time to 
do, for " the clear, cold eve " was fast ^' declining," the sun had 
set, and the gibbous moon was visibly brightemn^ in the pale 
grey sky ; but a feeling almost of compassion nveted me to 
the spot. It seemed hard to leave her to such a lonelv, com- 
fortless home. I looked up at it. Silent and ffrim it frowned 
before us. A faint, red light was gleaming nrom the lower 
windows of one wing, but m the other windows were in dark- 
ness, and many exhibited their black, cavernous gulfs, en- 
tirely destitute of glazing or framework. 

** Do you not find it a desolate place to live in?" said I, 
after a moment of silent contemplation. 

^^ I do, sometimes,'* replied she. '' On winter eveniuj^s, 
when Arthur is in bed, and I am sittiuff there alone, hearing 
the bleak wind moaning round me and howling through the 
ruinous old chambers, no books or occupations can repress the 
dismd thoughts and apprehensions that come crowding in — 
but it is iblly to give way to such weakness I know. If Rachel 
18 satisfied with such a life, why should not I ? — ^Indeed I 
cannot be too thankful for such an asylum, while it is left 
me." 

The closing sentence was uttered in an under tone, as if 
spoken rather to herself than to me. She then bid me good 
evening and withdrew. 

I h£^ not proceeded many steps on my way homewurds, 
when I perceived Mr. Lawrence, on his pretty erey pony, 
coming up the rugged lane that crossed over the hill top. I 
went a little out of my way to speak to him ; for we had not 
met for some time. 

«( Was that Mrs. Graham you were speaking to just now ?** 
said he, after the first few words <^ greeting had passed be- 
tween us. 

♦*Tes." 

.*' Humph I I thought so.** He looked oentemplatiTely at 
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his horse^s mane, as if he had some serious cause of dissatus* 
faction with it, or something else. 

"Well! what then?" 

*' Oh, nothing!" replied he. "Only, I thought you dis- 
liked her," he quietly added, curling his classic lip with a 
shghtly sarcastic smile. 

* Suppose I did ; mayn't a man change his mind on further 
acquaintance?" 

" Yes, of course," returned he, nicely reducing an entan- 
glement in the pony's redundant hoary mane. Then sud- 
denly turning to me, and fixing his shy, hazel eyes upon me 
with a steady penetrating gaze, he added, " Then you" have 
chauged your mind?" 

" I can't say that I have exactly. No ; I think I hold 
the same opinion respecting her as hefore — ^but slightly ame- 
liorated." 

" Oh." He looked round for something else to talk about ; 
and glancing up at the moon, made some remark upon the 
beauty of the evening, which I did not answer, as being irre- 
levant to the subject. 

" Lawrence," said I, calmly looking him in the face, " are 
you in love with Mrs. Graham ?" 

Instead of his being deeply ofiended at this, as I more than 
half expected he would, the first start of surprise, at the au- 
dacious question, was followed by a tittering laugh, as if he 
was highly amused at the idea. 

" I m love with her 1" repeated he. " What makes you 
dream of such a thing ?" 

"From the interest you take in the progress of my ac- 
quaintance with the lady, and the changes of my opinion con- 
cerning her, I thought you might be jealous." 

He laughed again. "Jealous! no — But I thought you 
were going to marry Eliza Millward." 

** You thought wrong, then ; I am not going to marry 
either one or the other— that I know of." 

" Then I think you'd better let them alone." 

" Are you going to marry Jane Wilson ? " 

He coloured, and played with the mane again, but an* 
swered, — 

" No, I thmk not." 

" Then you had better let her alone." 

She won't let me alone — ^he might have said ; but be ottly 
looked silly and said nothing for the space of half a minute, 
and then made another attempt to turn the conversation ; 
and, this time, I let it pass ; for he had borne enough : an- 
other word on the subject would have been like the last atom 
that breaks the camel's back. 
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I was too late for tea ; but my mother had kindly kept the 
tea-pot and muffin warm upon the hobs, and, tnough she 
scolded me a little, readily admitted my excuses ; and when I 
complained of the flavour of the overdrawn tea, she poured 
the remainder into the slop-basin, and bade Bose put some 
fresh into the pot, and reboil the kettle, which offices were 
performed with great commotion, and certain remarkable 
comments. 

" Well I — ^if it had been me now, I should have had no tea 
at all — ^if it had been Fergus, even, he would have to put up 
with such as there was, and been told to be thankful, for it 
was far too good for him; but you — we can^t do too much for 
you. It's always so — ^if there's anything particularly nice at 
table, mamma winks and nods at me, to abstain from it, and 
if I don't attend to that, she whispers, ' Don't eat so much of 
that, Kose ; Gilbert will like it for his supper' — I'm nothing at 
all. In the parlour^ it's ' Come, Rose, put away your things, 
and let's have the room nice and tidy against they come in ; 
and keep up a good fire ; Gilbert likes a cheerl'ul fire.' In 
the kitchen — * Make that pie a large one. Rose ; I dare say 
the boys'll be hungry; — and don't put so much pepper in, 
they'll not like it I'm sure' — or, *Rose, don't put so many 
spices in the pudding, Gilbert likes it plain,' — or, * Mind you 
put plenty of currants in the cake, Fergus likes plenty.' If I 
say, ' Well, mamma, I don't,' I'm told I ought not to think of 
myself — ' You know. Rose, in all household matters, we have 
only two things to consider, first, what's proper to be done, 
and, secondly, what's most agreeable to the gentlemen of the 
house — anything will do for the ladies.' " 

" And very good doctrine too," said my mother, *' Gilbert 
thinks so, I'm sure." 

"Very convenient doctrine, for us, at all events," said I; 
" but if you would really study my pleasure, mother, you 
must consider your own comfort and convenience a little 
more than you do — as for Rose, I have no doubt she'll take 
care of herself; and whenever she does make a sacrifice or 
perform a remarkable act of devotedness, she'll take good 
care to let me know the extent of it. But for you, I might 
sink into the grossest condition of self-indulgence and care- 
lessness about the wants of others, fi:om the mere habit of 
being constantly cared for myself, and having all my wants 
anticipated or immediately supplied, while left in total igno- 
rance of what is done for me, — if Rose did not enlighten me 
now and then ; and I should receive all your kindness as a 
matter of course, and never know how much I owe you." 

" Ah ! and you never will know, Gilbert, till you're mar- 
ried. Then, when you've got some trifling, self-^nMUed girl 
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like Elka Millwsrd, careless of eyerything but her own im- 
mediate pleasure and adyantage, or some misguided, obstinate 
woman Gke Mrs. Graham, ignorant of her principal dutiesi 
and deyer only in what concerns her least to know— then 
jou^U find the oifference." 

^' It will do me good, mother ; I was not sent into thd 
world merely to exercise the good capacities and good feel- 
ings of others — ^was I ? — ^but to exert my own towards th^iti } 
and when I marry, I shall expect to find inore pleasure in 
makinff my wife happy and comfortable, than in beiilg madid 
80 by her : I would rather giye than receiye." 

*'0h ! thafs all nonsense, my dear. It's mere boy's talk 
that I You'll soon tire of petting and humouring your wi:fe, 
be she eyer so charming, and then comes the trial." 

" Well, then, we must bear one another's burdens." 

"Then yott must fall each into your proper place. You'll 
do your business^ and she, if she's worthy of you, will do 
hers ; but it's your business to please yourself; and hers to 
please you. I'm sure your poor, dear father was as good a 
husband as eyer liyed, and after the first six months or so 
were oyer, I should as soon haye expected him to fly, as to 
put himself out of his way to pleasure me. He always said I 
was a good wife, and did my duty ; and he always did his 
— ^bless him !— he was steady and punctual, seldom found fauU 
without a reason, always did justice to my good dinners, and 
hardly eyer spoiled my cookery by delay---and that's as much 
as any woman can expect of any man." 

Is it so, Halford? Is that the extent of your domestic yir- 
tues ; and does your happy wife exact no more ? 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Not many days after this, on a mild sunny morning— rather 
sofl under foot ; for the last fall of snow was only just Wasted 
away, leaying yet a thin ridge, here and there, lingering on 
tihe fresh sreen grass beneath the hedges ; but beside them 
already, the young primroses were peeping from among their 
moist, dark foliage, and the lark aboye was singing of summer^ 
and hope, and loye, and eyery heayenly thing— 1 was out on 
tiie hill-side, enjoying these delights, and looking after the 
well-being of my young lambs and their mothers, when, on 
glancins round me, I beheld three persons ascending from the 
yale bdow. They were Eliza Millward, Fergus, and Bose ; 
so I crossed the field to meet them ; and, being told they 
were going to Wildfell Hall, I declared myself willing to go 
with l£em, and offering my aim to Eliza, who readily accepted 
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it in lieu of my brother's, told the latter ]^e qughf go back, 
for I would accompany the ladies. 

*^ I beg your pardpn I" exclaimed )ie. *^ If s the ladies that 
are accompanymg me, not I them. You had all had a peep 
at this wonderful stranger but me, and I could endure my 
wretched ignorance no longer — come what would, I must be 
satisfied ; so I begged Bose to go with me to the hall, and in- 
troduce me tp her at once. She swore she would not, imless 
^ss Eliza would go too ; so I rs^n to the vicarage and fetched 
her ; and weVe come hooked all the way, as fond as a pair of 
lovers — ^and now youVe taken her £:om me ; and you want to 
deprive me of my walk and xaj visit besides. Go back to 
your ^elds and your cattle, you lubberly fellow ; youVe not 
fit to associate with ladies and gentlemen, like us, that have 
nothing to do but to run snooking about to our neighbours' 
houses, peeping into their private comers ; ai^d scenting out 
their secrets, and picking holes in their coats, when we aon't 
find them ready made to oip: hands— yon do|i't understand 
such refined sources of enjoyment." 

^^Can^t you both go?'* suggested Elis^j disreg^ding the 
latter half of the speech. 

^* Yes, both, to be sure I" cried Bose ; •* the more the mer- 
rier — and Pm sure we shall want all the cheerfiilness we can 
carry with us to that great, dark, gloomy room> with its nar-* 
row latticed windows, and its dismal old furnitqre — ^unless sh^ 
shows us into her studio again.'' 

So we went all in a body ; and the meagre old ^laid^ser* 
vant, that opened the door, ushered m into an apartment, 
such as Rose had described to me as the scex^s of her first in« 
traduction to Mrs. Grraham, a tolerably spacious and lofty 
room, but obscurely lighted by the old-fashioned windows, 
the ceiling, panels, and chimney-piece of grim black oak-rthe 
latter elaborately but not very tastefoUy carved, — ^with tables 
and chairs to match, an old bookcase on one side of the fire- 
place, stocked with a motley assemblage of books, and an 
elderly cabinet piano on the other. 

The lady was seated in a stifi; high-backed arm-chair, with 
a small, round table, containing a desk and a work-basket, on 
one side of her, and her little boy on the other, who stood 
leaning his elbow on her knee, and reading to her, with won- 
derful fluency, from a small volume that lay in her lap; 
while she rested her hand on his shoulder, and abstractedly 
played with the long, wavy curls that fell on his ivorv neck. 
They struck me as mrming a pleasing contrast to all the sur- 
rounding objects; but of course their position was imme- 
diately changed on our entrance. I could only observe the 
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picture during the few brief seconds tliat Eacbel held the 
door for our admittance. 

I do not think Mrs. Graham was particularly delighted to 
see us : there was something indescribably chilly in her quiet, 
calm civility ; but I did not talk much to her. Seating myself 
near the window, a little back from the circle, I called Arthur 
to me, and he and I and Sancho amused ourselves very 
pleasantly together, while the two young ladies baited his 
mother with small talk, and Fergus sat opposite, with his legs 
crossed, and his hands in his breeches pockets, leaning back 
in his chair, and staring now up at the ceiling, now straight 
forward at his hostess (in a manner that made me strongly in- 
clined to kick him out of the room), now whistling sotto voce 
to himself a snatch of a lavourite air, now interrupting the 
conversation, or filling up a pause (as the case might be) 
with some most impertinent question or remark. At one 
time it was,-*- 

'' It amazes me, Mrs. Graham, how you could choose such 
a dilapidated, rickety old place as this to live in. If you 
couldn't afford to occupy the whole house, and have it mended 
up, why couldn't you take a neat little cottage?" 

"Perhaps I was too proud, Mr. Fergus," replied she, 
smiling ; " perhaps I took a particular fancy for this romantic, 
old-fashioned place — ^but, indeed, it has many advantages over 
a cottage — ^in the first place, you see, the rooms are larger and 
more airy ; in the second place, the unoccupied apartments, 
which I don't pay for, may serve as lumber-rooms, if I have 
anything to put in them ; and they are very useful for my lit- 
tle boy to run about in on rainy days when he can't go out ; 
and then there is the garden for him to play in, and for me to 
work in. You see I have effected some little improvement 
already," continued she, turning to the window. " There is 
a bed of young vegetables in that corner, and here are some 
snowdrops and primroses already in bloom — and there, too, is 
a yellow crocus just opening in the sunshine." 

" But then how can you bear such a situation — ^your ne^r- 
€st neighbours two miles distant, and nobody looking in or 
passing by? — Rose would go stark mad in such a place. She 
can't put on life unless she sees half a dozen fresh gowns and 
bonnets a- day — ^not to speak of the faces within ; but you 
might sit watching at these windows all day long, and never 
see so much as an old woman carrying her eggs to market." ' 

" I am not sure the loneliness of tne place was not one of 
its chief recommendations. I take no pleasure in watching 
people pass the windows ; and I like to be quiet," 

" Oh ! as good as to say, you wish we would all of us mind 
our own business, and let you alone." ^g, ,,,, by <^oogie 
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" No, I dislike an extensive acquaintance ; but if I have a 
few friends, of course I am glad to see them occasionally. No 
one can be happy in eternal solitude. Therefore, Mr. Fergus, 
if you choose to enter my house as a friend, I will make you 
welcome ; if not, I must conless, I would rather you kept 
away." She then turned and addressed some observation to 
Rose or Eliza. 

" And Mrs. Graham," said he again, five minutes after, " we 
were disputing, as we came along, a question that you can 
readily decide for us, as it mainly regarded yourself^ — and, in- 
deed, we often hold discussions about you ; for some of us 
have nothing better to do than to talk about our neighbours' 
concerns, and we, the indigenous plants of the soil, have 
known each other so long, and talked each other over so often, 
that we are quite sick of that game ; so that a stranger coming 
amongst us makes an invaluable addition to our exhausted 
sources of amusement. Well, the question, or questions, you 
are requested to solve " 

" Hold your tongue, Fergus !" cried Bose, in a fever of ap- 
prehension and wrath. 

" I won't, I tell you. The questions you are requested to 
solve are these : — First, concerning your birth, extraction, and 
previous residence. Some will have it that you are a foreigner, 
and some an Englishwoman ; some a native of the north coun- 
try, and some of the south ; some say ^" 

"Well, Mr. Fergus, 111 tell you. Tm an Englishwoman — 
and I don't see why any one should doubt it — and I was bom 
in the country neither in the extreme north nor south of our 
happy isle ; and in the coimtry I have chiefly passed my life, 
and now, I hope, you are satisfied ; for I am not disposed to 
answer any more questions at present." 

"Except this " 

" No, not one more I" laughed she, and, instantly quitting 
her seat, she sought refuge at the window by which I was 
seated, and, in very desperation, to escape my brother's per- 
secutions, endeavoured to draw me into conversation. 

" Mr. Markham," said sh^ her rapid utterance and height- 
ened colour too plainly evmcing her disquietude ; " have you 
forgotten the fine sea-view we were speaking of some time 
ago ? I think I must trouble you, now, to tell me the nearest 
way to it ; for if this beautiful weather continue, I shall, per- 
haps, be able to walk there, and take my sketch ; I have ex- 
hausted every other subject for painting ; and I long to see 
it." 

I was about to comply with her request, but Rose would 
not suffer me to proceed. 

"Oh, don't tell her, Gilbert!" cried ^sh|j(»^^^^l go 
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l^th us. JVn Bs^ ypu are thinking aboul, I suppose, Mrs, 

Graham V It i^ ^ very torn walk, too far for you, a^d Qut of 
the questiQ^ for Arthur, put we were thiukiug about making 
a pic-nic to see it, some fine day ; aud, if you will wait till the 
settled fine i^eather comes, fm s|u:e we shall all be delighted 
to have you amongst us." 

Poor Mrs. Graham looked dismayed, and attempted tP make 
excuses, but !p(ose, m^9V compassionating her lonely iife, or 
anxious to cultivate her acquaintance, was determiaed to have 
ber; and every oliijection ^as Qverruled. She was told it 
would only be a small party^ f^ud aU fHen4s, and that the best 
view of aU was from r Cli^, full fiye miles distant. 

<^ Just a nice wflk for the gentlemen," continued Bose ; 
" but the ladies will d^Te and walk by turns ; for we shall 
bave our ponyrcarriage, which wijl be plenty large enough tp 
ppntain little Arthur and three ladies, toge^er with your 
sketching apparatus, and pur provisions." 

So the proposal was finally acceded to ; and, alter some fur- 
ther discussion respecting the time and manuer of Hxq pro- 
jected excursion, we rose, and took our leave. 

Put this w^ puiy March : a cold, wet April, and two weeks 
of May passed over before we could veuture forth on our exr 
peditipn with the reasonable hope of obtaining that pleasure 
we sought in pleasant pi^Pf^ects, cheerM society, ^esh air, 
good cheer and exercise, without the aUoy of bad ro^ds, 
cold winds, or threatiening clouds. Then, on a glorious 
fnprning, we gathered pur lorces and set forth. The company 
^pnsisted of MX9' and Master Graham, Mary and Bli^a Mill- 
ward, J^nP imd Richard Wilson, and Bose, i&'ergus, and Gil- 
bert Markham. 

Mr. Lawrence had been invited to jpi» us, but, for some 
reason best known to himself, had refused to give us his com- 
pany- I had solicited the favour myself. When I did so, he 
nesitated, and asked who were going. Upon my naming Miss 
Wilson among the rest, he seemed half inclined to go, but 
when I mentioned Mrs* Graham, thinking it might be a fur- 
ther inducement, it appeared to have a contrary effect, and he 
Reclined it altogether, and, to confess the truth, the decision 
was not displeasing to me, though I could scarcely tell you 
wby. 

It was about mid-day, when we reached the place of our 
destination. Mrs. Graham walked aU the wa]^ to the cliffs ; 
and little Artbua? walked the greater part of it too ; for he 
was now much more hardy and active than when he first en- 
tered the neighbourhood, and he did not like being in the car- 
riage with strangers, while all his four friends, mamma, and 
SanobOt and Mr. Markhamt and Miss Millward, were on foot, 
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joumeying ^ beiuHd, or passing through distant fields and 
lanes. 

I have a very pleasant recollection of that walk, along the 
hard, white, sunny road, shaded here and there with bright 
green trees, and adorned with flowery banks and blossoming 
hedges of delicious fragrance ; or through pleasant fields and 
lanes, all glorious in the sweet flowers and brilliant verdure 
of delighthil May. It was truQ, Eliza was not beside me : 
but shfe was with her friends in the pony-carriage, as happy, I 
trusted, as I was ; and even when we pedestrians, having lor- 
saken the highway for a short cut across the fields, beheld thd 
little carriage far away, disappearing amid the green, embow- 
ering trees, I did not hate those trees for snatching the deat 
little bonnet and shawl from my sight, nor did I feel that all 
those intervening objects lay between my happiness and me : 
for, to confess . the truth, I was too happy in the company of 
Mrs. Graham, to regret the absence of Eliza Millward. 

The former, it is true, was most provokinglv unsociable ii 
first — seemingly bent upon tf^kihg to no one but Maiy Mill- 
ward a^d Arthur. She and Mary journeyed along together, 
generally with the child between thein ; — ^but where the road 
permitted, I always walked on the other side of her, Richatd 
Wilson taking the other side of Miss Millward, and Fergus 
roving here and there according to )ns fancy ; and after a 
while, she became more friendly, and at length I succeeded 
in securing her attention almost entirely to myself— and then 
I was happy indeed ; for whenever she did condescend to con- 
, verse, I liked to listen. TVhere her opinions and sentimehts 
tallied with mine, it was her extreme good sense, her eiquisite 
taste and feeling, that delighted me ; where they difiered, it 
was still her uncompromising boldness in the avowal or defence 
of that difference, her earnestness and keenness, that piqued 
my fancy: and even when she dngered me by her unkind 
words or looks, and her uncharitable conclusioiis respecting 
me, it only made me the more dissatisfied, with myself for hav- 
ing so unfavourably impressed her, and the more desirous to 
vindicate my character and disposition in her eyes, and, if |}bs- 
sible^ to win her esteem. 

At length our walk was ended. The increasing height and 
boldness of the hills had for some, time intercepted i£e pfdr 
spect ; but, on gaining the summit of a steep acclivity, and 
looking downward, an opening lay before us — and the blue 
sea burst upon our sight !— deep violet blue — ^not deadly calni, 
but covered with glinting breakers — diminutive white sp.eckd 
twinkling on its besom, and scarcely to be distinguished, by 
the keenest vision, from the little sea-mews that sported abovey 
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their white wings glittering in the sunshine : only one or two 
vessels were visible ; and those were far away. 

I looked at my companion to see what she thought of this 
glorious scene. She said nothing : but she stood still, and 
fixed her eyes upon it with a gaze that assured me she was 
riot disappointed. She had very fine eyes, by-the-bye — T 
don^t know whether I've told before, but they were full of 
soul, large, clear, and nearly black — ^not brown, but very dark 
grey. A cool, reviving breeze blew from the sea— soft, pure, 
salubrious : it waved her drooping ringlets, and imparted a 
livelier colour to her usually too pallid lip and cheek. She 
felt its exhilarating influence, and so did I — ^I felt it tingling 
through my frame, but dared not give way to it while she re- 
mained so quiet. There was an aspect of subdued exhilara- 
tion in her face, that kindled into almost a smile of exalted, 
glad intelligence as her eye met mine. Kever had she looked 
so lovely : never had my heart so warmly cleaved to her as 
now. Had we been left two minutes longer, standing there 
alone, I cannot answer for the consequences. Happily for 
my discretion, perhaps for my enjoyment during the remainder 
of the day, we were speedily summoned to the repast — a very 
respectable collation, which Rose, assisted by Miss Wilson 
and Eliza, who, having shared her seat in the carriage, had 
arrived with her a little before the rest, had set out upon an 
elevated platform overlooking the sea, and sheltered from the 
hot sun by a shelving rock and overhanging trees. 

Mrs. Graham seated herself at a distance from me. Eliza 
was my nearest neighbour. She exerted herself to be agree- 
able, in her gentle, unobtrusive way, and was, no doubt, as 
fascinating and charming as ever, if I could only have felt it. 
But soon, my heart began to warm towards her once again ; 
and we were all very merry and happy together — as far as I 
could see — ^throughout the protracted, social meal. 

When that was over, Rose summoned Fergus to help her 
to gather up the firagments, and the knives, dishes, &c., and 
restore them to the baskets ; and Mrs. Graham took her camp- 
stool and drawing materials ; and having begged Miss Mill- 
ward to take charge of her precious son, and strictly enjoined 
him not to wander from his new guardian's side, she left us 
and proceeded along the steep, stony hill, to a loftier, more 
precipitous eminence at some distance, whence a still finer 
prospect was to be had, where she preferred taking her sketch, 
though some of the ladies told her it was a frightftil place, 
and advised her not to attempt it. 

When she was gone, I felt as if there was to be no more 
fun — ^though it is difficult to say what she had contributed to 
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the hilarity of the party. No jests, and little laugbter, had 
escaped her lips ; but her smile had animated my mirth, a 
keen obseryation or a cheerful word from her had insensibly 
sharpened my wits, and thrown an interest over all that was 
done and said by the rest. Even my conversation with Eliza 
had been enlivened by her presence, though I knew it not ; 
and now that she was gone, Eliza's play&l nonsense ceased 
to amuse me — nay, grew wearisome to my soul, and I grew 
weary of amusing her : I felt myself drawn by an irresistible 
attraction to that distant point where the fair artist sat and 
plied her solitary task — and not long did I attempt to resist 
it: while my little neighbour was exchanging a few words 
with Miss Wilson, I rose and cannily slipped away. A few 
rapid strides, and a little active clambering, soon brought me 
to the place where she was seated — a narrow ledge of rock at 
the very verge of the cliff which descended with a steep, pre- 
cipitous slant, quite down to the rocky shore. 

She did not hear me coming : the falling of my shadow 
across her paper, gave her an electric start ; and she looked 
hastily round — any other lady of my acquaintance would have 
screamed under such a sudden alarm. 

" Oh ! I didn't know it was you. — ^Why did you startle me 
80?" said she, somewhat testily. ''I hate anybody to come 
upon me so unexpectedly." 

"Why, what did you take me for?" said I: "if I had 
known you were so nervous, I would have been more cautious ; 
but " 

"Well, never mind. What did you come for? are they 
all coming?" 

"No ; this little ledge could scarcely contain them all." 

"I'm clad, for I'm tired of, talking." 

" Well, tiben, I won't talk. I'll only sit and watch your 
drawing." 

" Oh, but you know I don't like that." 

*' Then I'll content myself with admiring this magnificent 
prospect." 

She made no objection to this ; and, for some time, sketched 
away in silence. But I could not help stealing a glance, now 
and then, from the splendid view at our feet to the elegant 
white hand that held the pencil, and the graceful neck and 
glossy raven curls that drooped over the paper. 

" Now," thought I, "if I bad but a pencil and a morsel of 

Eaper, I could make a lovelier sketch thpu hers, admitting I 
ad the power to delineate faithfully what is before me." 
But though this satisfaction was denied me, I was very well 
content to sit beside her there, and say nothing. 
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*< Are yoa there still, Mr. Markbam?** said she at lengtli^ 
looking round upon me — ^for I was seated a little behind on a 
mossy projection of the cliff. — " Why don't you go and amuse 
yourself with your friends?" 

^' Because I am tired of them, like you ; and 1 shall hat^ 
enough of them to-morrow— or at any time hence ; but yoU 
I may not haye the pleasure of seeing again for I know net 
how long." 

^^ What was Arthur doing when you came away?" 

*^ He was with Miss Mill ward where you lefb him — ail rights 
but hoping mamma would not be long away. You didn't in- 
trust him to me, by-the-bye^" I grumbled, '^ though I had the 
honour of a much longer acquaintance ; but Miss Millward 
has the art of conciliating and amusing children," I earelessly 
added, '' if she is good for nothing else." 

^' Miss Millward has many estimable qualities, which such 
as you cannot be expected to perceiye or appreciate. Will 
you tell Arthur that I shall come in a few minutes ?" 

^' If that be the case, I will wait, with your permissionf 
till those few minutes are past ; and then t can assist you td 
descend this difi^cult ^ath." 

'^ Thank you — ^I always manage bestt on sneh decasions, 
without assistance." 

" But, at least, I can carry your Stool and sketch-book." . 

She did not deny me this fayour ; but I was rather offended 
at her eyident desire to be rid of me^ and was beginning td 
repent of my pertinacity, when she somewhat appeased me 
by consulting my taste and judgment about some doubtful 
matter in her drawing. My opinion, happily, met her appro- 
bation, and the improyement I suggested was adopted with- 
out hesitation. 

'^Ihaye often wished in yam," said she, '^for another's 
judgment to appeal to when I could scarcely trust the direc* 
tion of my own eye and head, they haying been so long oc- 
cupied with the contemplation of a single object, as to become 
almost incapable of forming a proper idea respecting it." 

**That," replied I, '4s only one of many eyils to whieh a 
solitary life exposes us." 

*' True," said she ; and again we relapsed into silenee. 

About two minutes alter, howeyer, she declared her sketch 
completed and closed the book. 

On returning to the scene of our repast, tre found all the 
company had deserted it, with the exception of three-^lfcfary 
Millward, Richard Wilson, and Arthur Graham. The 
younger gentleman lay fast asleep'with his head pillowed On 
the lady's lap ; the othe/was seated beside her with a pocket 
edition of Bome classic author in his ^p^'byV^dW*^ ^^^* 
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anywhere without such a companion wherewith to improve 
his leisure moments : all time 8eep:ied lost that was not de- 
voted to study, or exacted, by his physical nature, for the 
bare support of life. Even uow* he copld not abandon him- 
self to the enjoyment of that pure air and balmy sunshine — 
that spleudid prospect, m^ those soothing sounds, the music 
of the waves and of the soft wiu4 iu the sheltering trees above 
him— not even with a l^dv by his sjde (thoueh not a very 
cha|iping one, I will allow) — ^he must pull put nis book, and 
li^ake the most of his time while 4ige8ting his temperate meal, 
and reposing l^is weary limbs, unused to so much exercise. 

Ferhap9, fiQwever, he spared a moment to exchange a word 
or a fflancp with his companipn now and then — at any rate, 
she ^i not appear at all resentful of |iis conduct; for her 
homely features wore an expressioi^ of unusual cheerfulness 
and serenity, and she was studying his pale, thpughtful face 
with great complacency when we ^niyep. 

^p journey npmeward was by no means so agreeable, to 
iQe, as the former part of the day ; tor now Mrs. Graham 
was in the carriage, and Eliza ^illward was the companion of 
my walk. She had observed n^y preference for the young 
Wi4f>w, and evidently felt herself neglected. She did not 
mi^est her chagrin by keen reproaches, bitter sarcasms? Qr 
pouting sullen silence — any or all of thssse I could easily have 
endured, or lightly laughed a^ay ; but ^he showed it by a 
kmd of gentle melancholy, a niild, reproachful sadness that 
cut pxe to t}ie lieart. I tried to cheer her np, and apparently 
succeeded in some degree, before the walk was over ; but in the 
very act jfoy conscience reproved me, knowing, as I did, that, 
sooner or later, the tie must be broken, and this was only 
nourishing false hopes, and putting off the evil day. 

When Sie pony-carriage had approached as near Wildfell 
IJall a9 the road would permit — ^unless, indeed, it proceeded 
up tne long rough lane, which Mrs. Graham would not allow 
•^the young widow and her son alighted, relinquishing the 
driver^s ^eat to Hose ; and I persuaded Eliza to take the lat- 
ter's place. Having put her comfortably in, bid her take care 
of the evening air, and wished her a kmd good-night, I felt 
considerably relieved, and hastened to offer my services to 
Mrs. Graham to carry her apparatus up the fields, but she 
had already himg her camp-stool on her arm and taken her 
sketch-book in her hand; and insisted upon bidding me adieu 
th^n and there, with the rest of the company. But this time, 
she declined my proffered aid in so kind and urieudly a manner 
that I ali^ost rorgave her. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



Six weeks bad past away. It was a splendid morning about 
the close ot* June. Most of the bay was cut, but the last 
week had been very unfavourable ; and now that fine weather 
was come at last, being determined to make the most of it, I 
bad gathered all hands together into the hayfield, and was 
workmg away myself, in the midst of them, in my BhirS^^ 
sleeves, with a light, shady straw hat on my head, catching' 
up armfuls of moist, reeking grass, and shaking it out to the 
four winds of heaven, at the head of a goodly me ot servants 
and hirelings — ^intending so to labour, from morning to night, 
with as much zeal and assiduity as I could look for from any 
of them, as well to prosper the work by my own exertion as 
to animate the workers by my example — ^when lo I my reso- 
lutions were overthrown in a moment, by the simple fact of 
my brother's running up to me and putting into my hand a 
small parcel, just arrived from London, which I had been 
for some time expecting. I tore off the cover, and disclosed 
an elegant and portable edition of " Marmion." 

" I guess I know who that's for," said Fergus, who stood 
looking on while I complacently examined the volume. 
"That's for Miss Eliza, now." 

He pronounced this with, a tone and look so prodigiously 
knowing, that I was glad to contradict him. 

" You're wrong, my lad," said I ; and, taking up my coat, 
I deposited the book in one of its pockets, and then put it on 
(t.6. the coat). " Now come here, you idle dog, and make 
yourself usefiil for once ; " I continued — " Pull off your coat, 
and take my place in the field till I come back." 

" Till you come back ? — and where are you going, pray ?" 

" No matter where — the when ^s all that concerns you ; 
— ^and I shall be back by dinner, at least." 

'* Oh, ho I and I'm to labour away till then, am I ? — and to 
keep all these fellows hard at it besides? Well, well! I'll 
submit — ^for once in a way. — Come, my lads, you must look 
sharp : I'm come to help you now : — and wo be to that man, 
or woman either, that pauses for a moment amongst you — 
whether to stare about him, to scratch his head, or blow his 
nose — ^no pretext will serve — nothing but work, work, work 
in the sweat of your face," &c. &c. 

Leaving him thus haranguing the people, more to their 
amusement than edification, I returned to the house, and, 
havm^ made some alteration ■ in my toilet, hastened away 
to Wildfell Hall, with the J)ook in my pocket ; for it was 
destined for the shelves of Mrs. Grahajn.^^^ byL^oogie 
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" "What, then, had she and you got on so well together as 
to come to the giving and receiving of presents ? " — -Not pre- 
cisely, old buck ; this was my first experiment in that line : 
and I was very anxious to see the i^esult of it. 

We had met several times since the Bay excursion, 

and I had found she was not averse to my company, pro- 
vided I confined my conversation to the discussion of abstract 
matters, or topics , of common inter^t ; — ^the moment I 
tooehed upon the sentimental or the complimentary, or made 
the slightest approach to tenderness in word or look, I was 
not oQly punished by an immediate change in her manner at 
the time, but doomed to find her more cold and distant, if 
not entirely inaccessible, when next I sought her company. 
This circumstance did not greatly disconcert me however, be- 
cause I attributed it, not so much to any dislike of my person, 
as to some absolute resolution against a second marriage 
formed prior to the time of our acquaintance, whether from 
excess of afiection for her late husband, or because she had 
had enough of him and the miatrimonial state together. At 
first, indeed, she had seemed to take a pleasure in mortifying 
my vanity and crushing my presumption — relentlessly nipping 
off bud by bud as they ventured to appear ; and then, I con- 
fess, I was deeply wounded, though, at the same time, stimu- 
lated to seek revenge ; — but latterly, finding, beyond a doubt, 
that I was not that empty-headed coxcomb she had first sup- 
posed me, she had repulsed my modest advances in quite a 
different spirit. It was a kind of serious, almost sorrowful 
displeasure, which I soon learnt carefiilly to avoid awakening. 

^^ Let me first establish my position as a friend,'^ thought 
I, — " the patron and playfellow of her son, the sober, soHd, 
plain-dealing friend of herself, and then, when I have made 
myself fairly necessary to her comfort and enjoyment in life 
(as I believe I can), we'll see what next may be effected." 

So we talked about painting, poetry, and music, theolo^, 
geology, and philosophy : once or twice I lent her a book, 
and once she lent me one in return : I met her in her walks 
- as often as I could ; I came to her house as often as I dared. 
My first pretext for invading the sanctum was to bring Arthur 
a fittle waddling puppy of which Sancho was the father, and 
which delighted the child beyond expression, and, conse- 
quently, could not fail to please his mavima. My second 
was to bring him a book, which, knowing his mother's parti- 
cularity, I had carefully selected, and which I submitted for 
her approbation before presenting it to him. Then, I brought 
her some plants for her garden, in my sister's name — having 
previously persuaded Rose to send them. Each of these 
times I inquired after the picture she was paintii]^ &om^€^ 
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i^ketch taken ou tlie cliff, and was admittecl into tbe studio, 
and asked my opinion or advicp respecting its progress. 

My last visit had been to return the bpol^ she had lent me ; 
and then it was, that, in casually discussing the poetry of Sir 
Walter Scott, she had expressed a wish tP see ^* Marmion,** 
aiid I had conceived the presumptuous idea of making ^er a 
present of it, and, on my return jipme, instantly sent for the 
i|ma^ little VQlume J, pad this morning received. But an 
apology for invading the hermitage was still necessary ; so I 
had furnished myself with a bli^e morocco collar fqr Arthur's 
little dog; and that being giv^n an4 received, with much 
more joy and ^atitude, on the part pf the receiver, than the 
worth of the p^ or the selfish motive of the giver deserved, 
I ventured to ask Mrs. Qraham fpr one more lools^ at the 
picture, if it was still there. 

^^ Oh, yes I come in," said she (for J. had met them in the 
garden). '^ It is finished and frapied, all ready for s^ndiqg 
away ; but give me your last opinioi^, and, if yon can suggest 
any further improvement, it sh^ be—auly considered, at 
least.'' 

The picture was striku^gly beautiful : it w^ the very scene 
itself, tr^sferred as if by magic to the canvas ; but t e^- 
Pressed my apprpba.tiou in guarded terms, and fei^ wor4s, &r 
lefMr of displeasing her. Shcj however, attentively watche4 
my looks, and her artist's pnde was gratified, no doubt, to 
read my heart-felt admiration in my eyes. But, while I 
gazed, I thought upon the bpok, ^d wondered how it was tp 
be presented. My heart failed me ; buf^ X determined not to 
be such a fool as to come away without having made the 
atteippt. It yv^s useless waiting for sm opportunity, and use- 
less t^ng tp concoct a speech for the occasion. The more 
plainly and naturally the thing was done, the better, I 
thought ; so I just looked out of the window to screw up my 
courage, and tnen pulled out the book, turned round, and 
put it into her hand, with this short explanation : 

'^ You were wishing to see ^ Mannion,' M^s. Graham ; and 
here it is, if you will oe so kind as to take it.'' 

A momentary blush sufiused her face — ^perhaps, a blush of 
fljonpathetic shame for such an awkward style of presenta- 
tion : she gravely examined the volume on both sides ; then 
silently tipmed ovef the leaves, knitting her brows the while, 
in serious co^tation; then closed the book, and turning firom 
it to me, qmetly asked the price of it — ^I felt the hot blood 
rush to my face. 

" I'm sorry to ofiend you, Mr. Markham," said she, " but 
unless t pay for the book, I cannot take it." And she laid it 
on the table. 
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"WhjrcMmotTWi?" 

*< Because,"— she paused, and looked at the carpet. 

"Why cannot you?" I repeated, with a degree of irasci-^ 
bilitt that roused her to lift her eyes, and look me steadily in 
the race. 

" Because I don*t like to put myself under ohli^ations that 
I can never repay-^I am obliged to you already fbr your 
kindness to my son ; but his grateM affection and your own 
good feelings must reward you for that." 

^' I^onsense !" ejaculated I. 

She turned her eyes on me again, with a look of quiet, 
grave surprise, that nad the effect of a rebuke, Hrheth^t in- 
tended fbr such or not. 

"Then you won't take the book?" I asked< more mildly 
than I had yet Spoken. 

" I will gladly take it, if yoti wiU let toe pay fot it." 

I told her the exdct price, and the cost of the carriage 
besides, in as calm a tone a^ I could coinmand — ^for^ in fslct, I 
was ready to weep with disappbintment and vexation. 
, She produced her purse, and coolly cotmted out the 
money, but hesitated to put it into my hand. Attentively 
regarding ilie, iH a tone of soothing softness, she observed, — 

" You think yourself insulted, Mr. Markham — ^I wish t 
could make you understand that — ^that I " 

" I do understand you, perffectly," I said. " Ton think 
that if you were to accept that trine from me now, I should 
presume upon it hereafiet ; but you are mistaken : — ^if ybtt 
will only oblige me by taking it, believe me, I shall build no 
hopes vLp6h it, and consider this no precedent fbr ftiture fa- 
vours : — and it is nonsense to talk about putting ydtirself undejr 
obligations to toe when you must know that m such a base 
the obligation is entirely on my side, — ^thfe fkvout on yours;" 

" Well, then, I'll take yoii at your word," she answered, 
with a most angelic smile, returning the odidtis tooney to her 
purse — "but remember !" ^ 

"I will remember — ^what t have said; — but do not ybtt 
punish my presumption by withdrawing yotir friendship en- 
tu-ely from me, — bl* expect me to atohe fbr it by being more 
distant than before," said I, extending my hand to take leave^ 
for I was too much excited to remain. 

" Well then ! let us be as we were," replied she, fraiikly 
placing ner hand in mine ; and while I held it there, I had 
touch difficulty to refrain from pressing it to my lips ; — ^bul 
that would be suicidal madness : I had been bold enough 
aheady, and this premature ofterihg had ivell-nigh given the 
death-blow td Ihy hoijes. 

It was with an agitated burning hear^^^j^ ^^j}|at t 
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hurried homewards, regardless of that scorching noon-day 
sun — forgetful of every thmg but her I had just left — ^re- 
gretting nothing but her impenetrability, and my own preci- 
pitancy and want of tact — ^fearing nothing but her hateful 
resolution, and my inability to overcome it — ^hoping nothing 

but halt, — I will not bore you with my conflictmg hopes 

and fears — ^my serious cogitations and resolves. 



CHAPTER rX. 

Though my affections might now be said to be &irly weaned 
from Eliza Millward, I did not yet entirely relinquish my visits 
to the vicarage, because I wanted, as it were, to let her down 
easy ; without raising much sorrow, or incurring much resent- 
ment, — or making myself the talk of the parish ; and besides, 
if I had wholly kept away, the vicar, who looked upon my 
visits as paid chiefly, if not entirely, to himself, would have 
felt himself decidedly afironted by the neglect. But when I 
called there the day after my interview with Mrs. Graham, he 
happened to be from home — a circumstance by no means so 
a^eeable to me now as it had been on former occasions. Misa 
Millward was there, it is true, but she, of course, would be 
little better than a nonentity. However, I resolved to make 
my visit a short one, and to talk to Eliza in a brotherly, 
friendly sort of way, such as our long acquaintance might 
warrant me in assuming, and which, I Uiought, could neither 
give offence nor serve to encourage false hopes. 

It was never my custom to talk about Mrs. Graham either 
to her or any one else; but I had not been seated three 
minutes, before she brought that lady on to the carpet herself, 
in a rather remarkable manner. 

" Oh, Mr. Markham !" said she, with a shocked expression 
and voice subdued almost to a whisper, ^* what do you think 
of these shocking reports about Mrs. Graham ? — can you en- 
courage us to disbelieve them?" 

"What reports?" 

*^ Ah, now I you know 1" she slyly smiled and shook her 
head. 

" I know nothing about them. What in the world do you 
mean, Eliza?" 

" Oh, don't ask me ! I can't explain it." She took up the 
cambric handkerchief which she had been beautifying with a 
deep lace border, and began to be very busy. 

"What is it. Miss Millward? what does she mean?" said 
I, appealing to her sister, who seemed to be absorbed in the 
hemming of a large, coarse sheet. 
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" I don't know," replied she. " Some idle slander some- 
body has been inventing, I suppose. I never heard it till 
Eliza told me the other day, — ^but if all the parish dinned it 
in my ears, I shouldn't believe a word of it— I know Mrs* 
Graham too well ! " 

^^ Quite right, Miss MiUward t — and so do I — ^whatever it 
may be.*' 

"Well!" observed Eliza, with a gentle sigh, "it's well to 
have such a comfortable assurance regarding the worth of those 
we love. I only wish you may not find your confidence mis- 
placed." 

And she rdsed her face, and gave me such a look of sorrow- 
ful tenderness as might have melted my heart, but within 
those eyes there lurked a something that I did not like ; and 
I wondered how I ever could have admired them, her sister's 
honest face and small grey optics appeared far more agreeable ; 
but I was out of temper with Eliza, at that moment, for her 
insinuations against Mrs. Graham, which were false, I was 
certain, whether she knew it or not. 

I said nothing more on the subject, however, at the time, 
and but little on any other ; for, finding I could not well re- 
cover my equanimity, I presently rose and took leave, excusing 
myself under the plea of business at the farm ; and to the 
farm I went, not troubling my mind one whit about the possible 
truth of these mysterious reports, but only wondering what 
they were, by whom originated, and on what foundations 
raised, and how they could the most effectually be silenced or 
disproved. 

A few days after this, we had another of our quiet little 

Earties, to which the usual company of friends and neighbours 
ad been invited, and Mrs. Graham among the number. She 
could not now absent herself under the plea of dark evenings 
or inclement weather, and, greatly to my relief, she came. 
Without her I should have found the whole afikir an intoler- 
able bore ; but the moment of her arrival brought new life to 
the house, and though I must not neglect the other guests for 
her, or expect to engross much of her attention and conversa- 
tion to myself alone, I anticipated an evening of no common 
enjojrment. 

Mr. Lawrence came too. He did not arrive till some time 
after the rest were assembled. I was curious to see how he 
would comport himself to Mrs. Graham. A slight bow was 
all that passed between them on his entrance ; and having 
politely greeted the other members of the company, he seated 
himself quite aloof from the young widow, between my mother 
and Rose. 
"Did you ever see such art?" whispered Eliza, who was 

Digitized by <^OOgle 



M ^CHB TENANT 

nj nearest neighbour. *^ Would you not say ihey were per- 
fect 9tr«ngeni ? " 

^^ Almost ; but vbat then ? '* 

*^ What then I why, you canH pretend to be ignorant ? ** 

*^ Ignorant of what?^' demanded I, so sharply that' she 
started and replied, — 

"Oh, hush! don't speak so loud.'' 

" Well, tell me then," I answered in a lower tone, ^* what 
is it you mean ? I hate enigmas.'' 

" Well, you know, I don't vouch for the truth of it — indeed} 
fax from it — ^but haven't you heard " 

" I've heard nothing, except from you." 

" You must be wilMly deaf then, lor any one will tell you 
that ; but I shall only anger you by repeating it, I see, so I 
had better hold my tongue." 

She closed her ups and folded her hands before with ap air 
of injured meekness. 

*^ If you had wished not to anger me, you should have held 
your tongue from the beginning ; or else spoken out plainly 
and honestly all you had to say." 

She turned aside her face, pulled out her handkerchief, rose, 
and went to the window, where she stood for some time, 
evidently dissolved in tears. I was astounded, provoked, 
ashamed — ^not so much of my harshness as for her phildish 
weakness. However, no one seemed to notice her, and shortly 
after we were summoned to the tea-table ; in those parts it 
was customary to sit to the table at tea-time, on all occasions, 
and make a meal of it, for we dined early. On taking my 
seat, I had Bose on one side of me, and an empty chair on the 
other. 

" May I sit by you ? " said a soft voice at my elbow. 

" If you like," was the reply ; ipd Eliza slipped into the 
vacant chair ; then looking up in my face with a half-sad, half- 
playful smile, she whispered, — 

M You're so stem, Gilbert." 

I handed down her tea with a slightly contemptuous smile, 
and said nothing, for I had nothing to say. 

" What have I done to oiiend you ?" said she, more plain- 
tively. " I wish I knew." 

^^ Come, take your tea, Eliza, and don't be foolish," re- 
sponded I, handing her the sugar and cream. 

Just then, there arose a slight commotion on the other side 
of me, occasioned by Miss Wilson's coming to negotiate an 
exchange of seats with Kose. 

" WQl you be so good as to exchange places with me, Miss 
Markham ? " said she, " for I don't like to sit by Mrs. Graham* 
If your mamma thiiJu proper to invite such persons to her 
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homci dhe eantiot object to bet daughter's keeping eottipatiy 
^th them." 

This latter claUde was added in ik Sort of soliloquy whezi 
Hose was gone ; but I was not polite enough to let it pass. 

'* Will TOii be so good as to tell itte what you meaHj Miss 
Wilson?" said I. 

The questioii startled her & little, but hbt cinch. 

"Why, Mr. Markham," replied she, fcoolly, harinff ^iiickly 
recorered het self-possfessibn, **it stiprised me irathef that 
Mrs. Markham should iuTite Isuch a person as Mrs. Grahalh 
to her house ; but, perhaps, she is not aware that the lady's 
character is tohsidered scarcely respectable." 

" She is ndt, nor ani I ; and therefore, you Would oblige md 
by explaining your meaning a little fttrther." 

" This is starcely the time or the place for such e3tplana- 
tions ; but I think you can hardly be so ignoi-ant aS ydu pre- 
tend, you inust know her as well as I do." 

" I think I db, perhaps a little better ; and therefore, if you 
will inform me what you have heard or imagined against 
her, 1 shall, perhaps, be able tb set rou right." 

" Can you tell me, then, who was ner husband, or if she 
eterhadany?" 

Indignation kept ine silent. At stlch a time and place I 
bould tiot trust myself to answer. 

" Have you never observed," said Elizd, " what a striking 
likeness there is between that child of hers and — -" 

" And whom ?" demanded Miss Wilson, with an air of cold, 
but keen severity. 

Eliza was startled ; the tunidly spoken suggestion had been 
ifatended for my ear alone. 

" Oh, I beg your pardon!" pleaded she, "1 may be mis- 
taken — ^perhaps I was mistaken." But she accompanied the 
words with a sly glance of derision directed to me from the 
corner of hei: disingenuous eye. 

" There*s no need to adk my bardoh," replied her friend, 
"but I see ho one here that at ali resembles that child, except 
his mother; and when you hear ill-natured reports, Miss 
Eliza, I will thank you, tnat is, I think you will do well, to 
refrain from repeating them. I presume the person you allude 
to is Mr. Lawrence ; but I thii^ I can assure you that your 
suspicions, in that respect, are utterly misplaced ; and if he 
has any particular connection with the lady at all (which iio 
one has a right to assert), at least he has (what cannot be said 
of sotiae others) sufficient sense of propriety to withhold him 
from acknowledging anything more than a bb\^g acq[uaint- 
ance in the presence of respectable persons ; he was evidently 
both surprised and annoyed to find her here." 
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*^ Go it!" cried Fergas, who sat on the other side of Eliza, 
and was the only individual who shared that side of the table 
with us, *^ go it like bricks ! mind you don^t leave her one 
stone up^ another/* 

Miss Wilson drew herself up with a look of freezing scorn, 
but said nothing. Eliza would have replied, but I interrupted 
her by saying as calmly as I could, though in a tone which 
betrayed, no doubt, some little of what I felt within, — 

^* We have had enouffh of this subject ; if we can only speak 
to slander our betters, let us hold our tongues.** 

" I think you'd better," observed Fergus, " and so does our 
good parson ; he has been addressing the company in his 
richest vein all the while, and eyeing you from time to time, 
with looks of stem distaste, while you sat there, irreverently 
whispering and muttering together ; and once he paused in 
the middle of a story or a sermon, I don't know which, and 
fixed his eyes upon you, Gilbert, as much as to say, ♦ When 
Mr. Markham has done flirting with those two ladies I will 
proceed.' " 

What more was said at the tea-table I cannot tell, nor how 
I found patience to sit till the meal was over. I remember, 
however, that I swallowed with difl&culty the remainder of the 
tea that was in my cup, and ate nothing ; and that the first 
thing I did was to stare at Arthur Graham, who sat beside his 
mother on the opposite side of the table, and the second to 
stare at Mr. Lawrence, who sat below ; and, first, it struck me 
that there was a likeness ; but, on frirther contemplation, I 
concluded it was only in imagination. Both, it is true, had 
more delicate features and smaller bones than commonly fall 
to the lot of individuals of the rougher sex, and Lawrence's 
complexion was pale and clear, and Arthur's delicately fair ; 
but Arthur's tiny, somewhat snubby nose could never become 
so long and straight as Mr. Lawrence's ; and the outline of his 
face, though not full enough to be round, and too finely con- 
verging to the small, dimpled chin to be square, could never 
be drawn out to the long oval of the other's, while the child's 
• hair was evidently of a lighter, warmer tint than the elder 
gentleman's had ever been, and his large, clear, blue eyes, 
tiiough prematurely serious at times, were utterly dissimilar 
to the shy hazel eyes of Mr. Lawrence, whence the sensitive 
soul looked so distrustfully forth, as ever ready to retire 
within, from the offences of a too rude, too uncongenial world. 
Wretch that I was to harbour that detestable idea for a mo- 
ment I Did I not know Mrs. Graham? Had I not seen her, 
conversed with her time after time ? Was I not certain that 
she, in intellect, in purity and elevation of soul, was immeasur- 
ably superior to any of her detractors ; that she was, in fact, 
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the noblest, the most adorable, ot her sex I had ever beheld, 
or even imagined to exist? Yes, and I would say mth Mary 
Mill ward (sensible girl as she was), that if all the parish, ay, 
or all the worlds should din these horrible lies in my ears, I 
would not beUeve them, for I knew her better than they. 

Meantime my brain was on fire with indignation, and my 
heart seemed ready to burst from its prison with conflicting 
passions. I regarded my two fair neighbours with a feeling 
of abhorrence and loathing I scarcely endeavoured to conceal. 
I was rallied from several quarters for my abstraction and 
imgallant neglect of the ladies ; but I cared little for that : all 
I cared about, besides that one grand subject of my thoughts, 
was to see the cups travel up to the tea-tray, and not come 
down again. I thought Mr. Millward never would cease tell- 
ing us that he was no tea-drinker, and that it was highly in- 
jurious to keep loading the stomach with slops to the exclu- 
sion of more wholesome sustenance, and so give himself time 
to finish his fourth cup. 

At length it was over ; and I rose and left the table and 
the guests without a word of apology — I could endure their 
company no longer. I rushed out to cool my brain in the 
balmy evening air, and to compose my mind or indulge my 
passionate thoughts in the solitude of the garden. 

To avoid being seen from the windows I went down a quiet 
little avenue that skirted one side of the inclosure, at the bot^ 
torn of which was a seat embowered in roses and honey- 
suckles. Here I sat down to think oyer the vfrtues and 
wrongs of the lady of Wildfell Hall ; but I had not been so 
occupied two minutes, before voices ^d laughter, and glimpses 
of moving objects through the trees, informed me that the 
whole company had turned out to take an airing in the gar- 
den too. However, I nestled up in a comer of the bower, 
and hoped to retain possession of it, secure alike from obser- 
vation and intrusion. But no — confound it — ^there was some 
one coming down the avenue I Why couldn't they enjoy' the 
flowers and sunshine of the open warden, and leave that sun- 
less nook to me, and the gnats and midges ? 

But, peeping through mv fragrant screen of the interwoven 
branches to discover who the intruders were (for a murmur of 
voices told me it was more than one), my vexation instantly 
subsided, and far other feelings agitated my still unquiet soul ; 
for there was Mrs. Graham, slowly moving down the walk 
with Arthur by her side, and no one else. Why were they 
alone ? Had uie poison of detracting tonnes already spread 
through all ; and had they all turned then: backs upon her? 
I now recollected having seen Mrs. Wilson, in the early part 
of the evening, edging her chair close up to my mother, and 

Digitized by L^OOgle 



e2 , THE TEIJAHT 

bendiii^ fbtwatd, e^idehily in the delivery of d6nie itnpoHttiit^ 
^dnfidellti&l intelligence ; and from the incessant wagging of 
hfer head, the frequjeilt distortidns of her Wrinkled physio- 
gnbhij, and the witlking dnd malicious twinkle of hisr littlCI 
ugly eyes, I judged it was some spicy piece df scandal that 
engaged het powers ; and from the cautious pritacr of the 
communication I suppbsed somfe person then present Was the 
luckless dhject of her calumnies ; and firom all these tdkens^ 
tbgethet With riiy mother's lobks and gestures of mingled 
hdrroir and incredulity, I now concluded that object to have 
beefa Mrs. Graham. I did hdt emerge from iny place of con- 
cealment till she h^ nearly reached the bottom of the widk, 
lest my appearance Should drirfe bet aWay ; and Whett I difl 
step forward she stood still and seemed inclined to turn back as 
it was. 

" Oh, don't let lis disturb jrou, Mr. Markham !" Said she; 
" We came here to seek retiffemeUt ourselves, not to intrude 
on your seclusion." 

"I ain no hermit, Mrs. Graham— thoiigh I own it Iddks 
father like it to absent niyself in this uncdurteoUS fashion 
from my guests." 

" I feared yoh were unwell,** S^d shfe, with h lobk of teal 
concern. 

" I was rather, but it's over now. Do sit here a little and 
rest, and tell me how you like this arbour," said I, and, lifting 
Arthur by the shoulders, 1 planted hhn in the middle df the 
seat by way of securing his mamma, who, acknowledging it 
to be a tempting place of refuge, threw herself back m obt 
comet while I took possession of the other. 

But that word tefage disturbed me. Had theit unkindness 
then really driven her to seek for peace in solitude ? 

" Why have they left you alone ?" I asked. 

"It is I who have left them,'* was the smiling rejoihdfer. 
"I Was wearied to death with small-talk — ^nothing weats ine 
out like' that. I cannot imagine how they can go oh as 
they do." 

I could not help sriiiling at the seriohs depth df bet wdh* 
derment. 

** Is it that they thmk it a duty to be continually talkihg,** 
pursued she ; " and so never pause to think, but fill up mtH 
aimless trifles and vain repetitions when subjects of real inte- 
rest fail to present themselves? or do they teally take a plea- 
sure in such discourse ? " 

" Very likely they do,** said I : " theh: shallow minds can 
hold no great ideas, and their light heads are carried away by 
trivialities that would not move a better-furnished skull; and 
their only alternative to such discourse is to plunge over head 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



OF Wip^StL HALL. 63 

mi ears into ibe elougli of sc^dtil— which is their chief 
delight." 

*^Kot all of them, surely?'' cried the lady, astonished at 
the bitterness of my remark. 

^- No, certainly ; I exonerate' my sister from such degraded 
tfutes, and my mother, too, if you included her in your ani- 
Iftadversions." 

^' I meant no animadversions against any one, and certainly 
intended no disrespectful allusions to your mother. I have 
known some sensible persons great adepts in that style of 
conversation when drcumstances impelled them to it ; but it 
is a gift I cannot boast the possession of. I kept up my at- 
tention on this occasion as long as I could, but when my 
powers were exhausted 1 stole away to seek a &w minutes 
repose in this quiet walk. I hate talking where there is 
no exchange of ideas or sentiments, and no good given or 
received." 

*' Well,*' said I, ** if ever I trouble you with my loquacity 
tell me so at once, and I promise not to be offended ; for £ 
possess the faculty of enjoymg the companjr of those I— -of 
mj friends as well in silence as in conversation." 

^' I don*t quite believe you ; but if it were so you would 
exactly suit me for a companion." 

^^ I am all you wish, then, in other respeets ?" 

^^ No, I don-t mean that. How beauti&d those little clus- 
ters of foliage look, where the sim comes through behind 
them I" said she, on purpose to change the subject. 

And they did look beautiful, where at intervals the level 
rays of the sun penetrating the thickness of trees and shrubs 
on the opposite side of Uie path before us, relieved their 
dusky verdure by displaying patches of semitcansparent leaves 
of resplendent p;olden green. 

^^ I almost wish I were not a painter," observed my com- 
panion. 

(f Why so ? one would think at such a time you would 
Bu»t exult in your privilege of being able to imitate the 
various brilliant and delightml touches of nature." 

^^No ; for instead of delivering myself up to the full en- 
joyment of them as others do, I am always troubling my head 
sbout how I could produce the same effect upon canvas ; 
and as that can never be done, it is n^ere vanity and vexation 
«f spirit.'^ 

*^ Perhaps you cannot do it to satisfy yourself, but you may 
and do succeed in delighting others with tho result of your 
endeavours." 

H Well, after all I should not oomplcon : perhaps few people 
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gain their livelibood mth so much pleasure in their toil as 1 
do. Here is some one coming." 

She seemed vexed at the interruption. 

"It is only Mr. Lawrence and Miss Wilson," said I, 
*' coming to enjoy a quiet stroll. They will not disturb us." 

I could not quite decipher the expression of her face ; but 
I was satisfied there was no jealousy therein. What business 
had I to look for it ? 

" What sort of a person is Miss Wilson ?" she asked. 

" She is elegant and accomplished above the generality of 
her birth and station; and some say she is l^y-like and 
agreeable." 

" I thought her somewhat frigid, and rather supercilious in 
her manner to-day." 

" Very likely she might be so to you. She has possibly 
taken a prejudice against you, for I tmnk she regards you in 
the light of a rival." 

, "Me! Impossible, Mr. Markham!" said she, evidently 
astonished and annoyed. 

" Well, I know nothing about it," returned I, rather dog- 
gedly ; for I thought her annoyance was chiefly against myself. 

The pair had now approached mthin a few paces of us. 
Our arbour was set snugly back in a comer before which the 
avenue at its termination turned off into the more airy walk 
along the bottom of the garden. As they approached this, I 
saw, by the aspect of Jane Wilson, that she was directing her 
companion's attention to us ; andf as well by her cold, sar- 
castic smile as by the few isolated words of her discourse that 
reached me, I knew full well that she was impressing him 
with the idea that we were strongly attached to each other. I 
noticed that he coloured up to the temples, gave us one fur- 
tive glance in passing, and walked on, looking grave, but 
seemingly offering no reply to her remarks. 

It was true, then, that he had some designs upon Mrs. Gra-* 
ham ; and, were they honourable, he would not be so anxious 
to conceal them. Sue was blameless, of course, but he was 
detestable beyond all count. 

While these thoughts flashed through my mind, my compa- 
nion abruptly rose, and calling her son, said they would noW 
go in quest of the company, and departed up the avenue. 
Doubtless she had heard or guessed something of Miss Wil- 
son's remarks, and therefore it was natural enough she should 
choose to continue the t@te-k-tdte no longer, especially as at 
that moment my cheeks were burning with indignation against 
my former friend, the token of which she might mistake for a 
blush of stupid embarrassment. For this I owed Miss Wilson 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



OF WILDFELL ,HALL. 65 

yet another grudge ; and still the more I thought upon her 
conduct the more I hated her. 

It was late in the erening before I joined the company. I 
found Mrs. Graham already equipped for departure, and 
taking leave of the rest who were now returned to the house. 
I offered, nay, begged to accompany her home. Mr. Law- 
rence was standing by at the time conversing with some one 
else. He did not Took at us, but, on hearing my earnest re- 
quest, he paused in the middle of a sentence to listen for her 
reply, and went on, with a look of quiet satis&ction the mo- 
ment he found it was to be a denial. 

A denial it was, decided, though not unkind. She could « 
not be persuaded to think there was danger for herself or her 
chUd in traversing those lonely lanes and fields without at- 
tendance. It was daylight still, and she should meet no 
one ; or if she did, the people were quiet and harmless she 
was well assured. In &Qt she would not hear of any one's 
putting himself out of the way to accompany her, though 
Fergus vouchsafed to offer his services in case they should be 
more acceptable than mine, and my mother begged she might 
send one of- the fiirming-men to escort her. 

When she was gone the rest was all a blank or worse. 
Lawrence attempted to draw me into conversation, but I 
snubbed him and went to another part of the room. Shortly 
after Uie party broke up and ho himself took leave. When 
he came to me I was blind to his extended hand, and deaf to 
his good night till he repeated it a second time ; and then, to 

rrid of mm, I muttered an inarticulate reply accompanied 
a suU^ nod. 
' *^ What is the matter, Markham?" whispered he. 

I replied by a wrathfiil and contemptuous stare. 

** Are you angry because Mrs. Graham would not let you 
go home with her ?^' he asked with a &int smile that nearly 
exasperated me beyond control. 

But, swaUowing down all fiercer answers, I merely de- 
manded, — 

" What business is it of yours ? " 

"Why, none," replied he, with provoking quietness; 
** only," and he raised his eyes to my &ce, and spoke with 
unusual solemnity, " only let me tell you, Markham, tibat if 
you have any designs in that quarter they will certainly fail ; 
and it grieves me to see you cherishing £alse hopes, and wast* 
ing your strength in useless efforts, for ^" 

"HypocriteT" I exclaimed; and he held his breath, and 
looked very blank, turned white about the gills, and went 
away without another word. 

I had wounded him to the quick ; and I was glad of it*, 
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CHAPTEB X* 

YfWsit &11 w«r(i gotie^ I le^ht ihiit the Vili bktidef had hi- 
defed beeh citctilated Ihroilghtitit thfe company, hi the tefy 
prie^etiee of the tictitii. Rdsd, howeVerj VdW^d she did hot 
and wotdd not b^lii^tfe it^ Und rhf mothet made the same de« 
clektatidn, though ndt, I fear, with the Hkme amotint of f eil, 
Tinif^raTerittg incrtdtility. It deemed to dwell continually on 
her mind, and she kept ii*ritating me fi*blh time to tilne by 
shch expressions lis — '' DeAr, dfear, who Wotdd have thought 
it 1— Well! I always thought there Wiis something odd about 
her.— Ybu 6ee what it is for woineh to itffeci to be differeht to 
othei* {Jteople." Afad once it waft,-^ 

" I hiisdoubted that appearance of ittjrstety ftoiti the Veiy 
first — ^I thought there would no good come of it ; but this is 
d sad, Sad business to be stire !" 

" Why ihother, you said you didh*t beliete these tales," 
said Fergus. 

*'No more I do, my dear ; but theti, foil knotr, thete illust 
be some foundation." 

"The fotlbdation is hi the Wiefeedness and falsehood of the 
world," said I^ *' and in the Ikct that Mr. LaWreilCe hid bfeeri 
seen to go thAt way once or twice of an etching — and the vU- 
lage gossi|)s say he goes to pay his Addresses to the strange 
lady^ and the scandal-mongel-s hate greedily seiied the ru- 
mouf, to inake it the basis of their own infernal structure." 

" Well, but Gilbert, there must be something in her man* 
ner to countenance duch reports." 

" Did you ^ee atiythhig in her manner ?" 

" Ko, certaltily ; but then you knoW, I Always Said there 
was something strAhge about her." 

I believe it was on that very evening that 1 venttired on 
another invasion of Wildfell Hall. From the time of our 
party, which was upwards of a week ago, I had been making 
daily efforts to meet its mistreiss irt her walks ; and always 
disappointed (she must have managed it so on purpose), 
had nightly kept revolving in my mind some pfetext for 
ittiother call. At length, I concluded that the separation could 
be endured no lofagej (by this time, you will see, I was pretty 
fttr gone) ; and, taking from the book case an bid volume that I 
thought she might be Interested in, though, from its unsightly 
and somewhat ailat)idated condition, I had not yet ventured to 
offer it for perilsal, I hAStened aWay, — but liot without sundry 
misgivings as to how she would receive me, or how 1 could 
summon courage to present myself With so slight an excuse. 
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But, perhaps, I might see Her in the field or the garden, and 
then there would be no gr.ea1i ditBculty : it wasi the ibnnal 
boekii^g at the door, with the prospect of being grayely 
ushered in by Bachel, to the presenee of a Burprised, nncor* 
4ial mistress, that so greatly disturbed me. 

My wish, however, was nqt gratified. Mra. Grahaim her- 
self, was not tp be seen ; hut there was Arthur ploying with 
his &pUcsQme little dog in the garden. I looked over the gate 
and called him to me. He wanted me tp eome in ; but I told 
him I could not without his mother^s leave. 

'^ m go and ask her," aaid the child. 

*'¥©, no, Arthur, you mustn't do that,-— but if she's not ea^ 
fS^^% just ask her to come here a nunnte : tell her I want 
to speak to her.'' 

He ran to perform mv biddin(;, and quickly returned with 
his mother. How lovely she loqked with her dark nnalets 
streaming in the light summer breeae, her fair cheek slightly 
flushed and her countenance radiant with smiles 1 •r-^l>ear 
Arthur I what did J not owe to you for this and evei^ other 
h^ppy meeting? — ^Through him, I was at once delivered from all 
formality, and terror, and constraint. In Iqve afiaba, there is no 
mediator like a merry, simple-hearted ol^ild^-ever ready to 
cement divided hearts, to span the unfiriendly foinih, of custom, 
to melt the ice of cold reserve, and overthrow the eeparathig 
walls of dread formality and pride. 

^^ Well, Mr. Markham, what is it 9" said tl^e pung mothei^ 
accosting me with a pleasant smile. 

^^ I want you to look at this book, and, if you please, to 
take it, and peruse it at your leisure. I make no ipology for 
<^Uing you out on such a lovely evening, though It he for a 
matter of no greater importance," 

^^ Tell him to come in* mammaf*' said Arthur. 

♦* Would you like to come in ?" asked the lady. 

^^ Tes ; I should like to see your improvements in ^o gar* 
den." 
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^' And bow your sister's roots have prospered in my ohar^e,** 
added she, as she opened the gate. 

And we sauntered through the giu?den, and talked of the 
flowers, the trees, and the book, — and then of other things. 
The eveniug was kind and genial, and sp was my companion* 
By degrees, J waved more warm and tender than, perhapsy X 
had ever been before ; but still, I said nothing tangible, and 
she attempted no repulse; until, in passing a moss rose-tree 
that I had brought her some weeks since, in my sister's name, 
she plucked a beautiful half open bud and bade me give it to 
Eoge. 

'^ M»y I not keep it myself? " I asked. , ^ t 
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*' No ; but here is another for ypnJ" 

Instead of taking it quietly, I likewise took the hand that 
offered it, and looked into her face. She let me hold it for a 
moment, and I saw a flash of ecstatic brilliance in her eye, a 
glow of glad excitement on her face — I thought my hour of 
victory was come — but instantly, a painful recollection seemed 
to flasn upon her ; a cloud of anguish darkened her brow, a 
marble paleness blanched her cheek and lip ; there seemed a 
moment of inward conflict, — and with a sudden effort, sho 
withdrew her hand, and retreated a step or two back. 

'^ Now, Mr. Markham," said she, with a kind of desperate 
calmness, ^* I must tell you plainly, that I cannot do with this. 
I like your company, because I am alone here, and your con- 
versation pleases me more than that of any other person ; but 
if you cannot be content to regard me as a mend — ^a plain, cold, 
motherly, or sisterly friend, 1 must beg you to leave me now, 
and let me alone hereafter — ^in fiict, we must be strangers for 
the future." 

" I will, then— be your friend,— or brother, or anything you 
wish, if you will only let me continue to see you ; but tell me 
wJ^ J cannot be anything more ? " 

There was a perplexed and thoughtful pause. 

*'Is it in consequence of some rash vow?" 

" It is something of the kind," she answered — " some day I 
may tell ^ou, but, at present you had better leave me ; and 
never, Gilbert, put me to the painful necessity of repeating 
what I have just now said to you!" — she earnestly added, 
giving me her hand in serious kindness. How sweet, how 
musical my own name sounded in her mouth ! 

** I will not," I replied. ^* But you pardon this offence ?" 

" On condition that you never repeat it." 

** And may I come to see you now and then ? " 

^'Perhaps, — occasionally; provided you never abuse the 
privilege." 

(( I make no empty promises, but you shall see.** 

^^The moment you do, our intimacy is at an end, that's 
all." 

'^ And will you always call me Gilbert ? — it sounds more 
flisterly, and it will serve to remind me of our contract." 

She smiled, and once more bid me go, — ^and, at length, I 
judged it prudent to obey; and she re-entered the house, and 
I went down ^e hill. Cut as I went, the tramp of horses' 
hoofs fell on my ear, and broke the stillness of the dewy 
evening; and, looking towards the lane, I saw a solitary 
equestrian coming up. Inclining to dusk as it was, I knew 
him at a glance : it was Mr. Lawrence on his erev pony. I 
flew across the field— ^leaped the stone fencer-u^ u^ 
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down the lane to meet him. On seeing me, he suddenly drew 
in his little steed, and seemed inclined to turn back, but on 
second thought, apparently judged it better to continue his 
course as before. He accosted me with a slight bow, and, 
edging close to the wall, endeavoured to pass on — ^but I was 
not so minded : seizing his horse hy the bridle, I exclaimed, — 

^*' Now Lawrence, i will have this mystery explained 1 Tell 
me where you are going, and what you mean to do ~at once, 
and distinctly r* 

" Will you take your hand off the bridle ?" said he, quietly 
— " you're hurting my pony's mouth.'' 

" You and your pony be " 

*^ What makes you so coarse and brutal, Markham ? I'm 
quite ashamed of you." 

" You answer my questions — ^before you leave this spot I I 
will know what you mean by this perfidious duplicity !" 

^' I shall answer no questions till you let go the bridle, — ^if 
you stand till morning." 

^*' Now then," said I, unclosing my hand, but still standing 
before him. 

^* Ask me some other time, when you can speak like a gen- 
tleman," returned he, and he made an effort to pass me again ; 
but I quickly re-captured the pony, scarce less astonished than 
its master at such uncivil usa^e. 

^* iteally Mr. Markham, this is too much I" said the latter. 
*^ Can I not go to see my tenant on matters of business, with- 
out being assaulted in this manner by " 

*^ This is no time for business, sir ! — ^Tll tell you, now, what 
I think of your conduct." * 

*' You'd better defer your opinion to a more convenient 
season," interrupted he in a low tone — " here's the vicar." 

And in truth, the vicar was just behind me, plodding home- 
ward from some remote corner of his parish. I immediately 
released the squire; and he went on his way, saluting Mr. 
Millward as he passed. 

^^ What quarrellmg, Markham?" cried the latter, addressing 
himself to me, — " and about that young widow I doubt," he 
added, reproachfully shaking his head. *^ But let me tell you, 
young man," (here he put his face into mine with an impor- 
tant, confidential air,) ^^ she's not worth it! "and he confinned 
the assertion by a solemn nod. 

" Mr. Millward," I exclaimed, in a tone of wrathful men- 
ace that made the reverend gentieman look round — aghast — 
astoimded at such unwonted insolence, and stare me in the 
face, with a look that plainly said : ^' What, this to me ! " 
But I was too indignant to apologise, or to speak another word 
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to him : I ixxtmHi away, and hastened homewai^i, d^Mending 
with rapid etrides the steep, rough lanis, and leaving him to 
Mlow as he pleased. 



CHAPTEB XI, 

Toxr must ' suppose about three weeki past oyer. Mrs. 
Graham and I were now established friends — or brother and 
sister as we rather chose to consider ourselves. She called 
me Gilbert, by my express desire, and I called her Helen, for 
I had seen that name written in her books. I seldom at- 
tempted to see her above twice a^week ; and still I made our 
meetings appear the result of accident as often as I could — ^for 
I found it necessary to be extremely careful — and, altogether, 
I behaved with such exceeding propriety that she never had 
occasion to reprove me once. ITet I could not but perceive 
that she was at times unhappy and dissatisfied with herself 
or her position, and truly I myself was not quite contented 
with the latter: this assumption of brotherly nonchalance was 
yery hard to sustain, and I oflen felt myself a most confounded 
hypocrite with it all ; I saw too, or rather I felt, that, in spite 
of herself, * I was not indifferent to her,* as the novel heroes 
modestly express it, and while I thankfidly enioyed my pre- 
sent good fortune, I could not fail to wish and hope for some- 
thing better in future ; but, of course, I kept such dreams 
entirely to myself. 

** Where are you going, Gilbert?" said Bose, one evening, 
shortly after tea, when I nad been busy with the farm all day. 

** To trite a walk," was the reply. 

'^ ViQ you always brush your hat so carefully, and do yoiv 
hair so nicely, and put on such smart new gloves when you 
take a walk?" 

" Not always." 

"You're going to Wildfell Hall, aren't you?" 

** What makes you think so ?" 

" Because you look as if you were-^but 1 wish you'wftuldn't 
go so often." 

^^ Nonsense, child I I don't go onee in six weeks — ^what dp 
you mean?" 

" Well, but if I were you, I wouldn't have so much to do 
with Mrs. Graham." 

" Why Bose, are you, too, giving in to the prevailing opi- 
•ionV»' 

*' No," returned she, hesitatingly — " but I've heard so much 
about her lately, both at the Wilsons and the vicarage ;^-and 
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besides, ihftiliiih& says, if she itete a troper {ietsoii she wotild 
not bfe living there by herself— and don't you rtmeittber last 
idnter, Gill^rt, all that about the false name to the pictni'e ; 
and how she explained it— saying she had fiiends ot- acquaint- 
ances firotn whom she wished her present residence to be cob- 
ceal^di and that she was dfraid of theif- tracing bet out ;— and 
theil, how Suddenly she Started Up and leil the tooin when 
that person came — ^whom she took sood care ilbt to let u0 
c&tch d gliiUpse of, and Who Arthur, with silch an ait df mys- 
tery, tola us was his mamma's friend ?" 

^^ Yes Rose, I remember it all ; and I dh fbrgite yotif un- 
ehatitable conclusions ; fbr perhaps, if I did ndt know her 
myself, 1 Should put all these things togethet, and believe the 
same as you do; but thank God, I do know het; abd I should 
be unWoHhy the name of a man, if I cotlld believe anything 
that was said against her, unless I heard it frbm her owli lips. 
-^1 should as Soon believe such things of Jrou, Rose.*' 

«0h, Gilbettl*' 

" Well, do you think 1 Could believe anything of the kiiid, 
— WhJltever the WilsoilS and Millwards dtoed to Whispet ?** 

" I should hope not indeed I" 

" And Why not?— Because I know you— Well, aiid I khoi^ 
hctjusiaswell." 

*' Oh, ilb I jrott know nothihg of bet former life ; and last 
year at this time, you did not knoW that SUch ft persoh ex- 
isted." 

" M matter. Therb is such d thihg as wakih^ throujgh a 
person's eyes into the heart, and learning mote of the height, 
and bireadth,' and depth of attothet'^ sotd in one hdtli-, than it 
might take you a lifetime to discover, if he or she Wete iiot dis- 
posed to reveal it, ot if you had not the sense to undetstdnd it.'' 

" Then you are going to see her this evening ? " 

"To be sure I ami" 

«» But what would toarama say, Qilbeirt?** 

" Mamma needn't know." 

" But she must know some time, if you go on.*^ 

" Go on !— there's no going on in the mattet. Mrs. Gta- 
ham and I ate two friends — and will be ; and no man bteath- 
ing shall hinder it, — or has a right to interffere betweeii us." 

** But if you knew how they talk, you Would be more care- 
ful, fbr her sake as well as for your oWn. Jane Wilson thinks 
your visits to the old hall but another proof of her de- 
pravity—^—*' 

" Confound Jane Wilson I" 

" And Eliza Millward is quite grieved abotit ydtl." 

** I hope she is." 

" But! wdtlldfl't. If I **« jrbU. ,^,„,„,^oogle 
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*^ Wonldn't what ?^How do they know that I go theie ?*' 

*^ There's nothing hid from them: they spy out every- 
thing." 

^^ Oh, I never thought of this ! — ^And so they dare to turn 
my friendship into food for further scandal against her ! — 
That proves vie fiilsehood of their other lies, at all events, if 
any proof were wanting.— Mind you contradict them, Rose, 
whenever you can." 

^^ But they don't speak openly to me about such things : it 
is onlv by mnts and innuendoes, and by what I hear olJiera 
say, that I knew what they think." 

^^ Well then, I won't go to day, as it's getting latish. But 
oh, deuce take their cursed envenomed tongues !" Imuttered^ 
in the bitterness of my soul. 

And just at that moment the vicar entered the room : we 
had been too much absorbed in our conversation to observe 
his knock. After his customary, cheerful, and fatherly greet- 
ing of Rose, who was rather a favourite with the old gentle- 
man, he turned somewhat sternly to me : 

"Well, sirl" said he, "you're quite a stranger. It is — 
let — ^me — see," he continued, slowly, as he deposited his pon- 
derous bulk in the arm chair that Rose officiously brought 
towards him, *' it is just — six — weeks — h^ my reckoning, since 
you darkened — my---door 1" He spoke it with emphasis, and 
struck his stick on the floor. 

"Is it sir?" said I. 

" Ay I It is so 1" He added an affirmatory nod, and con- 
tinued to gaze upon me with a kind of irate solemnity, holding 
his substantial stick between his knees, with his hands clasped 
upon its head. 

" I have been busy," I said, for an apology was evidently 
demanded. 

" Busy !" repeated he, derisively. 

" Yes, you know I've been getting in my hay ; and now the 
harvest is beginning." 

" Humph 1" 

Just then my mother came in, and created a diversion in 
my favour, by ner loquacious and animated welcome of th^ 
reverend guest. She regretted deeply that he had not come 
a little earlier, in time for tea, but offered to have some im- 
mediately prepared, if he would do her the favour to partake 
of it. 

" Not anv for me, I thank you," replied he ; " I shall be at 
home in a rew minutes." 

" Oh, but do stay and take a little ! it will be ready in five 
minutes." 

But he rejected the offer, with a majestic wave of the hand. 
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' " rU teU yoa what Til take, Mrs. Markbam,'' said he : '' TU 
take a glass of your excellent ale." 

" With pleasure I" cried my mother, proceedinfiL-wiih •!*« 
crity to pull the bell and order th« favoured beverage. 

''^i ciio^sht." continued he, " Td just look in upon you as 
I passed, and taste yo«. iiQiQe-Vs^»w«43.«u. I've been to call 
on Mrs. Graham." 

" Have you, indeed?'* 

He nodded ^avely, and added with awful emphasis — 

^^ I thought it incumbent upon me to do so." 

" Really !" ejaculated my mother. 

"Why so, Mr. Millward?" asked I. He looked at me 
with some severity, and turning again to my mother, re- 
peated, — 

"I thought it incumbent upon me 1" and struck his stick 
on the floor again. My mother sat opposite, an awe-struck 
but admiring auditor. 

" ^ Mrs. Graham,* said I,** he continued, shaking his head 
as he spoke, "^ these are terrible reports 1' *What, sir?* 
says she, affecting to be ignorant of mv meaning. 'It is my 
— 4u^ — ^as — your pastor,' said I, ' to tell you bom eveiything 
that 1 myseli see reprehensible in your conduct, and all 1 
have reason to suspect, and what others tell me concerning 
you.*— So I told her P* 

''You did, sir?" cried I, starting from my seat, and strik- 
ing my fist on the table. He merely glanced towards me, 
and continued — addressing his hostess : — 

" It was a painful dutv, Mrs. Markham— but I told her I" 

" And how did she take it ?*' asked my mother. 

" Hardened, I fear — ^hardened !** he replied, with a despon- 
dent shake of the head ; " and, at the same time, there was 
a strong display of unchastened, misdirected passions. She 
turned white in the face, and drew her breath through heir 
teeth in a savage sort of way ; — ^but she offered no extenua- 
tion or defence ; and with a kind of shameless calmness-^ 
shocking indeed to witness in one so young — as good as told 
me that my remonstrance was unavailing, and my pastoral 
advice quite thrown away upon her — ^nay, that my very jjre- 
sence was displeasing while I spoke such things. And I with- 
drew at length, too plainly seeing that nothine could be done 
— and sadly grieved to find her case so hopeless. But I am 
fully determined, Mrs. Markham, that my daughters — shall 
— not— consort with her. Do you adopt the same resolution 
with regard to yours I — ^As for your sons — as for you, young 
man," he continued, sternly turning to me 

" As for ME, sir,** I began, but checked by some impedi- 
ment in my utterance, and finding that my whole frame trem- 
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bled with fiirf, Im^ »o p^ore, l)ut took tbi? Fi^e? P|Bt ol 
snatching up my hat and hojtipg fro^ t}ie yopp:^, dwmipg 
^e door behind me* Jvith « baDg Ibat shoolj^ the hou8$ to its 
iionnuauqiis, ^4 mad^s wy mother 9cre£^n| an4 g*ve a mo- 
mentary relief to my excited teelinga. 'J ' \ 

The next minute saw we hurrying vn^h f w** stndpg m the 
direction of Wildfell Hall — ^to WL«.irmtent or p^rpQse 1 pould 
scarcely tell, but I must be moving somewhere, and no pther 
goal would do — ^I mu^t sep bpr top, and speak to bef— that 
was certain ; but what to i^ay, or how to act, t bad PP definite 
idea. Such stormy thoughts— so TPauy diffprent re^plHtions 
crowded in ^pon me, that iny inipd wm littla bi^tter than a 
phao9 of cqnflicting pas^ion^ 

CH4PTEB XII. 

Xn little ipore than twenty minutes, the joi^rpiiy WW dccom- 

Elisbe4. I paused at the g{|te to wipe mj utTpf^\^g |br^» 
. ead, and recover my breath and some degrejs ot cpnipp^nr^. 
Already the rapid walking had somewhat xnitigated ipy ex- 
citement; and with a firm and steady tread, | paced t};^ 
fffden walk. In passing the inhabited wing Oti the building, 
caught a sight of Mrs. Graham, through the ppen window, 
slowly pacing up and down her lonply rpom. 

She ^e^med agitated, an4 even dismayed at )py arrival, #p 
if she thought I too was coming to ^pcnse hert I \?4 entered 
her presence intending to condole with ber nppn tb^ wicked- 
ness of the worlflf an^hplp ber tQ ab^se the y}9ar apd his vile 
informants, but npw J felt positively asbawed to jnentipn the 
subject, and determine^ not to refer to it, unless sbe l^d the 

W- 

♦* J am pqnje at an rnis^^oufihlp hour," staid I, assuming » 
ebeerfulnpfs J did not re^l, in or^er tp re^^nrp be? ; " bnt i 
WQn't stay many minutes." 

Sbe smiled ppn j^&, f«UQtly it if true, hnt n^QSt kindly— -J 
}iad almost said tbankhilly, asi her apprehensions were re* 
ippyed. 

" How disn^al you are, Helen I Wby bave ypu nP ftre?" 
} said, looking rpnnd on the glpomy ap^ment, 

" It ip summer yet," she replied. 

*^'Bat we always have a fire in tbp evei^ingfi, if we of^p bea? 
it i ^nd you espepially req^nil^e one in this cold house and 
4rea^ rpom." 

" xou should have aome 9, Uttia sooner, and I would hare 
had one lighted fo? you } but it is not worth while now, you 
If on't stay many minutes you say, and Arthur is gone tp hed.'' 
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"But I tate ft fancy for a fitfe, faetertlieleM. tVill yon 
otderone, iflting?" 

«' Why, Gilbferl, you don't look ftdl^I" said fibfe, sinilliigiy 
regarding my face, which no doubt deelned warm ^ndtigbi 

°' Kb,'^ i-eplied I, " but I waht ib Defe ydU eoinfiJf tftblH 
before I go." 

«^He comfbrtable!*' repeated she^ with a bittet laugh) as if 
there Wete something amusiilgly absuM ill the idea. "II 
auitd ihe better as it is,'' she added, in a tone of mournful fe- 
iignation. 

But determined to hAf e thy own way^ I pulled the belL 

"There now, Helen!" I said, as the approaching steps Of 
Rachel Were heard in answer to the summons. There Was 
nothing ibr it but to tUTh round and desire the maid to light 
the fire. 

1 owe Rachel a grudge to thi^' day, ibr the look she east 
upon me ere she dei)arted Oh her inisiioh, the sottt* suspi- 
cious, inquisitorial look that plainly demanded, "what ttl*e yoti 
here for, 1 wonder ? ** fifer faiistress did not fkil to hotiee itg 
and a shade of uneasiness darkened her brow. 

" You must not stay long, Gilbettj" said She, When the 
door was closed upon us. 

" I'm not going to,'* said I, somewhat testily, though with* 
out a grain of anger in my heaii; against any one btit tne med- 
dling old woman. " But, Helen, I'tc something tb say to 
you before 1 go.** 

"What is it?*' 

"No, tiot now— I don't know yet precisely what it is^ c* 
how to say it," replied I, with more truth than wisdom ; ifchd 
then, fearing lest she should turn me out of the house, I 
began talking about iuditferent matters in order to gain time; 
Meanwhile Rachel came in to kindle the fire, which wds soon 
effected by thrusting a i-ed-hot poker between the bars of the 
grate, where the fhel was already disposed for ignition. She 
honoured me with another of her hai*d, inhospitable looks In 
departing, but, little moved thereby, I Went oh talkihg ; and 
setting a chair for Mrs. Grahaih on one side Of the hearth, 
and one for myself on the other, 1 ventured to sit down, 
though half suspecting she would rathet see me gO; 

In a little while we both relapsed into silence, and eoii- 
tinned for several minutes gazing abstractedly into the fire — 
she intent upon her own sad thoughts, ahd I reflectihg hb# 
delightfiil it would be to be seated thus beside her with n6 
other presence to restrain our intercourse — not even that of 
Arthur^ our mutual friend, without whom We had rievei? ttet 
before— if only I could venture to sjjeak my rillttdi ^d diss- 
burden my Ml heart of the feelings that had so lon^ op- 



76 TBB TENAm? 

pressed it, and whicli it now struggled to retain, with an 
effort that it seemed impossible to continue much longer,— 
and revolving the pros and cons for opening my heart to her 
there and then, and imploring a return of affection, the per- 
mission to regard her tnenceforth as my own, and the right 
and the power to defend her from the calumnies of malicioua 
tongues. On the one hand, I felt a new-bom confidence in 
my powers of persuasion — a strong conviction that my own 
fervour of spirit would grant me eloquence — ^that my very 
determination — ^thc absomte necessitpr lor succeeding, that I 
lielt must win me what I sought ; while on the other, I feared 
to lose the eround I had already gained with so much toil 
and skill, and destroy all future hope by one rash effort, when 
time and patience might have won success. It was like set- 
ting my life upon the cast of a die ; and yet I was ready to 
resolve upon the attempt. At any rate, I would entreat the 
explanation she had half promised to give me before ; I would 
demand the reason of this hateiol barrier, this mysterious im- 
pediment to my happiness, and, as I trusted, to her own. 

But while I considered in what manner I could best frame 
my request, my companion, wakened from her reverie with a 
scarcely audible sigh, and looking towards the window where 
the blood-red harvest moon, just rising over one of the grim, 
fantastic evergreens, was shining in upon us, said, — 

" Gilbert, it is gettmg late." 

^^ I see," said I. '^ xou want me to ^o, I suppose." 

*^ I think you ought. If my kind neighbours get to know 
of this visit — as no doubt they will — they will not turn it 
much to my advantage." 

It^as with what the vicar would doubtless have called a 
savage sort of a smUe that she said this. 

" Let them turn it as they will," said I. " What are their 
thoughts to you or me, so long as we are satisfied with our- 
selves— -and each other. Let them go to the deuce with their 
vile constructions, and their lying inventions I " 

This outburst brought a flush of colour to her face. 

*^ You have heard, then, what they say of me ?" 

^' I heard some detestable falsehoods ; but none but fools 
would credit them for a moment, Helen, so don't let them 
trouble you." 

'^ I did not think Mr. Millward a fool, and he believes it 
all ; but however little you may vidue the opinions of those 
about you — ^however little you may esteem them as indivi- 
duals, it is not pleasant to be looked upon as a liar and a 
hypocrite, to be thought to practise what you abhor, and to 
encourage the vices you would discountenance, to find your 
good intentions fhistrated, and your hands crippled bv ^our 
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supposed nnworihiness, and to bring disgrace on the prin- 
ciples you profess.*' 

'^ True ;* and if I, bv my thousbtlessness and selfish disre- 
gard to appearances, have at alT^assisted to expose you to 
Uiese eyils, let me entreat you not only to pardon me, but to 
enable me to make reparation ; authorise m% to clear your 
name from every imputation : give me the right to identify 
your honour with my own, and to defend your reputation as 
more precious than my lifie 1'' 

^^ Are you hero enough to unite yourself to one whom you 
know to be suspected and despised by all around you, and 
identify your interests and your honour with hers ? Think I 
it is a serious thing." 

"I should be proud to do it, Helen! — ^most happy — de- 
~ lighted beyond expression ! — and if that be all the obstacle to 
our union, it is demolished, and you must— you shall be 
minel" 

And starting from my seat in a frenzy of ardour, I seized 
her hand and would have pressed it to my lips, but she as 
suddenly caught it away, exclaiming in the bitterness of in- 
tense affliction, — 

''No, no, it is not all 1" 

''What is it then? You promised I should know some 
time, and-——" 

" You shall know some time — ^but not now— my head aches 
terribly," she said, pressing her hand to her forehead, " and 
I must have some repose — and surely, I have had misery 
enoi^h to-day 1" she added, almost wildly. 

" But it could not harm you to tell it," I persisted : "it 
would ease your mind ; and I should then know how to com- 
fort you." 

She shook her head despondingly. '* If you knew all, you, 
too, would blame me — ^perhaps even more than I deserve- 
though I have cruelly wronged you," she added in a low 
murmur, as if she mused aloud. 

" You, Helen ? Impossible I " 

" Yes, not willingly ; for I did not know the strength and 
depth of your attachment. I thought — at least I endeavoured 
to think your regard for me was as cold and fraternal as you 
professed it to be." 

"Or as yours?" 

" Or as mine — ought to have been— of such a light and 
selfish, superficial nature that ^ 

" There, indeed, you wronged me." 

" I know I did ; and sometimes, I suspected it then ; but I 
thought, upon the whole, there could be no great harm in 
leaving your ftocies and your hopes to dream themselves to 
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nothiitt— or flatter away to tome more fitting obj^et^ wfailv 
Yout friendly sympathies remained with me ; but if I had 
kndwn the depth of your regard^ the geherous disinteirested 
affection you seem to feel ^** 

** Seem, Helen?** 

** That you do feel, then, I would have acted diflferentiy;" 

*^How? You could not hare given me less encourage- 
inent, or treated me with greater severity than you did ! And 
if jou think you have wronged me by giving me your friend- 
ship, and occasionally admitting me to the ei\joyment of ybur 
company and conversation, when all hdpes of closer intimacT 
were vam-^-as indeed you always gave me to understand—4f 
you think you have wronged me by this, you are inlstaken ; 
for such favours^ in themielves alone, are not only delightful 
to my heart, but purifying, exaltihg, ennobling to my soul ; 
and I would rather have vour friendship than the love of any 
other woman in the world 1 " 

Little comforted by this, she clasped her hands tipon her 
knee, and ^lancin^ upward, seemed, ih silent anguish, to 
implore divmi9 assistances then turning td me^ she calmly 
said, — 

" To-morrow, if you meet me on the moor about mid-day, 
I will tell you all you seek to know ; and j^erhi^s yott will 
then see the necessity of discontinuing our intimacy — if, in- 
deed, you do not willingly resign me as one no longer worthy 
©f regard.*' 

^^ I can safely answer no, to that : you cannot have sucli 

Save confessions to taake— you must be trj^ing ndy faitb, 
elen." 

" No, no, no," slie earnestly repeated — " I wish it were so I 
Thank Heaven !" she added, "I have no great crime to con- 
fess ) but I have more than you will like to hear, or, perhaps, 
dan readily excuse, — and more thati I can toll jrou now ; so 
let me entreat you to leave me 1 " 

^*- 1 will ; but answer me this one question fiirst ) — do yoti 
love me?" 

" I will not answer it !" 

^* Then I will conclude you do ; and so good night.'* 

JShe turned from, me to hide the emotion she could ndt 
quite control ; but t took her hand and fervently kissied it. 

^^ Gilbert, do leave me 1" she cried, in a tone of sueh thrlll- 
iog anguish that I felt it would be cruel to disobey. 

But I ^ave one look back before I closed the door, and saw 
her leamng forward on the table, with her hands pressed 
against her eyes, sobbing convulsively; yet 1 ^thdrew in 
silence. 1 felt that to obtrude my consblations on her then 
would Only serve to aggravate her 8ufferings« 
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f To tfil) yoa all the questioniqgi an4 copj^otuFeir-^th^ fears, 
and hopes^ 4^d wil4 emotions tb^t jostled ^nd cbase^ each 
other thyQPgb nay wipd as I descepded the bijl, TFould almost 
f 11 4 vQlnme i?i itself. But before I was bftlf way 4owi> ^ sei^- 
timent of stropg sympatby for her J ba4 left bebind m^ b^ 
displ^aed all other feelings, ai^d seemed imperatively tp draw 
m^ \>mk : I bpgau tP tbinfc ** Why am J hurrying sp fast in 
thii dirfiiptipn? Om I 4&d comfort qx consolation-r-peaee, 
oftrtainty, poi^tentmept) all — or anything that I ^ant at borne? 
^d can I leaT^ all perturbatipn, sorrow, mi ^^^ty behind 
ine there?" 

And I turned round to look fit the old ball, Tb^e ww Uttje 
besides the chimneys visible above my contracted horizon. I 
walked back to get a better view of it. Wbe?^ it rose in sight, I- 
stood still ^ mpmentto Iqpki and then continued moving towards 
ibe gloomy pbject of attr^ption. Sometbing called me nearer 
T-n«arer 9tiJl— and why upt, pray? Might t ^ot ^nd morf 
ben^^t in tbp pontemplatipn of that venerably pile with tbe 
fdll moon io the cloi;dl^9a heaven shining so cMmly abpvg }t 
^->witb thsit warm yello^ lufttre peculiar tp an August night — 
and tb(9 wi^trpss of my squl witbin, than in returning to niy 
home where all pomp^fttively WJ^9 Ijgbt, ^nd Ufp» an? Qbeer- 

^ng89, %nd therefore iniwjpri to me in wy present ffm^ of 

mind, — and the mpre sp tbi^t its inmates all were mpre or 
less imbued with that 4etestp.ble belief the verv thongbt of 
which made my blood boil in my veins — an4 hqw eonl4 I 
endure to hear it openly declared — or cautionsly insinuated— 
which v<»8 worse ?— -J ma bad trouble enough ajret^dy? with 
gome bubbling fiend tbat would ke^p whispering in my ef«r, 
'^ It may be true,^* till I had shouted alppdi • • It is fid^e I I 
defy ypu to m^ke v^p wpppse it I " 

I could see the red ^re^light dimly gleaming tfQixk ber pp- 
lonr window. I went np to the garden w$iil) and stopd lef^ning 
Qver it, with my eyes &(|d upon the It^ttice, wPftdering what 
ihe was doing, thinkings pr suffering noWf ^d wishing 4. cpuld 
speak to ber but pup word, pr even catch on^ glinjpse pf her, 
before I went. 

I bad not tbusi Ippked, ^nd wiibed) md wondered lo^gi 
before I yanUed over tbe> barrier, un«!.ble tp resist tbe temp- 
tation of takingf one glance tbrougb the window, jmt tn scp if 
she were more composed than when we parted ;-r-find if I 
found ber still in deep distresji, perbapi J might yenturp tP 
attempt a word of comfort— to utter onp of the many tbiwgs 
I should have said before, instead of aggravathag ber sufferings 
by my stupid impetuosity. I looked. Her chinr was vacant : 
80 was the room. But at tbat moment «ome one op^ed the 
outer door, and a yQioe-!<-^ber yoice-rsaidi-r^ 
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*' Come ont— I want to see the moon, and breathe the even- 
ingair : they will do me good — ^if anythmg will." 

^ Here, then, were she and Rachel coming to take a walk in 
the garden. I wished myself safe back over the wall. I 
stood, however, in the shadow of the tall holly bush, which, 
standing between the window and the porch, at present 
screened me from observation, but did not prevent me from 
seeing two figures come forth into the moonhght ; Mrs. Gra- 
ham followed by another — ^not Rachel, but a young man, 
slender and rather tall. Oh, heavens, how my temples 
throbbed I Intense anxiety darkened my sight; but I 
thought— yes, and the voice confirmed it— it was Mr. Law- 
rence. 

*^ You should not let it worry you so much, Helen," said 
he ; "I will be more cautious in future ; and in time " 

I did not hear the rest of the sentence ; for he walked close 
beside her and spoke so genUythat I could not catch the 
words. My heart was splitting with hatred ; but I listened 
intently for her reply. I heard it plainly enough. 

^^But I must leave this place, Frederic," she said — ^^I 
never can be happy here, — ^nor anywhere else, indeed," she 
added, with a mirthless laugh, — " but I cannot rest here." 

"But where could you find a better place?" replied he^ 
" so seclu^ed^so near me, if you think anything of that." 

" Yes," interrupted she, " it is all I could wish, if they 
could only have left me alone." 

"But wherever you go, Helen, there will be the same 
sources of annoyance. I cannot consent to lose you : I must 
go with you, or come fjo you ; and there are meddling fools 
elsewhere, as well as here." 

While thus conversing, they had sauntered slowly past me, 
down the walk, and I heard no more of their discourse ; but 
I saw him put his arm round her waist, while she lovingly 
rested her hand on his shoulder ; — and then, a tremulous dark- 
ness obscured my sight, my heart sickened and my head 
burned like fire, I half rushed, half staggered from the spot 
where horror had kept me rooted, and leaped or tumbled 
over the wall — ^I hard^ ^ow which — ^but I know that, after- 
wards, like a passionate child, I dashed myself on the ground 
and lay there in a paroxysm of anger and despair — ^how long, 
I cannot undertake to say ; but it must have been a consider- 
able time ; for when, having partially relieved myself by a 
torrent of tears, and looked up at the moon, shining so calmly 
and carelessly on, as little influenced by my misery as I was 
by its peaceful radiance, and earnestly prayed for death or 
forgetfdness, I had risen and journeyed homewards — ^little 
regardmg the way, but carried instinctively by my feet to the 
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door, I found it bolted against me, and every one in bed ex- 
cept my mother, who hastened to answer my impatient knock- 
ing, and received me with a shower of questions and re- 
bukes. 

" Oh, Gilbert, how could you do so ? Where have you 
been? Do come in and take your supper — ^IVe ^ot it all 
ready, though you don^t deserve it, for keeping me m such a 
fright, alter the strange manner you left the nouse this evening. 

Mr. Millward was quite Bless the boy I how ill he looks I 

Oh, gracious 1 what is the matter ?" 

** Sfothing, nothing — give me a candle.*' 

" But won't you Uke some supper ? " 

*' Ko, I want to go to bed," said I, taking a candle and 
lighting it at the one she held in her hand. 

"Oh, Gilbert, how you tremble!" exclaimed my anxious 
parent. " How white you look ! — Do tell me what it is ? Has 
anything happened?" 

" It's nothing I" cried I, ready to stamp with vexation be- 
cause the c&ndle would not light. Then, suppressing my irri- 
tation, I added, " I've been walking too fast, that's all. Good 
night," and marched oft to bed, regardless of the " Walking 
too fasti where have you been?" that was called after me 
firom below. 

My mother followed me to the very door of my room with 
her questionixigs and advice concerning my health and my 
conduct; but I implored her to let me alone till morning; 
and she withdrew, and at length I had the satisfaction to hear 
her close her own door. There was no sleep for me, however, 
that night, as I thought ; and instead of attempting to solicit 
it, I employed myself in rapidly pacing the chamber — ^having 
first removed my boots lest my mother should hear me. But 
the boards creaked, and she was watchjfiil. I had not walked 
above a quarter of an hour before she was at the door again. 

•' Gilbert, why are you not in bed— you said you wanted to 
go?" 

" Confound it I I'm going," said I. 

" But why are you so long about it ? you must have some- 
thing on your mind ^" 

"For heaven's sake, let me alone, and get to bed yourself!" 

** Can it be that Mrs. Graham that distresses you so ?" 

"No, no, I tell you — ^it's nothing I" 

" I wish to goodness it mayn't 1 " murmured she, with a sigh, 
as she return^ to her own apartment, while I threw myself 
on the bed, feeling most undutifuUy disaffected towards her 
for having deprived me of what seemed the only shadow of a 
consolation that remained, and chained me to that wretched 
couch of .thorns. 
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KeT«r did I endure so long, lo miserable % nigbt t^i that 
And yet, it ««8 not wholly sleepless : towards morning my 
distracting thoughts began to lose all pretensions tq coherency, 
and shape themselves into confused and feverish dreams, and, 
at length, there followed an interval of unconscious slumber. 
But then the dawn of bitter recollection that succeeded — th^ 
waking to find life a blank, and worse than a blank — teeming 
with torment and misery — ^not a mere barren wildernesi, but 
full of thorns and briars — ^to find myself deceived, dpped, 
hopeless, my affections trampled upon, my angel not an inge), 
and my friend a fiend inearnate^t ^as worse ^han if [ had 
not slept at all. 

It w'as a dull, gbomy morning, the weather had chfinged 
like my prospects, and me rain was pattering against the win- 
dow. 1 vose, nevertheless, and went out ; not to look ^ter the 
farm, though that would serve as my excuse, but to cool my 
brain, and regain, if possible, a sufficient degree of composure 
to meet the family at the morning mesi without exciting in- 
convenient remarks. If I got a wetting, that, in conjunction 
with a pretended over exertion before breakfast, might e^onse 
my sudden loss of appetite ; and if a cold ensued, the seyerer 
the better, it would help to account for the suUen moods and 
moping melancholy likely to cloud my brow for long enough* 



CHAPTEB Xm, 

^^ Mt dear Qilbeit 1 I wish you would try to be a little more 
amiable,*' said my mother, one morning after some display of 
unjustifiable ill-humour on my part, ** Xqvl say there is no- 
thmg the matter with you, and nothing has happened to grieve 
you, and yet, I never saw any one so altered as you within 
these last few days : you haven-t a good word for anybody — 
friends and strangers, equals and inferiors — Wfk %U the same. 
I do wish you*d try to check it." 

"Check what?" 

H Why, your strange temper. You don't know how it spoils 
you. I'm sure a finer disposition than yours, by nature, pould 
hot be, if you^d let it have fair play ; so youVe no excuse that 
way." 

While she thus remonstrated, I took up a book, and laying 
it open on the table before me, pretended to be deeply ab- 
sorbed in its perusal ; for I was equally unable to justify my- 
self, and unwillmg to acknowledge my errors ; and I wished 
to have nothing to say on the matter. But my excellent pa- 
rent went on lecturing, and then came to coaxing, and began 
to stroke my hair ; and I was getting to feel quite a good boy, 
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btit my miscbieTonb brother^ who wits idling about the toom^ 
i^eyived riiy eorruption by suddenly calline dtot:-^ 

"Don't touch him^ inotherl he*ll bite! He's arery tiger 
in human form. IVe ^ycn him up fbr my part— fairly ms* 
owhed him — bast him off, roOt and branch. It'fii as much as 
my life is worth to come within six yArds of him. The othef 
day he nearly fi-actured my skull for singing a prettgr* inofieii« 
sire lore song, on purpose to amuse him." 

" Oh, Gilbert ! how could you?" exclaimed mjr niotlier. 

"I told you to h(dd your noise first, you know, Fergus," 
sudl. 

*^ Yes, but when I assured you it was ho trouble, and went 
on with the next verse, thinking you might like it better, you 
clutched me by the shoulder and dashed me away, right 
against the wall there, with such fbrce, thftt I thought I had 
bitten my tongue in two, and expected to see tiie placd plas- 
tered with my brains ; and when I put my hAnd to my nead 
and fbund my skull not broken, I thought it was a hiitacle and 
no mistake. But poor fellow 1" added he, with a sentimenjbal 
sigb^^^his heart's brokeh-*that*B the truth of it-^Hind his 
hfead's " 

•* Will you be silent wow?" cried 1, startihg up, and eyeing 
the fellow 80 fiisrcely that my mother, thinking I meant to in- 
fllci some grievous bodily injury, laid h^r hahd on my atm, 
and besought me to let him Alone, and he walked leisurely out, 
with his hands in his pockets, singing provokingly— " Shall I, 
because a woman's fkir,'^ kt. 

" I'm not going to defile my fingers with him," said I, in 
answer to the maternal intercession. "I wouldn't toUch him 
with the totigs." 

I now recollected that I hid business with Robert Wilson, 
cohceming the purchase of A certain field adjoining my Ikrm 
— ^a business I had been putting ofi^ from day to day; fbr I 
had no interest in anything now ) and besides, I was misan- 
thrbpicftlly inclined, and, moreover, had a particular objection 
to meeting Jane Wilson or her mother ; for though I had too 
good reason, now, to credit their reports concerning Mrs. 
Graham, I did not like them a bit the better fbr it--or i&lliza 
Millward either-Hind thd thought of meeting them was the 
more repugnant to me, that I could not, now, defy their seem*' 
ing calumnies and triumph ih my own convictioni as bdfbre. 
But to-day, I determined to make an dfibrt to return to my 
duty. Though I found no pleasure in it, it would be less irk*- 
some than idleness — at all events it would be more profitftbl^i 
If life prothised ho enjoyment Within my vocation^ at le&st it 
ofiisred no idiurements out of it ; and h%nc)^fi)rth, I Wotild put 
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my shoulder to the wheel and toil away, like any poor dmdge 
of a cart-horse that was fairly broken in to its labour, and 
plod Uirough life, not wholly useless if not agreeable, and un* 
complaining if not contented with my lot. 

Tnus resolyinff, with a kind of sullen resignation, if such a 
term may be allowed, I wended my way to Ryecote Farm, 
scarcely expecting to find its owner within at this time of day, 
but hoping to leam in what part of the premises he was most 
likely to be found. 

Absent he was, but expected home in a few minutes ; ax^ I 
was desired to step into the parlour and wait Mrs. Wilson 
was busy in the kitchen, but the room was not empty ; and I 
scarcely checked an involuntary recoil as I entered it; for 
there sat Miss Wilson chattering with Eliza Millward. How- 
ever, I determined to be cool and civil. Eliza seemed to have 
made the same resolution on her part. We had not met since 
the evening of the tea party; but there was no visible emotion 
either of jueasure or pain, no attempt at pathos, no display of 
injured pride: she was cool in temper, civil in demeanour. 
There was even an ease and cheermlness about her air and 
manner that I made no pretension to ; but there was a depth 
of midice in her too expressive eye, that plainly told me I was 
not forgiven ; for, though she no longer hoped to win me to 
herself, she still hated her rival, and evidently delighted to 
wreak her spite on me. On the other hand. Miss Wflson was 
as affable and courteous as heart could wish, and though I was 
in no very conversable humour myself, the two ladies between 
them managed to keep up a pretty continuous fire of small 
talk. But Eliza took advantage of the first convenient pause 
to ask if I had lately seen Mrs. Graham, in a tone of merely 
casual inquiry, but with a sidelong elance — intended to be 
playfully mischievous — ^really, brinSuI and running over with 
malice. 

'^ Not lately,^' I replied, in a careless tone, but sternly re- 
pelling her odious glances with my eyes ; fof I was vexed to 
feel the colour mounting to my forehead, despite my strenuous 
efforts to appear unmoved. 

*^ What 1 are you beginning to tire already ? I thought so 
noble a -creature would nave power to attach you for a year at 
least P' 

" I would rather not speak of her now." 

** Ah I then you are convinced, at last, of your mistake — 
you have at length discovered that your divimty is not quite 
the immaculate " 

^^ I desired you not to speak of her, Miss Eliztt." 

*^ Oh, I beg your pardon I I perceive Cupid^s arrows have 
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been too sharp for you : the wounds, being more than skin deep, 
are not yet healed, and bleed afresh at every mention of the 
loved one's name." 

" Say, rather," interposed Miss Wilson, " that Mr. Markham 
feels that name is unworthy to be mentioned in the presence 
of right-minded females. I wonder, Eliza, you should think 
of referring to that unfortunate person — ^you might know the 
mention of her would be anything but agreeable to any one 
here present." 

How could this be borne? I rose and was about to clap my 
hat upon my head and burst away, in wrathM indignation, 
from the house ; but recollecting— just in time to save my dig- 
nity — the folly of such a proceeding, and how it would only 
give my fair tormentors a merry laugh at my expense, for the 
sake of one I acknowledged in mv own heart to be unworthy 
of the slightest sacrifice — ^though the ghost of my former reve- 
rence and love so hung about me still, that I could not bear to 
hear her name aspersed by others — ^I merely walked to the 
window, and having spent a few seconds in vengibly biting my 
lips, and sternly repressing the passionate heavings of my 
chest, I observed to Miss Wilson, that I could see nothing of 
her brother, and added that, as my time was precious, it would 
perhaps be better to call again to-morrow, at some time when 
I should be sure to find him at home. 

" Oh, no 1" said she, " if you wait a minute, he will be sure 

to come ; for he has business at L " (that was our market 

town) " and ^dll require a little refireshment before he goes." 

I submitted accordingly, with the best grace I could ; and, 
happily, I had not long to wait. Mr. Wilson soon arrived, 
and, indisposed for business as I was at that moment, and little 
as I cared for the field or its owner, I forced my attention to 
the matter in hand, with very creditable determination, and 
quickly concluded the bargain — ^perhaps more to the thrifty 
farmer's satisfaction than he cared to acknowledge. Then, 
leaving him to the discussion of his substantial " refreshment," 
I gladly quitted the house, and went to look after my reapers. 

Leaving them busy at work on the side of the valley, I as- 
cended the hill, intending to visit a corn-field in the more ele- 
vated regions, and see when it would be ripe for the sickle. 
But I did not visit it that day ; for, as I approached, I beheld 
at no great distance, Mrs. Graham and her son coming down 
in the opposite direction. They saw me ; and Arthur 5ready 
Was running to meet me ; but I immediately turned back and 
walked steadily homeward ; for I had fully determined never 
to encounter his mother again ; and regardless of the shrill 
^oice in my ear, calling upon me to *' wait a moment," I pur- 
sued the even tenor of my way : and he soon relinquished the 
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purstdt fti bopele«0, or was btilled ftway hf Mil mother. At all 
eventB, trhen I looked baek, fiye mitiuteli aftei*, iiol a trabe df 
either was to be seen.. 

This incident agitated and difttutbed me mo^t tmaeecmtitably 
— tinlcBB ydtt trolud account for it by sayibg that Cilpid's ar. 
rows not only had been too 6har{) for me, but they were barbed 
and deeply rooted^ and I had not yet beetl able to wrench 
them from my heart. However thtit be, t wad rendered ddttbljr 
miserable for the remainder of the day. 

CHAPTER XIY. 

Ksrr mottling, I bethought me, I, too, hdd btlshi^sii it 
I>— — * so I mounted my horfee aiid Bet fbrth on the expedi- 
tion, soon after breakfast. It was a dull, dH^^ly day ; but 
that was no matter : it was all the more suitable to iny fttah^ 
of mind. It was likely to be a lotiely jouirnet ; fbt it was no 
market-day, atod the road I tralrersed Was little frequented iki 
any other time ; but that suited me all the better too. 

As 1 trotted along^ however, chewing the cud of-^bittet 
fancies, I heard another horse at no great distance behihd me \ 
but I neter conjeetured who the rider might be — or troubled 
my head about him, till, oil slackening my pace to as<iend a 
gentle acclivity — or rather suffering my horse to Blacken his 
pace itito a lazy walk ; for, lost in my own reflections, I was 
letting it jo| oh as leisurely as it thought proper — I lost gtotind 
and my fellow traveller overtook me. He accosted me by 
name j for it was no stranger — ^it was Mr. Lawrence ! Ittstihc* 
tively the flngerB of my whip hand tingled, and grasjied theilf 
charge with convnleive energy ; but I restrained thfe impulse, 
and answering hiB Salutation with a nod, attempted to push on ; 
but he pushed on beside me and began to talk about th§ 
weather and the crops. I gave the brieffest possible ansWefi 
to hiB queries and obBervations, and fell back. He fell back) 
too, and asked if my horse was lame. I replied with a Ibbk 
—at which he placidly smiled. 

1 was aB much astonished aB exasperated at this singular 
pertinacity and imperturbable asBuranee on his part. I had 
thought the fcircumstances of bur last meeting Would have left 
such ah impreBSion on hiB mind aB to render him cold aUd dis- 
tant ever alter : instead of that, he appeared hot only to have 
fbrgotten all former offfences, but to be impenetrable to all 
present incivilities. I'ormerly, the slightest hint^ or mere 
fancied coldheSB in tone or glance, had BuiHced to repulse him i 
now, positive rudeness eould not drive him away. Had he heard 
of my dlBappointment \ and wad he eome to witness ^e re^ 
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lull, pti tyiuroph in my despwr? I grasped my whip with 
4»iore d^tern^m^d energy than before — hut still forbore to 
raise it, and rode on in silence, waiting for some more tangi- 
ble cause of oQence, before I opened the iloodgates of my sou} 
and poured out the dammed-up fury that was foaming and 
swelling within. 

*' Markbamt'^ said he, in his usual quiet tone, ** why do you 
quarrel with your iriends, because you have been disappointed 
in one quarter? You have found your hopes defeated; but 
how am J to blame for it ? I warned you beforehand, you 
knowt but yqu would not " 

Ue said no more ; for, impelled by some fiend at my elbow, 
I had seiised my whip by the small end, and — swif^ and sud- 
den as a fiash of lightning — ^brought the other down upon his 
head* It was not without a feeling of savage satisfaction that 
I beheld the instant, deadly pallor that qyerspread his face, 
and the few red drops that trickled down his forehead, while 
he reeled a moment in his saddle, and then iell backward to 
the ground. The pony, surprised to be so strangely relieyed 
of its burden, started and capered, and kicked a little, and 
then made use of its freedom to gq and crop the grass of the 
hedge bank ; while its master lay as still and silent as a corpse. 
Bad I killed him ? — an icy hand seemed to grasp my heart 
and eheck its pulsation, as I bent over him, gasing with 
breathless intensity upon the ghastly, upturned face. But no ; 
he moved his eyelids and uttered a slight groan. X breathed 
pgain — ^h^ WAS only stunned by ihe fall. It served him right 
•--it would teaph him better manners in future. Should I help 
him to his horse? ^o. For any other combination of o^ences 
I would $ but his were too unnardonable. He might mount 
it himself, if he liked — in a while : already he was beginning 
to stur and Ipok abput him--and there it was for him, quietly 
browsing on the road-side. 

Bo with a muttered e^^eeration I left the fellow to hi« ^fete, 
«nd elapping spurs to my own horse, galloped away, excited 
by a combination of feelings it would not be easy to analyse ; 
and perhaps, if I did so, the result would not be very credit- 
able tp my disposition ; for I am not sure that a species of ex- 
ultation in what I had done was not one principal concomi- 
tant. 

Shortly, however, the efferveseence began to abate, and not 
many minutes elapsed before I had turned and gone back to 
look after the fate of my victim. It was no generous impulse 
•—no kind yelentings that led me to this — nor even the fear of 
what might be the consequences to myself, if I finished my 
assault upon the squire by leaving him thus neglected, and 
^posed to further injury : it was, simply, the voice of oon- 
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Bcience ; and I took great credit to myself for attenJUQg so 
promptly to its dictates — and judging the merit of the SeeCk 
by the sacrifice it cost, I was not iar wrong. 

Mr. Lawrence and his pony had both altered their positions 
in some degree. The pony had wandered eight or ten yards 
ftirther away; and he had managed, somehow, to remove 
himself from the middle of the road : I found him seated in 
a recumbent position on the bank, — ^looking verv white and 
sickly still, and holding his cambric handkerchief (now more 
red then white) to his head. It must have been a powerful 
blow ; but half the credit— or the blame of it (which you 
please) must be attributed to the whip, which was garnished 
v^ith a massive horse^s head of plated metal. The grass, being 
sodden with rain, afforded the young gentleman a rather in- 
hospitable couch ; his clothes were considerably bemired ; and 
his nat was rolling in the mud, on the other side of the road. 
But his thoughts seemed chiefly bent upon his pony, on which 
he was wistfcQly gazing — ^half in helpless anxiety, and half in 
hopeless abandonment to his fate. 

I dismounted, however, and having fastened my own animal 
to the nearest tree, first picked up his hat, intending to clap 
it on his head ; but either he considered his head imfit for 
a hat, or tiie hat, in its present condition, unfit for his 
head ; for shrinking away the one, he took the other j&om my 
hand, and scomMly cast it aside. 

"It's good enough for you," I muttered. 

My next good office was to catch his pony and bring it to 
him, which was soon accomplished ; for the beast was quiet 
enough in the main, and only winced and flirted a trifle till 
I got hold of the bridle — ^but then, I must see him in tiie 
saddle. 

" Here, you fellow — scoundrel — dog — ^give me your hand, 
and m help you to mount." 

No ; he turned from me in disgust. I attempted to take 
him by the arm. He shrank away as if there had been con- 
tamination in my touch. 

" What, you won't. Well I you may sit there till dooms- 
day, for what I care. But I suppose you don't want to lose 
all the blood in your body — ^I'll just condescend to bind that 
up for you." 

" Let me alone, if you please." ■ 

" Humph I with all iny neart. You may go to the d ^1, 

if you choose — and say I sent you." 

But before I abandoned him to his fate, I flung his pony's 
bridle over a stake in the hedge, and threw him my nand- 
kerchief, as his own was now saturated with blood. He took 
it and cast it back to me, in abhorrence and contempt, with 
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all the strength he could muster. It wanted bat this to fill 
the measure of his offences. With execrations not loud but 
deep, I left him to live or die as he could, well satisfied that 
I had done my duty in attempting to save him — ^but forgetting 
how I had erred in bringing him into such a condition, and 
how insultingly my after services had been offered — and 
sullenly prepared to meet the consequences if he should 
choose to say I had attempted to murder him — ^which I 
thought not unlikely, as it seemed probable he was actuated 
by such spiteful motives in so perseveringly refusing my 
assistance. 

Having remounted my horse, I just looked back to see how 
he was getting on, before I rode away. He had risen from 
the ground, and grasping his pony^s mane, was attempting 
to resume his seat in the saddle ; but scarcely had he put 
his foot in the stirrup, when a sickness or dizziness seemed 
to overpower him : he leant forward a moment, with his head 
drooped on the animal^s back, and then made one more 
effort, which proving ineffectual, he sank back on the bank, 
where I left him, reposing his head on the oozy turf, and, to 
all appearance, as calmly reclining as if he had been taking 
his rest on his sofa at home. 

I ought to have helped him in spite of himself— to have 
bound up the wound he was unable to stanch, and insisted 
upon getting him on his horse and seeing him safe home; 
but, besides my bitter indignation against himself, there was 
the question what to say to his servants — and what to my 
own family. Either I should have to acknowledge the deed, 
which would set me down as a madman, unless I acknow- 
ledged the motive too — and that seemed impossible — or I 
must get up a lie, which seemed equally out of the question 
— especially as Mr. Lawrence would probably reve^ the 
whole truth, and thereby brin^ me to tenfold disgrace — ^unless 
I were villain enough, presuming on the absence of witnesses, 
to persist in my own version of the case, and make him out 
a still greater scoundrel than he was. Ko ; he had only re- 
ceived a cut above the temple, and perhaps, a few bruises 
from the fall, or the hoofs of his own pony : that could not 
kill him if he lay there half the day ; and, if he could not 
help himself surely some one would be coming by: it would 
be impossible that a whole day should pass and no one tra- 
verse the road but ourselves. As for what he might choose 
to say hereafter, I would take my chance about it : if he 
told ues, I would contradict him ; if he told the truth, I would 
bear it as best I could. I was not obliged to enter into expla- 
nations, fiuther than I thought proper. Perhaps, he might 
choose to be silent on the subject, for fear of raising inquiries 

Digitized by LaOOgie 



90 THE TtefrABrf 

M to th^ UMlse or tbe ^natf^li ttna dfHWihg tli6 |)liMlei !lt^ 
tention to his eofmeetioii with Mrs. Gtahanij which, whether 
for her sake ot his own, h^ deemed no yttj desirous tO 
conet!ftl. 

Thtii r^AfiOiiiiig, I trotted i0af tO the town, Whete 1 duly 
tratistt<ited my bUsiiiess, and perfoiitlfed rarioiift littltJ com- 
miisioiis for tnr mother and Bose, With reiy lattddble eluicti- 
tud%, eonsidermg the different ciretilndtances of the easls. In 
retiii^flg home^ I wad troubled with Stindrjr misgirings about 
the unibrtunato Lawrence. The question, what if I should 
find him lying, still on the damp earth, fairly dying of oold 
and exhaustion — or already stark and chill? thrust itself 
most unpleasantly upon my mind, and this appalling possibility 

fietured itself with painnil yiTidneUfi to my imagination ad 
approached the spot where I had left him. But no ; thank 
Hearen, both man and horse wei*e gobe, and nothing wad 
left to witness against me but two objects — ^unpleasant enough 
in themselves, to be sure, and. presenting a very ugly, not to 
say murderoud, appearance — ^In one place, the hat saturated 
with rain and coated with mud, indented and broken above 
the brim by that villanoUs Whip-handle; in another^ the 
crimson handkerchief, soakins in a deeplj tiUctured pOol of 
water — ^for much raiu had fdlen in the mterim. 

Bad news fly fast : it was hardly foiit o'clock when I got 
, home, but my niother gravely acCOsted me With — — 

" Oh, Gilbert I— Such an accident I Rose had been shopping 
in the village, and'dhe's heard that Mr. LaWreiice had been 
thrown fi*om his horde and brought honie dying!" 

This dhocked me a trifle, as you may suppode ; but I wad 
Comforted to hear that he had ftightfully fractured his dkull 
and broken a leg ; for^ assured of the falsehood of thid^ I 
trusted the rest of the dtory was equally exaggei-ated ; and 
when I heard my mother and sister so feeliUgly deploring hid 
condition, 1 had considerable difficulty in preventing myself 
fVom telling them the real extent of the injuries, as &r as I 
knew thein. 

" You must go and see him to*morrow," said my mother. 

" Or to-day," suggested Rose : " there's plenty of time j 
and you csm have me pony, as your hoi'se is tired. Won't 
yott, Gilbert— as soon ad you've had domething to eat?*' 

" No, no — How can we tell that it IsU'l all h fidde report? 
It'd highly im-— " 

" On, I'm sure it idn't ; for the village is all alive About it ; 
and I saw two people that had seen otherd that had seen the 
man that found him. That scmndd ffir fetched ; but it isn't do, 
Whctt you think of it." 

" Well, but Lawrence is a good ridcr ; it id hot likely he 
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would fall from his horse at all ; and if he did, it is highly 
improbable he would break his bones in that way. It must 
be a gross exaggeration at least." 

" No, but the horse kicked him — or something." 

H What, his quiet little pony ?" 

♦* How do you know it was that ?" 

^' He seldom rides any other." 

^^ At any rate," said my mother, ** you will call to-morrow. 
Whether it be true or false, exaggerated or otherwise, we shall 
like to know how he is." 

** Fergus may go." 

♦*Whvnotyou?" 

^^ He has more time : I am busy just now.** 

'^ Oh 1 but Gilbert, how can you be so composed about it? 
You won't mind business, for an hour or two, ip a ease of 
this sort-^when your friend is at the point of death 1'^ 

"He is not, I tell you I" 

*' For anythmg you know, he may be : you can't tell till 
you have seeu him. At all events, he must have met with 
some terrible accident, and you ought to pee him : he'll take 
it very unkind if you don't." 

" Confound it I I can't. He and I have not been on good 
terms, of late." 

" 0, my dear boy ! Surely, surely you are not so un- 
forgiving as to carry your little diferenpes to such a length 

^* Little differences, indeed !" I muttered. 

"Well, but only remember the occasion I Think how^^^ — " 

"Well, well, don't bother me now— I'll see about it," I 
repUed. 

And my seeing about it, was to send Fergus next morning, 
with my mother's compliments, to make the requisite in- 
quiries ; for, of course, my going was out of the question — 
or sending a message either.. He brought back intelligence 
that the young squire was laid up with Sie complicated evils 
of a broken head and certain contusions (occasioned by a fall 
«-of which he did not trouble himself to relate the parti- 
culars — and the subsequent misconduct of his horse), and a 
severe cold, the consequence of lying on the wet ground in the 
rain; but there were no broken bones, and no immediate 
prospects of dissolution. 

It was evident then, that, for Mrs. Graham's sake, it was 
not his intention to criminate me. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

That day was rainy like its predecessor; but towards even- 
ing it began to clear up a little, and the next morning was 
£ur and promising. I was out on the hill with the reapers. 
A light wind swept oyer the com ; and all nature laughed 
in the sunshine. The lark was rejoicing among the silvery 
floating clouds. The late rain had so sweetly &shened and 
cleared the air, and washed the sky, and left such -glitter- 
ing gems on branch and blade, that not even the fanners could 
have the heart to blame it. But no ray of sunshine could 
reach my heart, no breeze could freshen it ; nothing could fill 
the void my fiuth, and hope, and joy in Helen Graham had 
left, or drive away the keen regrets, and bitter dregs of lin- 
gering love that still oppressed it. 

While I stood, with folded arms, abstractedly gazing on the 
undulating swell of the com not yet disturbed by the reapers, 
something gently pulled my smrts, and a sxnall voice, no 
longer welcome to my ears, aroused me with the startling 
words — 

'^ Mr. Markham, mamma wants you.*' 

"Wants me, Arthur?" 

" Yes. Why do you look so queer?" said he, half laugh- 
ing, half frightened at the unexpected aspect of my face in 
suddenly turning towards him — ^'and why have you kept so 
long away ? — Come ! — ^Won't you come ? " 

" Tm busy just now," I replied, scarce knowing what to 
answer. 

He looked up in childish bewilderment ; but before I could 
speak again, the lady herself was at my side. 

" Gilbert, I must speak with youl" Baid she, in a tone of 
suppressed vehemence. 

I looked at her pale cheek and glittering eye, but answered 
nothing. 

" Only for a moment," pleaded she. " Just step aside into 
this other field," she glanced at the reapers, some of whom 
were directing looks of impertinent curiosity towards her — 
'* I won't keep you a minute." 

I accompanied her through the sap. 

*< Arthur, darling, run and ga&er those blue-bells," said 
she, pointing to some that were gleaming, at some distance, 
under the hedge along which we walked. The child hesi- 
tated, as if unwilling to ^uit my side. " Go, love 1" repeated 
she more urgently, and m a tone, which, though not unkind, 
demanded prompt obedience, and obtained it. 
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"Well, Mrs. Graham?" said I, calmly and coldly; for, 
though I saw she was miserable, and pitied her, I felt glad to 
have it in my power to torment her. 

She fixed her eyes upon me with a look that pierced me to 
the heart ; and yet, it made me smile. 

^* I don^t ask me reason of this change, Gilbert," said she, 
witl^ bitter calmness. "I know it too well; but though I 
could see myself suspected and condemned by every one else, 
and bear it willi calmness, I cannot endure it &om you. — ^Why 
did you not come to hear my explanation on the day I ap- 
pointed to give it?" 

'^Because I happened, in the interim, to learn all you 
would have told me — and a trifle more, I imagine." 

"Impossible, for I would have told you all I" cried she, 
passionately — " but I won't now, for I see you are not worthy 
of it!" 

And her pale lips quivered with agitation. 

" Why not, may I ask ?" 

She repelled my mocking smile with a glance of scornful 
indignation. 

"Because you never imderstood me, or yon would not 
soon have listened to my traducers — ^my confidence would be 
misplaced in you — ^you are not the man I thought you — Go I 
I won't care what you think of me." 

She turned away, and I went ; for I thought that would 
torment her as much as anything ; and I believe I was right ; 
for, looking back a minute after, I saw her turn half round, 
as if hoping or expecting to find me still beside her ; and then 
she stood still, and cast one look behind. It was a look less 
expressive of anger than of bitter anguish and despair ; but I 
immediately assimied an aspect of indifference, and afiected 
to be gazing carelessly round me, and I suppose she went on; 
for afler lingering awhile to see if she would come back or 
call, I ventured one more glance, and saw her a good way off, 
moving rapidly up the field with little Arthur runninff by her 
side and apparently talking as he went ; but she kept ner face 
averted firom him, as if to hide some uncontrollable emotion. 
And I returned to my business. 

But I soon began to regret my precipitancy in leaving her 
so soon. It was evident she loved me — ^probabl^, she was 
tired of Mr. Lawrence, and wished to exchange hun for me ; 
and if I had loved and reverenced her less to begin with, the 
preference might have gratified and amused me ; but now, the 
contrast between her outward seeming and her inward mind, 
as I supposed, — between my former and my present opinion 
of her, was so harrowii^ — so distressing to my feelings, that 
it swallowed up every lighter consideration. 
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But still, I was purious to know what sort of an explana- 
tion slie would have given me, — or would give now, if J 
pressed her for it — how mach she would confess, and how she 
would endeavour to excuse herself. I longed to know what 
to despise, and what to admire in her ; how much to pity, and 
how much to hate ; — and, what was more, I would know. I 
would see her once more, and fairly satisfy myself in what 
light to regard her, before we parted. Lost to me she was, 
for ever, of course ; but still, I could not bear to think that we 
had parted, for the last time, with so much unkindness and 
misery on both sides. That last look of hers had sunk into 
my heart ; I could not forget it. But what a fool I was I Had 
she not deceived n>e, injured me — ^blighted my happiness for 
life ? ♦* Well 111 see ner, however,'^ was my concluding resolve, 
•— '^ but not to-day : to-day and to-night, she may think upon 
her sins, and be as miserable as she will : to-moi^ow, I will 
see her once again, and know something more aboiit her. 
The interview may be serviceable to her, or it may not. At 
any rate, it will give a breath of excitement to the life she has 
doomed to stagnation, and may calm with certainty some agi- 
tating thoughts." 

I did go on the morrow ; but not till towards evening, after 
the business of the day was concluded, that is, between six 
and seven : and the westering sun was gleaming redly on the old 
hall, and naming in the latticed windows, as I reached it, im- 

Sarting to the place a cheerfulness not its own. I need not 
ilate upon the feelings with which I approached the shrine of 
my fbrmer divinity — ^that spot teeming with a thousand de- 
lights recollections and glorious dreams — ^all darkened now, 
by one disastrous truth. 

Rachel admitted me into the parlour, and went to call her 
mistress, for she was not there ; but there was her desk left 
open on the little round table beside the Jiigh -backed chair, 
with a book laid upon it. Her limited but choice collection 
V of books was almost as familiar to me as my own ; but this 
volume I bad not seen before. I took it up. It was Sir 
Humphry Davy's " Last Days of a Philosopher," and on tbt 
first leaf was written, — " Frederick Lawrence." I closed the 
book, but kept it in mv hand, and stood facing the door, with 
my back to the fire-place, calpaly waiting her arrival ; for I 
did not doubt she would come. And soon I heard her step in 
the hall. My heart was beginning to throb, but 1 checked 
it with an internal rebuke, and maintained my com- 
posure— outwai'dly, at least, She entered, calm, pale, col- 
lected. 

'* To what am I indebted for this favour, Mr. Markham ?" 
said she, with such severe but quiet dignity as almost discon- 
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certfed me ; but t ahswered with ft imfle, iiid impudentlir 
enongh : — ' 

" Well, I am come to hear your explanation." 

" I told you I would not give it," said fihe. " I taid you 
were unworthy of my confidenfcei" 

" Oh. very well," replied I, moving to the dboh 

'' Stay a moment," said she. '^ This is the last time I l^hbll 
see yod : don't go just yet." 

I remained^ awaiting her further eommandsi 

*'Tell me," resumed she, "dnwhat grounds you believe 
these things against me ; who told you \ aud what did iheif 
say?" 

1 paused a moment. She met my eye as unflinchingly as if 
h6r bosom had been steeled with conscious itaUoeence. She wad 
resolved to know the worst, and determined to dare it too. 
"1 can crush that bold spirit," thought I. But while I 
decretly exulted in my power, I felt disponed to dally With my 
victim like a cat. Showing her the book that I still held in 
my hand, and pointing to the name on th« fly leaf, but fixing 
my eye upon her face, I asked^ — 

'* Do you know that gentleman?" 

^' Of course I do," replied sh^ ; and ti siiddeii dush tUflHsed 
her features— whether of shame or anger I could not tell : it 
rather reftfembled the littet. " What next, sir ? " 

** How long is it since you Ira^ him ? " 

^^ Who gave you the right to catechise me, dn this oi: any 
other subject?" 

*' Oh, no one !— it*s quite at vour option whether to audWer 
or not. And now, let me ask — ^have you heard what has 
lately befallen this friehd of ^otirs ?— beciuse, if you have 
not " 

"I will not be insulted, Mr. Markham!" cried she, almost 
infiiriated at mv manner. "So you had better leave the 
house at once, if you came only for that." 

" T did not come to insult you : I tame to hear your expla- 
nation.** 

And I tell you I Won't give it I" retorted she, pacing the 
room in a state of strong excitement, with her hands clasped 
tightly together, breathing short, and flashing fires of indig- 
nation from her eyes. " I will not condescend to explain my- 
self to one that can make a jest of sUch horrible isuspicions, 
and be so ezlsily led to entertain them." 

" I do not make a jest of them, Mrs. Graham," returned I, 
dropping at once my tone of taunting sarcasm. " I heartily 
wish I could find them a jestins matter I And as to being 
easily led to suspect, God only knows what a blind, incredu- 
lous fool I have oitherto been, perseveribgly dhu^ti^m^eyea 
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and stopping my ears against everything that threatened to 
shake my confidence in you, till proof itself confounded my 
infatuation I" 

"What proof, sir?" 

" Well, ril tell you. You rememher that evening when I 
was here last?" 

"I do." 

"Even then, you dropped some hints that might have 
opened the eyes of a wiser man ; but they had no such effect 
upon me : I went on trusting and believmg, hoping against 
hope, and adoring where I could not comprehend. It so hap- 
pened, however, that after I left you, I turned back— drawn 
by pure depth of sympathy, and ardour, of affection — not 
daring to intrude my presence openly upon you, but unable 
to resist the temptation of catching one glimpse through the 
window, just to see how you were ; for 1 had left you appa- 
rently in great affliction, and I partly blamed my own want of 
forbearance and discretion as the cause of it. If I did wrong, 
love alone was my incentive, and the punishment was severe 
enough ; for it was just as I had reached that tree, that you 
came out into the garden with your friend. Not choosing to 
show myself, imder the circumstances, I stood still, in the 
shadow, till you had both passed by." 

" And how much of our conversation did you hear ?" 

" I heard quite enough, Helen. And it was well for me 
that I did hear it ; for nothing less could have cured my infa- 
tuation. I always said and thought, that I would never be- 
lieve a word agamst you, unless I heard it from your own lips. 
All the hints and affirmatipns of others I treated as malignant, 
baseless slanders ; your own self accusations I believed to be 
over-strained; and all that seemed imaccountable in your 
position, I trusted that you could account for if you chose." 

Mrs. Graham had discontinued her walk. She leant against 
one end of the chimney-piece, opposite that near which I 
was standing, with her chia resting on her closed hand, her 
eyes — ^no longer bumins with anger, but gleaming with rest- 
less excitement — sometimes glancing at me while I spoke, 
then coursing the opposite wall, or £^ed upon the carpet. 

" You should have come to me, after all," said she, " and 
heard what I had to say in my own justification. It was un- 
generous and wrong to withdraw yourself so secretly and 
suddenly, immediately after such ardent protestations of at- 
tachment, without ever assigning a reason for the change. 
You should have told me ^1 — ^no matter how bitterly. It 
would have been better than this silence." 

" To what end should I have done so ? You could not 
have enlightened me further, on the subject which alone con- 
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cemed me ; nor covld you have made me discredit the evi- 
dence of my senses. 1 desired our intimacy to be discon- 
tinued at once, as you yourself had acknowledged would pro- 
bably be the case if I knew all ; but I did not wish to upbraid 
you, — ^though (as you also acknowledged) you had deeply 
wronged me. Yes ; you have done me an injury you can 
never repair — or any other either — ^you have bl^hted the 
freshness and promise of youth, and made my life a wilderness I 
I might live a hundred years, but I could never recover from 
the effects of this withering blow — and never forget it ! Here- 
after You smile, Mrs. Graham,*' said I, suddenly stopping 

short, checked in my passionate declamation by imutterable 
feelings to behold her actually smiling at the picture of the 
ruin she had wrought. 

"Did I?" replied she, looking seriously up; "I was not 
aware of it. If I did, it was not for pleasure at the thoughts 
of the harm I had done you. Heaven knows I have had tor- 
ment enough at the bare possibility of that ; — ^it was for joy 
to find that you had some depth of soul and feeling after all, 
and to hope that I had not been utterly mistaken in your 
worth. But smiles and tears are so alike with me ; they are 
neither of them confined to any particular feelings : I often 
cry when I am happy, and smile when I am sad." 

She looked at me again, and seemed to expect a reply; but 
I continued silent. 

" Would you be very glad,** resumed she, *' to find that 
you were mistaken in your conclusions?'* 

" How can you ask it, Helen ?*' 

" I don't say I can clear myself • altogether,*' said she, 
speaking low and fast, while her heart beat visibly and her 
bosom heaved with excitement, — " but would you be glad to 
discover I was better than you think me ?'* 

" Anything, that could, in the least degree, tend to restore 
my former opinion of you, to excuse the resard I still feel for 
you, and alleviate the pangs of unutterable regret that ac- 
company it, would be only too gladly — ^too eagerly received I*' 

Her cheeks burned and her whole fi:ame trembled, now, 
with excess of agitation. She did not speak, but flew to her 
desk, and snatching thence what seemed a thick album or 
manuscript volume, hastily tore away a few leaves from the 
end, and thrust the rest into my hand, saying, *' You needn't 
read it all ; but take it home with you,** and nurried from the 
room. But when I had left the house, and was proceeding 
down the walk, she opened. the window and called. me back. 
It was only to say, — 

^^ Bring it back when you have read it ; and don't breatlit 
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a word of what it tells you to any liTing being. I trust to 
your honour.'* 

Before I could answer, she had closed the casement and 
turned away. I saw her cast herself back in the old oak 
chair, and cover her face with her hands. Her feelings had 
been wrought to a pitch that rendered it necessary to seek 
relief in tears. 

Panting with eagerness, and struggling to suppress my 
hopes, I nurried home, and rushed up stairs to my room, 
haTin^ first provided myself with a candle, though it was 
scarcely twilight yet — then, shut and bolted the door, deter- 
mined to tolerate no interruption ; and sitting down before the 
table, opened out my prize and delivered myself up to its 
perusal — ^first, hastily turning over the leaves and snatching a 
sentence here and there, and then, setting myself steadily to 
read it through. 

I have it now before me ; and though you could not, of 
course, peruse it with half tiie interest that I did, I know you 
would not be satisfied with an abbreviation of its contents, and 
you shall have the whole, save, perhaps, a few passages here 
and there of merely temporal interest to the writer, or such 
as would serve to encumber the story rather than elucidate 
it. It begins somewhat abruptly, thus — ^but we will reserve 
its commencement for another chapter, and call it, — 



CHAPTER XVI. 

Juke Ist, 1821. — ^We have just returned to Staningley-^that 
is, we returned some days ago, and I am not yet settled, and 
feel as if I never should be. We lefl town sooner than was 
intended, in consequence of my nucleus indisposition — I wonder 
what would have been the result if we had stayed the full 
time. I am quite ashamed of my new-sprung distaste for 
eountry life. All my former occupations seem so tedious 
and dull, my former amusements so insipid and unprofitable. 
I cannot enjoy my music, because there is no one to hear it. 
I cannot enjoy my walks, because there is no one to meet. I 
eannot enqoy my books, because they have not power to arrest 
my attention — my head is so haunted with the recollections of 
the last few weeks, that I cannot attend to them. My draw- 
ing suits me best, for t can draw and think at the same time ; 
and if my productions cannot now be seen by any one but my- 
self and those who do not care about them, they, possibly, 
may be, hereafler. But then, there is one face 1 am always 
tiymg to paint or to sketch, and always without success ; and 
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that vexeB me. As for the owner of that faee, I cannot vet 
him out of my mind — ^and, indeed, I never try. I wonder 
whether he ever thinks of me ; and I wonder whether I ahall 
ever see him again. And then might follow a train of other 
wonderments — questions for time and fate to answer — conclud* 
ing with : — snpposinff all the rest be answered in the affirma- 
tive, I wonder wheUier I shall ever repent it — as my aimt 
would tell me I should, if she knew what I was thinking about* 
How distinctly I remember our eonversatioii that evening be- 
fore onr departure for town, when we were sitting together 
over the fire, my uncle having gone to bed with a slight attack 
of the gout. 

^^ Helen," said she, after a thoughtful sileocei ** do you ever 
think about marriage ? " 

^< Yes, aunt, often." 

*^And do you ever eontemplate the possibility of being 
married yourseU, or ei^aged, before the season is over ?" 

' Sometimes ; but I don't think it a^ all likely that I ever 
shall." 

"Why so?" 

" Because, I imaffine there must be only a very, very few 
men in the world, that I should like to marry ; aod of those 
few, it is ten to one I may never be acquainted with one ; or 
if I should, it is twenty to one, he may not happen to b0 
single, or to take a fancy to me." 

" That is no argument at all. It may be very tnie-<-<md I 
hope is true, that there are very few men whom you would 
chooee to marry, of yourself. It is not, indeed, to be tap- 
posed, that vou would wish to marry any one, till you were 
asked : a girrs affections should never be won unsought. But 
when they are sought-^when the citadel of the heart is &irl^ 
besieged—- it is apt to surrender sooner than the owner la 
aware of, and often against her better judgment, and in oppo« 
sition to all her preconceived ideas of what she could have 
loved, unless she be extremely careful and discreet l^ow, I 
want to warn you, Helen, of these things, and to exhort you 
to be watchM and circumspect firom the very oommeneement 
of your career, and not to suffer your heart to be stolen from 
you by the first foolish or imprineipled person that covets the 
possession of it — ^You know, my dear, you are only just 
eighteen ; there is plenty of time before you, and neither your 
uncle nor I are in anv hurry to get you off our bands, and I 
may venture to say, there will be no lack of suitors ; for you 
can boast » good fiiunily, a prettv connderable fortune and ex« 
pectations, imd, I may as well tell you likewise — ^for, if I dont, 
others will — that you have a fiur share of beauty, besides— 
and I hope you may never have ^m^ to ^Sflf^JUgogie 
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** I hope not, aunt ; but why should you fear it ?*• 
** Because, my dear, beauty is that quality which, next tp 
money, is generally the most attractive to the worst kinds of 
men; and, therefore, it is likely to entail a great deal of 
trouble on the possessor." 
" Have you been troubled in that way, aunt ?" 
"No, Helen," said she, with reproachful gravity, "but I 
know many that have ; and some, through carelessness, have 
been the wretched victims of deceit ; and some, through weak- 
ness, have fallen into snares and temptations, terrible to 
relate." 
" Well, I shall be neither careless nor weak." 
" Bemember Peter, Helen ! Don't boast, but watch. Keep 
a guard oyer your eyes and ears as the inlets of your heart, 
and over your lips as the outlet, lest they betray you in a 
moment of unwarmess. Beceive, coldly and dispassionately, 
every attention, till you have ascertained and duly considered 
the worth of the aspirant ; and let your affections be conse- 
quent upon approbation alone. ,. First study ; then approve ; 
then love. Let your eyes be blind to all external attractions, 
your ears deaf to all the fascinations of flattery and light dis- 
course. — ^These are nothing — and worse than nothing — snares 
and wiles of the tempter, to lure the thoughtless to their own 
destruction. Principle is the first thing, after all ; and next 
to that, good sense, respectabiUty, and moderate wealth. If 
you shomd marry the handsomest, and most accomplished and 
superficially agreeable man in the world, you little know the 
misery that would overwhelm you, if, after all, you should 
find mm to be a worthless reprobate, or even an impracticable 
fool." 

" But what are all the poor fools and reprobates to do, 
aunt? If everybody followed your advice, the world would 
soon come to an end." 

" Never fear, my dear ! the male fools and reprobates will 
never want for partners, while there are so many of the other 
sex to match them ; but do you follow my advice. And this 
is no subject for jesting, Helen — ^I am sorry to see you treat 
the matter in that light way. Believe me, matrimony is a 
serious thing." And she spoke it so seriously, that one might 
have fancied she had known it to her cost ; but I asked no 
more impertinent questions, and merely answered, — 

" I know it is ; and I know there is truth and sense in what 
you say ; but you need not fear me, for I not only should 
think it wrong to marry a man that was deficient in sense or 
in principle, but I should never be tempted to do it ; for I could 
not like him, if he were ever so handsome, and ever so charm- 
ing, in other respects; I should hate him^ — despwe Jrnn — ^pity 
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him — an3rthing but love him. My affectiona not only ought 
to be founded on approbation, but they will and must be so : 
for, without approving, I cannot love. It is needless to say, 
I ought to be able to respect and honour the man I marry, aa 
well as love him, for I cannot love him without. So set your 
mind at rest.'* 

^' I hope it may be so," answered she. 

** I know it is so," persisted I. 

"You have not been tried yet, Helen — ^we can but hope," 
said she, in her cold, cautious way. 

I was vexed at her incredulity; but I am not sure her 
doubts were entirely without sagacity ; I fear I have found it 
much easier to remember her advice than to profit by it ; — in- 
deed, I have sometimes been led to question the soundness of 
her doctrines on those subjects. Her counsels may be good, 
as far as they go — ^in the main points, at least ; — ^but there are 
some things she has overlooked in her calculations. I wonder 
if she was ever in love. 

I commenced my career— ^r my first campaign, as my uncle 
calls it — ^kindling with bright hopes and fancies — chiefly 
raised by this conversation — and full of confidence in my own 
discretion. At first, I was delighted with the xiovelty and ex- 
citement of our London life ; but soon I began to weary of its 
mingled turbulence and constraint, and sigh for the freshness 
and freedom of home. My new acquaintances, both male and 
female, disappointed my expectations, and vexed and de- 
pressed me by turns ; for I soon grew tired of studying their 
peculiarities, and laughing at their foibles — particularly as I 
was obliged to keep my criticisms to myself, for my aunt 
would not hear them — ^and they— the ladies especially — ap- 
peared so provokingly mindless, and heartless, and artificial. 
The gentlemen seemed better, but, perhaps, it was because I 
knew them less — perhaps, because they flattered me ; but I 
did not fall in love with any of them ; and, if their attentions 
pleased me one moment, they provoked me the next, because 
they put me out of humour with myself, by revealing my 
vanity, and making me fear I was becoming like some of 
the ladies I so heartily despised. 

There was one elderly gentleman that annoyed me very 
much ; a rich old friend of my imcle's, who, I beheve, thought 
I could not do better than marry him ; but, besides being old, 
he was ugly and disagreeable, — ^and wicked,! am sure, though 
my aunt scolded me for saying so ; but she allowed he was no 
samt. And there was another, less hateful, but still more 
tiresome, because she favoured him, and was always thrusting 
him upon me, and sounding his praises in my ears, Mr. Boar- 
ham, by name, Bore'em, as I prefer spelJ^i^g^it,^J^<j^f$rrible 
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bore he was : I shudder still, at the remembrance of bit 
voice, drone, drone, drone, in my ear, while he sat beside me^ 
prosing away by the half-hour together, and beguiling himselt 
with the notion that he was improying my mind by useful in- 
formation, or impressing his dogmas Upon me, and reforming 
my errors of judgment, or, perhaps, that he was talking down 
to my level, and amusing me with entertaining discourse. Yet 
he was a -decent man enough, in the main, I dare say ; and if 
he had kept his distance, I never would have hated him. As 
it was, it was almost impossible to help it ; for he not only 
bothered me with the infliction of his own presence, but he 
kept me from the enjoyment of more agreeable society. 

One night, however, at a ball, he had been more than usually 
tormenting, and my patience was quite exhausted. It appeared 
as if the whole evening was fated to be insupportable : I had just 
had one dance with an empty-headed coxcomb, and then Mr. 
Boarham had come upon me and seemed determined to ch'i^ 
to me for the rest of the night. He never danced himself, and 
there he sat, poking his head in my face, and impressing all be- 
'holders with the idea that he was a confirmed, acknowledged 
lover ; my aunt looking complacently cm, all the time, and 
wishing him God-speed. In vain I attempted to drive him away 
by giving a loose to my exasperated feelings, even to positive 
rudeness : nothing could convince him that his presence was 
disagreeable. Sidlen alenee was taken for rapt attention, and 
gave him greater room to talk ; sharp answers were received as 
smart sallies of girlish vivacity, that only required an indulgent 
rebuke ; and fiat contradictions were but as oil to the flames, 
calling forth new strains of argument to support his dogmas, 
and bringing down upon me endless flioods of reasoning to 
overwhelm me with conviction. 

But there was one present who seemed to have a better ap- 
preciation of my frame of mind. A gentleman stood by, who 
had been watching our conference for some time, evidently 
much amused at my ccnnpanion^s remorseless pertinacity and 
my manifiest annoyance, and laughing to himself at the as- 
perity and uncompromising spirit of my replies. At length, 
however, he withdrew, and went to the laidy of the house, 
apparently for the purpose of asking an introduction to me, 
for, shortly after, they both came up, and she introduced 
him as Mr. Huntingdon, the son of a late fnend of my 
uncle's. He asked me to dance. I gladly consented, of 
course ; and be was my companion during the remainder of 
my stay, which was not long, for my aunt, as usual, insisted 
upon an early departure. 

I was sorry to go, for I had found my new acquaintanee a 
very lively and entertaining companion.^^^ T^^i;§<i^fl5ertain 
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graeefiil ease and freedom about all be said and did, tbat gave 
a sense of repose and expansion to tbe mind, af^r so much 
constraint and formality as I bad been doomed to suffer 
There might be, it is true, a little too much careless boldness 
in his manner and address, but I was in so good a humour, 
and so grateful for my late deliverance from Mr. Boarham, 
that it did not anger me. 

"Well, Helen, how do you like Mr. Boarham now?*' said 
my aunt, as we took our seats in the carriage and drove away. 

" Worse than ever," I replied. 

She looked displeased, but said no more on that subject. 

" Who was the gentleman you danced with last," resumed 
the, after a pause — "that was so officious in helping you on 
with your shawl?" 

" He was not officious at all, aunt : he never attempted to 
help me, till he saw Mr. Boarham coming to do so ; and then 
he stepped laughingly forward and said, * Come, 111 preserve 
you from that infliction.' " 

" Who was it, I ask?" said she, with frigid gravity. 

" It was Mr. Huntingdon, the son of uncle's old friend." 

''I have heard your uncle speak of young Mr. Huntingdon. 
Tve heard him say, *■ He's a fine lad, that young Huntingdon, 
but a bit wildish, I fancy.' So I'd have jou beware." 

" What does ' a bit wildish' mean ?" I inquired. 

" It means destitute of principle, and prone to every vice 
that is common to youth." 

" But I've heard uncle say he was a sad wild fellow him- 
self, when he was young." 

She sternly shook her head. 

" He was jesting then, I suppose," said I, " and here he 
was speaking at random — ^at least, I cannot believe there is 
any harm in those laughing blue eyes." 

** False reasoning, Helen I" said she, with a sigh. 

" Well, we ou^ht to be charitable, you know, aunt— be- 
tides, I don't thmk it is false : I am an excellent physiog- 
nomist, and I always judge of people's characters by their 
looks — ^not by whether they are handsome or ugly, but by 
the general cast of the countenance. For instance, I should 
know by your countenance that you were not of a cheerful, 
sanguine disposition ; and I should know by Mr. Wilmot's 
that he was a worthless old reprobate, and by Mr. Boar- 
ham's that be was not an a^eeable companion, and by Mr. 
Huntmgdon's that he was neither a fool nor a knave, though, 
possibly, neither a sage nor a saint — but that is no matter to 
ine, as I am not likely to meet him again — ^unless as an occa- 
tional partner in the ball-room." 

It was not 80, however, for I met him again next morn- 
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ing. He came to call upon my uncle, apologising for 
not having done so before, by saying he was only lately re- 
turned from the continent, and had not heard, till the pre- 
vious night, of my imcle's arrival in town ; and after that, 
1 often met him ; sometimes in public, sometimes at home ; 
for he was very assiduous in paying his respects to his old 
friend, who did not, however, consider himself greatly obliged 
by the attention. 

" I wonder what the deuce the lad means by coming so 
often," he would say, — "can you tell, Helen? — ^Hey? He 
wants none o'my company, nor I his — ^that's certain." 

"I wish you'd tell him so, then," said my aunt. 

" Why, what for ? If I don't want him, somebody does 
mayhap (winking at me). Besides, he's a pretty tidy for- 
tune, Peggy, you know — not such a catch as Wilmot, but 
then Helen won't hear of that match ; for, somehow, these 
old chaps don't go down with the girls — ^with all their money 
— and tneir experience to boot. I'll bet anything she'd rather 
have this young fellow without a penny, than Wilmot with 
his house full of gold — ^Wouldn't you, Nell?" . 

" Yes, uncle ; but that's not saying much for Mr. Hunt- 
ingdon, for I'd rather be an old maid and a pauper, than 
Mrs. Wilmot." 

" And Mrs. Huntingdon ? What would you rather be than 
Mrs. Huntingdon ? eh ? " 

" I'll tell you when I've considered the matter." 

" Ah 1 it needs consideration then. But come, now — ^would 
you rather be an old maid — ^let alone the pauper?" 

" I can't tell till I'm asked." 

And I left the room immediately, to escape further exami- 
nation. But five minutes after, in looking from my window, 
I beheld Mr. Boarham coming up to the door. I waited 
nearly half-an-hour in uncomfortable suspense, expecting 
every minute to be called, and vainly longing to hear him go. 
Then, footsteps were heard on the stairs, and my aunt entered 
the room with a solemn countenance, and closed the door be- 
hind her. 

" Here is Mr. Boarham, Helen," said she. " He wishes to 
see you." 

*'0h, aunt I Can't you tell him I'm indisposed? — I'm 
sure I am— to see him.'* 

"Nonsense, my dear! this is no trifling matter. He is 
come on a very important errand — to ask your hand in mar- 
riage, of your uncle and me." 

*' I hope my imcle and you told him it was not in your 
power to give it. What right had he to ask any one before 
me?" 
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" Helen 1" 

" What did my uncle say ?" 

^^ He said he would not interfere in the matter ; if you 
liked to accept Mr. Boarham's obliging offer, you " 

" Did he say obliging offer ? " 

" No ; he said if you liked to take him you might ; and if 
not, you might please yourself." 

*' He said right ; and what did you say?" 

"It is no matter what I said. What will you say ? — ^that 
is the question. He is now waiting to ask you himself; but 
consider well before you go ; and if you intend to refuse him, 
give me your reasons." 

" I shall refuse him, of course, but you must tell me how, 
for I want to be civil and yet decided — ^and when IVe got rid 
of him, I'll give you my reasons afterwards." 

" But stay, Helen ; sit down a little, and compose yourself. 
Mr. Boarham is in no particular hurry, for he has little doubt 
of your acceptance ; and I want to speak with you. Tell me, 
my dear, what are your objections to him ? Do you deny that 
he is an upright, honourable man?" 

" No." 

" Do you deny that he is a sensible, sober, respectable ? " 

" No ; he may be all this, but " 

" But, Helen I How many such men do you expect to meet 
with in the world? Upright, honourable, sensible, sober, 
respectable ! — Is this such an every-day character, that you 
should reject the possessor of such noble qualities, without a 
moment's hesitation ? — ^Yes, noble, I may call them ; for, 
think of the full meaning of each, and how many inestimable 
virtues they include (aud I might add many more to the list), 
and consider that all this is laid at your feet ; it is in your power 
to secure this inestimable blessing for life — a worthy and ex- 
cellent husband, who loves you tenderly, but not too fondly 
80 as to blind him to your faults, and will be your guide 
throughout life's pilgrimage, and your partner in eternal bliss ! 
Think how " 

^^ But I hate him, aunt, said I," interrupting this imusual 
flow of eloquence. 

^^Hate him, Helen 1 Is this a Christian spirit ? — ^you hate 
him? — and he so good a man !" 

*' I don't hate hun as a man, but as a husband. As a man, 
1 love him so much, that I wish him a better wife than I 
— one as good as himself, or better — ^if you think that pos- 
sible — provided, she could like him ; but I never could, and 
therefore ^" 

" But why not ? What objection do you find ? " 

" Firstly, he is, »t least, forty years old— €on8ideraUy>more 
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I should think, and I am but eighteen : secondly, he is nar- 
row-minded and bigoted in the extreme ; thirdly, his tastes 
and feelings are wholly dissimilar to mine ; fourthly, his 
looks, voice, and manner are particularly displeasing to me ; 
and finally, I have an aversion to his whole person that I 
never can surmount." 

'^ Then you ought to surmount it! And please to compare 
him for a moment with Mr. Huntingdon, and, ffood looks 
apart (which contribute nothing to the merit of me man, or 
to the happiness of married life, and which you have so often 
professed to hold in light esteem), tell me which is the better 
man." 

'* I have no doubt Mr. Huntingdon is a much better man 
than you think him — ^but we are not talking about him, now, 
but about Mr. Boarham ; and as I would rather grow, live 
and die in single blessedness than be his wife, it is but right 
that I should tell him so at once, and put him out of suspense 
— ^80 let me go." 

*^ But don^t give him a flat denial ; he has no idea of such 
a thing, and it would offend him greatly : say you havo no 
thoughts of matrimony, at present " 

«' But I have thoughts of it." 

" Or that you desire a further acquaintance." 

'^ But I don't desire a further acquaintance — quite the con- 
trary." 

And without waiting for further admonitions, I lefl the 
room, and went to seek Mr. Boarham. He was walking up 
and down the drawing-room, humming snatches of tunes^ and 
nibbling the end of his cane. 

^^ My dear young lady," said he, bowing and smirking with 
great complacency, '^I have your kind guardian's permis- 
sion ^^ 

*^I know, sir," said I, wishing to shorten the scene as 
much as possible, '^ and I am greatly obliged for your pre- 
ference, but must beg to decline the honour you wish to 
confer ; for, I think, we were not made for each other — ^as 
you yourself would fhortly dis6over if the experiment were 
tried." 

My aunt was right : it was quite evident he had had little 
doubt of my acceptance, and no idea of a positive denial. He 
was amazed — ^astounded at such an answer, but too incre- 
dulous to be much offended ; and after a little humming and 
hawing, he returned to the attack. 

^^ I know, my dear, that there exists a considerable dispa- 
rity between us in years, in temperament, and perhaps some 
other things ; but let me assure you, I shall not be severe to 
mark the faults and foibles of a young and ardent nature such 
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AS TOtm, and while I acknowledge them to myself and eren re- 
buke them with all a father's care, believe me, no youthful 
lover could be more tenderly indulgent towards the object of 
his affections, than I to you ; and, on the other hand, let me 
hope that my more experienced years and graver habits of 
renection will be no disparagement in your eyes, as I shall 
endeavour tb make them aU conducive to your happiness. 
Come now ! What do you say ? — Let us have no young lady's 
affectations and caprices, but speak out at once V* 

^* I will, but only to repeat what I said before, that I am 
eertain we were not made for each other.'* 

"You really thmk so?" 

"I do." 

" But vou don't know me — you wish for a further acquaint- 
ance — a longer time to " 

" No, I don't. I know you as well as I ever shall, and 
better than you know me, or you would never dream of 
uniting yourself to one so incongruous — so utterly unsuitable 
to you in every way." 

'^ But my dear young lady, I don't look for perfection, I 
can excuse " 

^ Thank you, Mr. Boarham, but I won't trespass upon 
your goodness. You may save your indulgence and considera- 
tion for some more worthy object, that won't tax them so 
heavily." 

*^ But let me beg you to consult your aunt ; that excellent 
lady, I am sure, will " 

" I have consulted her ; and I know her wishes coincide 
with yours ; but in such important matters, I take the liberty 
Of judging for myself; and no persuasion can alter my incli- 
nations, or induce me to believe that such a step would be 
conducive to my happiness, or yours — and I wonder that a 
man of your experience and discretion dbould think of choos- 
ing such a wife." 

" Ah, well !" said he, " I have sometimes wondered at that 
myself. I have sometimes said to myself, * Now, Boarham, 
what is this you're after ? Take care, man — ^look before you 
leap ! This is a sweet, bewitching creature, but lemember, 
the brightest attractions to the lover, too often prove the hus- 
band's greatest torments!' I assure you my choice has not 
been made without much reasoning and reflection. The seem- 
ing imprudence of the match has cost me many an anxious 
thought by day, and many a sleepless hour by night ; but at 
length, I satisfied myself, that it was not, in very deed, im- 
prudent. I saw my sweet girl was not without her faults, but 
of these, her youth, I trusted, was not one, but rather an 
earnest of virtues yet unblown-^a strong ground of presump- 
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tion that her little defects of temper, and errors of judgment, 
opinion, or manner vieie not irremediable, but might easily 
be removed or mitigated by the patient efforts of a watchful 
and judicious adviser, and where I failed to enlighten and 
control, I thought I might safely undertake to pardon, for 
the sake of her many excellences. Therefore, my dearest 
girl, since I am satisfied, why should you object— on my ac- 
count, at least?" 

" But to tell you the truth, Mr. Boarhara, it is on my own 

account I principally object ; so let us drop the subject," 

I would have said, " for it is worse than useless to pursue it 
any further," but he pertinaciously interrupted me with, — 

" But why so ? I would love you, cherish you, protect you, 
&c., &c." 

I shall not trouble myself to put down all that passed be- 
tween us. Suffice it to say, that I found him very trouble- 
some, and very hard to convince that I really meant what I 
said, and really was so obstinate and blind to my own in- 
terests, that there was no shadow of a chance that either he 
or my aunt would ever be able to overcome my objections*. 
Indeed, I am not sure that I succeeded after all, though 
wearied with his so pertinaciously returning to the same 
point and repeating the same arguments over and over again, 
forcing me to reiterate the same replies, I at length turned 
short and sharp upon him, and my last words were, — 

" I tell you plainly, that it cannot be. No consideration 
can induce me to marry against my inclinations. I respect 
you — ^at least, I would respect you, if you would behave like 
a sensible man — but I cannot love you, and never could — and 
the more you talk the further you repel me ; so pray don't 
say any more about it." 

Whereupon, he wished me a good morning and withdrew, 
disconcerted and offended, no doubt ; but surely it was not 
my fault. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

The next day, I accompanied my uncle and aunt to a dinner 
party at Mr. Wilmot's. He had two ladies staymg with him, 
nis niece Annabella, a fine dashing girl, or rather young 
woman, of some five and twenty, too great a fiirt to be mar- 
ried, according to her own assertion, but greatly admired by 
the gentlemen, who universally pronounced her a splendid 
woman, — and her gentle cousin Milicent Hargrave, who had 
taken a violent fancy to me, mistaking me for something 
vastly better than I was. And I, in return, was very fond of 
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Jier. I should entirely exclude poor Milicent in my general 
animadversions against the ladies of my acquaintance. But 
it was not on her account, or her cousin^s, that I have men- 
tioned the party : it was for the sake of another of Mr. Wil- 
mot's guests, to wit Mr. Huntingdon. I have good reason to 
remember his presence there, for this was the xast tune I saw 
him. 

. He did not sit near me at dinner ; for it was his fate to 
hand in a capacious old dowager, and mine to be handed in 
by Mr. Grimsby, a friend of his, but a man I very greatly 
disliked : there was a sinister cast in his countenance, and a 
mixture of lurking ferocity and fulsome insincerity in his de< 
' meanour, that I could not away with. What a tiresome cus' 
torn that is, by-the-bye — one among the many sources of facti- 
tious annoyance of ihis ultra-civilised life, if the gentlemen 
must lead the ladies into the dining-room, why cannot they 
take those they like best ? 

I am not sure, however, that Mr. Huntingdon would have 
taken me, if he had been at liberty to make his own selec- 
tion. It is quite possible he might have chosen Miss Wil- 
mot ; for she seemed bent upon engrossing his attention to 
herself, and he seemed nothing loath to pay the homage she 
demanded. I thought so, at least, when I saw how they 
talked and laughed, and glanced across the table, to the neg- 
lect and evident umbrage of their respective neighbours — and 
afterwards, as the gentlemen joined us in the £awing-room, 
when she, immediately upon his entrance, loudly called upon 
him to be the arbiter of a dispute between herself and an- 
other lady, and he answered the summons with alacrity, and 
decided the question without a moment's hesitation in her fa- 
vour — ^though, to my thinking, she was obviously in the wrong 
— and then stood chatting familiarly with her and a group of 
other ladies ; while I sat with MiUcent Hargrave, at the op- 
posite end of the room, looking over the latter's drawings, and 
aiding her with my critical observations and advice, at her 
particular desu:e. But in spite of my efforts to remain com- 
posed, my attention wandered from the drawings to the merry 
group, and against my better judgment my wrath rose, and 
doubtless my coimtenance lowered ; for Milicent, observing 
that I must be tired of her daubs and scratches, begged I 
would join the company now, and defer the examination of 
the remainder to another opportunity. But while I was as- 
suring her that I had no wish to join them, and was not tired, 
Mr. Huntingdon himself came up to the little round table at 
which we sat. 

*^Are these yours?**. said he, carelessly taking up one of 
the drawings. 
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•* No, ftcy are Mifli Hargraye'i.** 

*^ Oh I well, let*6 ha^e a look at thcm.^ 

Jijr&d, regardleBs of Mien Hargrave^s protefltaGons that they 
were not worth looking at, he dr«w a chair to mv side, and 
ireceiTing the drawings, one hy one from my nand, sue- 
eeeeively scanned them over, and threw them on the table, 
hut said not a word about them, though he was talking all the 
time. I don*t know what Milicent Hargrave thought of snch 
conduct, but I found his conTersation extremely mteresdngi 
though as I afterwards discorered, when I came t6 analyse it, 
it was chiefly confined to quiszing the different membien of 
the company present ; and albeit he made some clever re* 
marks, and some ezcessiyely droll ones, I do not think the 
whole would appear anything verv particular, if written here, 
without the adventitious aids of jook, and tone, and gesture, 
and that ineffable but indeftnite charm, which cast a halo over 
all he did and said, and which would have made it a delight 
to look in his face, and hear the music of his voice, if he had 
been talking positive nonsense — and which, moreover, made 
me feel so mtter again«t my aunt when ilhe put a stop to this 
enjoyment, by coming composedly forward, under pretence of 
wishing to see the drawings, that she cared and knew nothing 
about, and while making believe to examine them, addressing 
herself to Mr. Huntingdon, with one of her coldest and most 
repellent aspects, and beginning a series of the most common 
place and &rmidably formal questions and observations, on 
purpose to wrest his attention from me— on purpose to vex 
me, as I thought : and having now looked through the port- 
foUo, I left them to their t6te-d>-tdte, and seated mVself on a 
sofa, quite apart from the company — ^never thinking how 
Strange such conduct would appear, but merely to indulge, at 
first, the vexation of the moment, and subsequently to enjoy 
my private thoughts. 

But I was not left long alone, for Mr. Wilmot, of all men 
the least welcome, took advantage of my isolated position to 
come and plant hhnself beside me. I had flattered myself 
that I had so effectually repulsed his advances on all former 
occasions, that I had nothing more to apprehend from his un* 
fortunate predilection ; but It seems I was mistaken : so great 
was his confidence, either in his wealth or his remaining 
powers of attraction, and so firm his conviction of feminine 
weakness, that he thought himself warranted to return to the 
siege, which he did witn renovated ardour, enkindled by the 
quantity of wine he had drunk — a circumstance that rendered 
him infinitely the more disgusting ; but greatly as I abhorred 
him at that moment, I did not like to treat him with rudeness, 
as I was now his guest and had just been enjoying his hospi- 
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tality ; and I was no hand at a polite but determined rejec- 
tion, Dor would it have greatly availed me if J, had ; for he 
was too coarse -minded to take any repulse that was act as 
plain and positive as his own effrontery. The consequence 
was, that he waxed more fulsomely tender, and more repul- 
sively warm, and I was driven to the very vei^e of despera- 
tion, and about to say, I know not what, when I felt my hand^ 
that hung over the arm of the sofa, suddenly taken by an- 
other and gently but fervently pressed. Instinctively, I 
guessed who it was, and, on looking up, was less surprised 
than delighted to see Mr. Huntingdon smiling upon me. It 
was like turning from some purgatorial fiend to an angel of 
light, come to announce that the season of torment was past* 

'' Helen," said he (he frequently called me Helen, and I 
never resented the freedom), *^ I want you to look at this pic- 
ture : Mr. Wilmot will excuse you a moment, I'm sure.*' 

I rose with alacrity. He drew my arm within his, and led 
me across the room to a splendid painting of Vandyke's that 
I had noticed before, but not sufficiently examined. After a 
moment of silent contemplation, I was beginning to comment 
on its beauties and peculiarities, when, playfully pressing the 
hand he still retained within his arm, he interrupted me 
with, — 

*^ Never mind the picture,' it was not for that I brought you 
here ; it was to get you away from that scoundrelly old pro- 
fligate yonder, who is looking as if he would like to chall^ge 
me for the afi&ont." 

*^ I am very much obliged to you,*' said I. *^ This is twice 
you have dehvered me from such unpleasant companionship." 

*^ Don't be too thankful," he answered : ^4t is not all kind- 
ness to you ; it is partly from a feeling of spite to your tor- 
mentors that makes me delighted to do the old fellows a bad 
turn, though I don't think I have any great reason to dread 
them as rivals. Have I, Helen?" 

" You know I detest them both." 

•'And me?" 

*' I have no reason to detest you." 

*^But what are your sentiments towards mef Helen- 
Speak 1 How do you regard me ? " 

And again he pressed my hand ; but I feared there was 
more of conscious power than tenderness in his demeanour^ 
and I felt he had no right to extort a confession of attachmeni 
from me when he had made no correspondent avowal hixrisel^ 
and knew not what to answer. At last I said,—* 

" How do you regard me ? " 

" Sweet angel, I adore you ! I " 

** Helen, I want you a moment," said the distinct, low Toic6 
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of my aunt, close beside us. And I left him, muttering male« 
dictions against his evil angel. 

"AVell, aunt, what is it? What do you want?" said I, 
following her to the embrasure of the window. 

" I want you to join the company, when you are fit to be 
seen," returned she, severely regarding me ; " but please to 
stay here a little till that shocking colour is somewhat abated, 
and your eyes have recovered something of their natural ex- 
pression. I should be ashamed for any one to see you in your 
present state." 

Of course, such a remark had no effect in reducing the 
•' shocking colour ; " on the contrary, I felt my face glow with 
redoubled fires kindled by a complication of emotions, of 
whieh indignant, swelling anger was the chief. I offered no 
reply, however, but pushed aside the curtain and looked into 
the night— or rather, into the lam]^-lit square. 

"Was Mr. Huntingdon proposing to you, Helen?" in- 
quired my too watchiul relative. 

"No." 

"What was he saying then? I heard something very 
like it." 

" I don^t know what he would have said, if you hadn't in- 
terrupted him." 

"And would you have accepted him, Helen, if he had pro- 
posed?" 

" Of course not — ^without consulting uncle and you." 

" Oh ! I'm fflad, my dear, you have so much prudence left. 
Well, now," wie added, after a moment's pause, "you have 
made yourself conspicuous enough for one evening. The 
ladies are directing in<]^uiring glances towards us at this mo- 
ment I see. I shsdl jom them. Do you come too, when you 
are sufficiently composed to appear as usual." 

" I am so now." 

" Speak gently then ; and don't look so malicious," said my 
calm, but provoking aunt. "We shall return home shortly, 
and then," she added with solemn significance, " I have much 
to say to you." 

So I went home prepared for a formidable lecture. Little 
was said by either party in the carriage during our short 
transit homewards ; but when I had entered my room and 
thrown myself into an easy chair to reflect on the events of 
the day, my aunt followed me thither, and having dismissed 
Bachel, wno was carefully stowing away my ornaments, 
closed the door ; and placing a chair beside me, or rather at 
rijght angles with mine, sat down. With 3ue deference I 
offered her my more commodious seat. She declined it, and 
thus opened the conference : 
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*^Do you remember, Helen, our conversation the night but 
one before we left Staningley?" 

"Yes, aunt." 

"And do you remember how I warned you against letting 
youi heart be stolen from you by those imworthy of its pos- 
session ; and fixing your affections where approbation did not 
go bsfore, and where reason and judgment withheld their 
sanction?" 

" Tes, but my reason ^" 

" f ardon me — and do you remember assuring me that 
there was no occasion for uneasiness on your account ; for 
you should never be tempted to marry a man who was defi- 
cient in sense or principle, however handsome or charming in 
other respects he might be, for you could not love him, you 
should hate— despise — ^pity — ^anything but love him — ^were 
not tlose your words?" 

"Yes, but " 

"And did you not say that your affection must be founded 
on approbation; and that unless you could approve and 
honour and respect, you could not love?" 

" Yes, but I do approve, and honour, and respect " 

" How so, my dear ? is Mr. Huntingdon a good man ?" 

" He is a much better man than you think him." 

" That is nothing to the purpose. Is he a good man?" 

" Yes — ^in some respects. He has a good disposition." 

" Is he a man of pnnciple ?" 

" Perhaps not, exactly ; but it is only for want of thought : 
if he had some one to advise him, and remind him of what is 
right ^" 

" He would soon learn, you think — and you yourself would 
willingly undertake to be his teacher ? But, my dear, he is, 
I believe, full ten years older than you — ^how is it that you 
are so before-hand in moral acquirements?" 

" Thanks to you, aunt, I have been well brought up, and 
had good examples always before me, which he, most likely, 
has not ; and besides, he is of a sanguine temperament, and 
a gay, thoughtless temper, and I am naturally inclined to re- 
flection." 

" Well, now you have made him out to be deficient in both 
sense and principle, by your own confession " 

" Then, my sense and my principle are at his service !" 

" That soimds presmnptuous, Helen I Do you think you 
have enough for both; and do you imagine your merry, 
thoughtless profligate would allow himself to be guided by a 
young girl like you?" 

" I?o ; I shoiQd not wish to guide him ; but I thiok I might 
have influence sufficient to save him from some^errors, and I 
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should think my life well spent in the eflfbrt to preserve bo 
noble a nature from destruction. He alwa3r8 listens atten-* 
tiyely now, when I speak seriously to him (and I often ven- 
ture to reproye his random way of talking), and sometimes he 
says that if he had me always by his side he should never do 
or say a wicked thing, and that a little daily talk with me 
would make him quite a saint. It may be partly jest and 
partly flattery, but still " 

" But still you think it may be truth?" 

'* If I do think there is any mixture of truth in it, it is not 
from confidence in my ovm powers, but in his natural good* 
ness. And you have no right to call him a profligate, aunt ; 
he is nothing of the kind.*' 

^^ Who told you so, my dear ? What was that story about 
his intrigue with a married lady — ^Lady who was it-^Miss 
Wilmot herself was telling you the other day ? " 

'^It was false — ^false!" I cried. ^^I don*t believe a w<»d 
of it." 

*' You think, then, that he is a virtuous, well-conducted 
young man?" 

^^ I know nothing positive respecting his character. I 
only know that I have heard nothing definitive against it — 
nothing that could be proved, at least ; and till people can 
prove their slanderous accusations, I will not believe them. 
And I know this, that if he has committed errors, Uiev are 
only such as are common to youth, and such as nobody thinks 
anything about ; for I see that everybody likes him, and aU 
the mammas smile upon him, and their daughters — and Miss 
Wilmot herself— are only too glad to attract his attention." 

'^ Helen, the world may look upon such offences as venial ; 
a few unprincipled mothers may be anxious to catch a youns 
man of fortune without reference to his character; and 
thoughtless girls may be glad to win ^e smiles of so hand- 
some a gentleman, without seeking to penetrate beyond the 
surface ; but you, I trusted, were better informed than to see 
with their eyes, and judge with their perverted judgment, 
I did not think you would call these vernal errors 1" 

^* Nor do I, aunt ; but if I hate the sins I love the sinner, 
and would do much for his salvation, even supposing your 
suspicions to be mamly true— which I do not and will not 
beheve." 

" Well, my dear, ask your uncle what sort of company he 
keeps, and if he is not banded with a set of loose, profligate 
young men, whom he calls his friends— his joUv companions, 
and whose chief delight is to wallow in vice, and vie with each 
other who can run fastest and furthest down the headlong 
road, to the place prepared for the devU i^d his angels*" 
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^^Then, I will save him from tbem/' 

•' Oh, Helen, Helen I you little know the misery of uniting 
yonr fortunes to sueh a man 1" 

" I have such confidence in him, aunt, notwithstanding all 
you say, that I would willingly risk my. happiness for the 
ehanoe of securing his. I will leave better men to those who 
only consider their own advantage. If he has done amiss, I 
shail consider my life well spent in saving him from the con- 
sequences of his early errors, and striving to recall him to the 
path of virtue. God grant me success 1*' 

Here the conversation ended, for at this juncture my nucleus 
voice was heard, from his chamber, loudly calling upon my 
aunt to come to bed. He was in a bad humour that night ; 
for his gout was Vorse. It had been gradually increasing 
upon him ever since we came to town ; and my aunt took ad- 
vantage of the circumstance, next morning, to persuade him 
to return to the country immediately, without waiting for the 
close of the season. His physician supported and enforced 
her arguments ; and contrary to her usual habits, she so hur- 
ried the preparations for removal (as much for my sake as my 
nucleus, I think), that in a very few days we departed ; and I 
saw no more of Mr. Huntingdon. My aunt flatters herself I 
shall soon forget him — perhaps, she thinks I have forgotten 
him, already, for I never mention his name ; and she may 
continue to think so, till we meet again— if ever that should 
be. I wonder if it will. . . 

CHAPTER XVm. '^^^''• 

AuatJST 25th. — I am now quite settled down to myusuar^ 
routine of steady occupations and quiet amusements — toler- 
ably contented and cheerful, but still looking forward to 
spnng with the hope of returning to town, not ror its gaieties 
and £ssipations, but for the chance of meeting Mr. Hunting- 
don once again ; for still, he is always in my thoughts and in 
my dreams. In all my employments, whatever I do, or see, 
or hear, has an ultimate reference to him ; whatever skill or 
knowledge I acquire is some day to be turned to his advan- 
tage or amusement ; whatever new beauties in nature or art I 
discover, are to be depicted to meet his eye, or stored in my 
memory to be told him at some future period. This, at least, 
is the hope that I cherish, the fancy that lights me on my 
lonely way. It may be only an ignis fatuus, after all, but it 
can do no harm to follow it with my eyes and rejoice in its 
lustre, as long as it does not lure me from the path I ought 
to keep ; and I think it will not, fbr I have thought deeply 
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on my aunt's advice, and I see clearly, now, the folly of 
throwing myself away on one that is unworthy of all the love 
I have to give, and incapable of responding to the best and 
deepest feelings of my inmost heart — so clearly, that even if I 
should see him a^n, and if he should remember me and 
love me still (which, alas I is too little probable, considering 
how he is situated, and by whom surrounded), and if he 
should ask me to marry him — ^I am determined not to consent 
until I know for certain whether my aunt's opinion of him or 
mine is nearest the truth ; for if mine is altogether wrong, it 
is not he that I love ; it is a creature of my own imagination. 
But I think it is not wrong — ^no, no — there is a secret some- 
thing — an inward instinct that assures me I am right. There 
is essential goodness in him ; — and what delight to unfold it ! 
If he has wandered, what bliss to recall him I If he is now 
exposed to the baneful influence of corrupting and wicked 
companions, what glory to deliver him from them 1 Oh I if I 
could but believe that Heaven has designed me for this I 
* * * * * nt 

To-day is the first of September; but my uncle has 
ordered the gamekeeper to spare the partridges till the 
gentlemen come. "What gentlemen?" I asked when I 
heard it — ^a small party he had invited to shoot. His friend 
Mr. Wilmot was one, and my aunt's friend Mr. Boarham an- 
other. This struck me as terrible news, at the moment, but 
all regret and apprehension vanished like a dream when I 
heard that Mr. Huntingdon was actually to be a third I My 
aimt is greatly i^ainst his coming, of course : she earnestly 
endeavoured to dissuade my uncle from asking him ; but he, 
laughing at her objections, told her it was no use talking, for 
the mischief was already done : he had invited Huntingdon 
and his friend Lord Lowborough before we left London, and 
nothing now remained but to fii the day for their coming. So 
he is safe, and I am sure of seeing him. I cannot express my 
*oy. I find it very difiicult to conceal it from my aunt ; but 
[ don't wish to trouble her with my feelings till I know 
whether I ought to indulge them or not. If I find it my ab- 
solute duty to suppress them, they shall trouble no one but 
myself; and if I can really feel myself justified in indulging 
this attachment, I can dare anything, even the anger and 
grief of my best friend, for its object — surely, I shall soon 
know. But they are not coming till about the middle of the 
month. 

We are to have two lady visitors also : Mr. Wilmot is to 
bring his niece and her cousin Milicent. I suppose, my aunt 
thinks the latter will benefit me by her society and the salu- 
tary example of her gentle deportment, and lowly and tract- 
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Able spirit ; and the former, I suspect she intends as a species 
of counter-attraction to win Mr. Huntingdon's attention from 
me. I don't thank her for this ; but I shall be glad of Mili- 
cent's company : she is a sweet, good girl, and I wish I were 
like her — more like her, at least, than I am. 

19th. — ^They are come. They came the day before yester- 
day. The gentlemen are all gone out to shoot, and the ladies 
are with my aunt, at work, in the drawing-room. I have re- 
tired to the library, for I am very unhappy, and I want to be 
alone. Books cannot divert me ; so having opened my desk, 
I will try what may be done by detailing the cause of my un- 
easiness. This paper will serve instead of a confidential 
friend into whose ear I might pour forth the overflowings of 
my heart. It will not sympathise with my distresses, but 
then, it will not laugh at them, and, if I Keep it close, it 
cannot tell again ; so it is, perhaps, the best friend I could 
have for the purpose. 

First, let me speak of his arrival — ^how I sat at my window, 
and watched for nearly two hours, before his carriage entered 
the" park gates — ^for they all came before him, — and how 
deeply I was disappointed at every arrival, because it was not 
his. First came Mr. Wilmot and the ladies. When Milicent 
had ^ot into her room, I quitted my post a few minutes, to 
look in upon her, and have a little private conversation, for 
she was now my intimate friend, several long* epistles having 
passed between us since our parting. On returning to my 
window, I beheld another carriage at the door. Was it his ? 
No ; it was Mr. Boarham's plain, dark chariot ; and there 
stood he upon the steps, carefully superidHending the dislodg- 
ing of his various boxes and packages. * What a collection I 
one would have thought he projected a visit of six months at 
least. A considerable time after, came Lord Lowborough in 
his barouche. Is he one of the profligate friends, I wonder ? 
I should think not ; for no one could call him a jolly compa- 
nion, I'm sure, — and besides, he appears too sober and gen- 
tlemanly in his demeanour, to merit such suspicions. He is 
a tall, thin, gloomy-looking man, apparently between thirty 
and forty, and of a somewhat sickly, careworn aspect. 

At last, Mr. Huntingdon's light j)haeton came bowling mer- 
rily up the lawn. I had but a transient glimpse of him, lor the 
moment it stopped, he sprang out over the side on to the por- 
tico steps, and disappeared into the house. 

I now submitted to be dressed for dinner — a duty which 
Kachel had been urging upon me for the last twenty minutes; 
and when that important business was completed, I repaired 
to the drawing-room, where I found Mr. and Miss Wilmot, 
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and Miiieent Hargnve, already aMembled. Shortly after. 
Lord Lowboroagh entered, aim then Mr. Boarham, who 
seemed quite willine to forget and forgive my former conduct, 
and to hope that a little conciliation and iteady peneverance 
on his part might yet succeed in bringing me to reason. 
While 1 stood at the window, conversing with Miiieent, he 
came up to me, and was beginning to talk in nearly his usual 
strain, when Mr. Huntingdon entered the room. 

"How will he greet me, I wonder?" said my bounding 
heart ; and, instead of advancing to meet him, I turned to the 
window to hide or sabdue my emotion. But having sainted 
his host and hostess, and the rest of the company, he came to 
me, ardently squeezed my hand, and murmured he was glad 
to see me once again. At that moment dinner was announced, 
my aunt desired him to take Miss Hargrave into the dining- 
room, and odious Mr. Wilmot, with unspeakable grimaces, 
offered his arm to me ; and I was condemned to sit between 
himself and Mr. Boarham. But, afterwards, when we were 
all again sissembled in the drawing-room, I was indemnified 
for so much suffering by a few delightful minutes of conversa- 
tion with Mr. Huntingdon. 

In the course of the evening. Miss Wilmot was called upon 
to sing and play for the amusement of the company, and I to 
exhibit my drawings, and, though he likes music, and she is 
an accomplished musician, I think I am right in affirming, that 
he paid more attention to my drawings than to her music. 

So far, so good ; — but, hearing him pronounce, sotto voce, 
but, with peculiar emphasis, concerning one of the pieces, 
1^ This is better than all!" — ^I looked up, curious to see which 
it was, and, to my l^rror, beheld him complacently gazing at 
the back of the picture : — ^it was his own face that I had 
sketched there, and forgotten to rub out ! To make matters 
worse, in the a^ony of the moment, I attempted to snatch it 
from his hand ; but he prevented me, and exclaiming, *^ No— < 
by Greoi^e, Til keep it!" placed it against his waistcoat, and 
buttoned his coat upon it with a delighted chuckle. 

Then, drawing a candle close to his elbow, he gathered all 
the drawings to himself, as well what *he had seen as the 
others, and muttering, " I must look at both sides now," he 
eagerly commenced an examination, which I watched, at first, 
with tolerable composure, in the confidence that his vanity 
would not be gratified by any further discoveries; for, thougn 
I must plead guilty to having disfigured the backs of several 
with abortive attempts to delineate uiat too fkscinating physiog- 
nomy, I was sure tnat, with that one unfortunate exception, X 
had carefully obliterated dl such witnesses of my infatuation. 
But the pencil frequently leafes an impression upon card- 
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board, that no amount of rubbing can efface. Siieh, it seems, 
was the case with most of these ; and, I confess, I trembled, 
when I saw him holding them so close to the candle, and poring 
so intently over the seeming blanks; but still, I trusted 
he would not be able to make out these dim traces to his own 
satisfaction. I was mistaken, however — Shaving ended his 
scrutiny, he qiSetly remarked, — 

^' I perceive the backs of young ladies* drawings, like the 
postscripts of their letters, are the most important and inter* 
esting part of the concern/' 

Then, leaning back in his chair, he reflected a few minutes 
in silence, complacently smiling to himself, and, while I was 
concocting some cutting speech wherewith to check his grati- 
fication, he rose, and passing over to where Annabella Wilmot 
sat vehemently coquetting with Lord Lowborough, seated 
himself on the sofa beside her, and attached himself to her 
for the rest of the evening. 

'^ So then !" thought I — ^^he despises me, because he knows 
I love him." 

And the reflectiofi made me so miserable — I knew not what 
to do. Milicent came and began to admire my drawings, and 
make remarks upon them ; but I could not talk to ner — ^I 
could tsdk to no one ; and, upon the introduction of tea, I 
took advantage of the open door and the slight diversion caused 
by its entrance, to slip out — for I was sure I could not take 
any — and take refuge in the library. My aunt sent Thomas 
in quest of me, to ask if I were not coming to tea ; but I bade 
him say, I should not take any to-night ; and, happihr, she 
was too much occupied with her guests, to make any mrther 
inquiries at the time. ^ 

As most of the company had travelled far that day, they re* 
tired early to rest ; and having heard them all, as I thought, 
go up stairs, I ventured out, to get my candlestick firom the 
drawing-room side-board. But Mr. Huntingdon had lin- 
gered behind the rest : he was just at the foot of the stairs, 
when I opened the door ; and, hearing my step in the hall-« 
though I could hardly hear it myself—- he instantly turned back. 

" Helen, is that you ? " said he ; " why did you run away 
from us?" 

^^ Good night, Mr. Huntingdon," said I, coldly, not choos- 
ing to answer the question. And I turned away to enter thQ 
drawing-room. 

^^But you^ll shake hands, won't you ?" said he, placing him- 
self in the doorway before me. And he seized mj hand, and 
held it much against my will. 

" Let me go, Mr, Huntingdon !" said I — **I want to get a 
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"The candle will keep," returned he. 

I made a desperate effort to free my hand from his grasp. 

"Why are you in such a hurry to leave me, Helen?" he 
said, with a smue of the most provoking sell-sufficiency — " you 
don't hate me, you know." 

" Yes, I do — at this moment." 

" Not you ! It is Annabella Wilmot you hate, not me." 

" I have nothing to do with Annabella Wilmot," said I, 
burning with indignation. 

"But I have, you know," returned he, with peculiar 
emphasis. 

" That is nothing to me, sir !" I retorted. 

" Is it nothing to you, Helen ? — ^Will you swear it ? — Will 
you?" 

" No, I won't, Mr. Huntingdon ! and I will go !" cried I, 
not knowing whether to laugh, or to cry, or to break out into 
a tempest of fiiry. 

" Go, then, you vixen !" he said ; but the instant he released 
my hand, he had the audacity to put his arm round my neck, 
and kiss me. 

Trembling with anger and agitation — ^and I don't know what 
besides, I broke away, and got my candle, and rushed up stairs 
to my room. He would not have done so, but for that nateftil 
picture ! And there he had it still in his possession, an eter- 
nal monument to his pride and my humiliation ! 

It was but little sleep I got that night ; and, in the morn- 
ing, I rose perplexed and troubled wifii the thoughts of meet- 
ing him at breakfast. I knew not how it was to be done — an 
assumption of dignified, cold indifference, would hardly do, 
after what he knew of my devotion — to his face, at least. Yet 
something must be done to check his presumption — I would 
not submit to be tyrannised over by those bright, laughing 
eyes. And, accordingly, I received his cheerful morning salu- 
tation as calmly and coldly as my aunt could have wished, and 
defeated with brief answers his one or two attempts to draw 
me into conversation ; while I comported myself, with' unusual 
cheerfulness and complaisance towards every other member 
of the party, especially Annabella Wilmot, and even her uncle 
and Mr. Boarham were treated with an extra amount of civi- 
lity on the occasion, not from any motives of coquetry, but 
just to show him that my particular coolness and reserve arose 
from no general ill-humour or depression of spirits. 

He was not, however, to be repelled by such acting as this. 

He did not talk much to me, but when he did speak it was 

with a degree of freedom and openness — and kindliness too — 

, that plainly seemed to intimate he knew his words were 

music to my ears 5 and when his looks met mine it was w^ith 
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a smile — ^presumptuous it might be — but oh, so sweet, so 
bright, so genial, that I could not possibly retain my anger ; 
every vestige of displeasure soon melted away beneath it 
like morning clouds before the summer sun. 

Soon after breakfast all the gentlemen save one, with 
boyish eagerness, set out on their expedition against the hap- 
less partridges ; my uncle and Mr. Wilmot on their shooting 
ponies, Mr. Huntingdon and Lord Lowborough on their legs : 
the one exception being Mr. Boarham, who, in considera- 
tion of the rain that had fallen during the night, thought it 
prudent to remain behind a little and join them in a while 
when the sun had dried the grass. And he favoured us all 
with a long and minute disquisition upon the evils and dan- 
gers attendant upon damp feet, delivered with the most im- 
perturbable gravity, amid the jeers and laughter of Mr. 
Huntingdon and my uncle, who, leaving the prudent sports- 
man to entertain the ladies with his medical discussions, sal- 
lied forth with their guns, bending their steps to the stables 
first to have a look at the horses and let out the dogs. 

Not desirous of sharing Mr. Boarham^s company for the 
whole of the morning I betook myself to the library, and 
there brought forth my easel and began to paint. The easel 
and the painting apparatus would serve as an excuse for aban- 
doning the drawing-room if my aunt should come to complain 
of the desertion, and besides I wanted to finish the picture. 
It was one I had taken great pains with, and I intended it to 
be my masterpiece, though it was somewhat presumptuous 
in the design. By the bright azure of the sky, and by the 
warm and brilliant lights and deep long shadows, I had en- 
deavoured to convey the idea of a sunny morning. I had 
ventured to give more of the bright verdure of spring or 
early summer to the grass and foliage than is commonly at* 
tempted in painting. The scene represented ivas an open 
plade in a wood. A group of dark Scotch firs was introduced 
m the naiddle distance to relieve the prevailing freshness of 
the rest ; but in the foreground were part of the gnarled 
trunk and of the spreading boughs of a large forest tree, 
whose foliage was of a brilliant golden green — not golden 
from autumnal mellowness, but from the sunshine and the 
very immaturity of the scarce expanded leaves. Upon this 
bough, that stood out in bold relief against the sombre firs, 
Were seated an amorous pair of turtle doves, whose soft sad 
coloured plumage afforded a contrast of another nature ; and 
beneath it a young girl was kneeling on the daisy-spangled 
turf with head thrown back and masses of fair hair falHng on 
her shoulders, her hands clasped, lips parted, and eyes in- 
tently gasdng upward in pleased yet eamgs| (g9i\tf ggUf^on of 



122 THE TEKANT 

those feathered lovers — ^too deeply absorbed in each other to 
notice her. 

I had scarcely settled to my work, which, however, wanted 
but a few touches to the finishing, when the sportsmen passed 
the window on their return from the stables. It was partly 
open, and Mr. Huntingdon must have seen me as he went by, 
for in half a minute he came back, and setting his gun against 
the wall threw up the sash and sprang in and set himseu be- 
fore my picture.* 

" Very pretty, i'faith ; " said he, after attentively regarding 
it for a few seconds ; " and a very fitting study for a young 
lady. Spring just opening into summer — ^morning just ap- 
proaching noon — girlhood just ripening into womanhood, and 
hope just verging on fruition. She^s a sweet creature t but 
why didn't you make her black hair ? " 

" I thought liffht hair would suit her better. You see I 
have made her blue-eyed and tilump, and fair and rosy." 

" Upon my word — a very Hebe I I should fall in love 
with her if I hadn't the artist before me. Sweet innocent ! 
she's thinking there will come a time when she will be wooed 
and won like that pretty hen-dove by as fond and fervent a 
lover ; and she's thinking how pleasant it will be, and how 
tender and faithful he will find her." 

" And, perhaps," suggested I, " how tender and faithful 
she shall find him." 

" Perhaps, for there is no limit to the wild extravagance of 
Hopie's imaginings at such an age." 

*' Do you call that, then, one of her wild, extravagant de- 
lusions?" 

" No ; my heart tells me it is not. I might have thought 
BO once, but now, I say, give me the girl I love, and I will 
swear eternal constancy to her and her alone, through sum- 
mer and winter, through youth and age, and life &nd death I U 
age and death must come." 

He spoke this in such serious earnest that my heart 
bounded with delight ; but the minute after he changed his 
tone, and asked, with a significant smile, if I had ^' any 
more portraits." 

" No," replied I, reddening with confusion and wrath. But 
my portfolio was on the table : he took it up, and coolly sat 
down to examine its contents. 

" Mr. Huntingdon, those are my unfinished sketches," cried 
I, " and I never let any one see them." 

^ And I placed my hand on the portfolio to wrest it from 
him, but he maintained his hold, assuring me that he ^' liked 
unfinished sketches of all things." 

" But I hate them to be seen," returned L " I can't let 
you have it, indeed I" 
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** Lei me haye its bowels theV said he ; and just as I 
-wrenched the portfolio from his hand he deftly abstracted the 
greater part of its contents, and after turning them over a 
moment he cried out, — 

^^ Bless my stars, here's another 1" and slipped a small oral 
of ivory paper into his waistcoat pocket — a complete minia- 
ture portrait that I had sketched with such tolerable success 
as to be induced to colour it with great pains and care. But I 
was determined he should not keep it. 

^^ Mr. Huntingdon,*' cried I, ^^ I insist upon haying that 
back I It is mine, and you have no right to take it. Give it 
me, directly — ^I'll never forgive you if vou don't 1" 

But the more vehemently I insisted, the more he aggravated 
my distress by his insulting gleeful laugh. At length, how« 
ever, he restored it to me, saying, — 

^^ Well, weU, since you value it so much, I'll not deprive 
yon of it" 

To show him how I valued it I tore it in two and threw it into 
the fire. He was not prepared for this. His merriment sud- 
denly ceasing, he stared in mute amazement at the consuming 
treasure ; and then, with a careless " Humph 1 I'll go and 
shoot now," he turned on his heel, and vacated the apart- 
ment by the window as he came, and setting on his hat with 
an air, took up his gun and walked away, whistling as he 
went — and leaving me not too much agitated to finish my 
picture, for I was glad, at the moment, that I had vexed 
him. 

When I returned to the drawing-room, I found Mr. Boar- 
ham had ventured to follow his comrades to the field; and 
ehortly after Innch, to which they did not think of returning, I 
Tolunteered to acc<Hnpany the ladies in a walk, and show An- 
nabella and MOicent the beauties of the country. We took a 
long ramble and re-entered the park just as the sportsmen 
were returning fircmi their expedition. Toil-spent and travel- 
stained, the main body of them crossed over the grass to 
avoid us, but Mr. Huntingdon, all spattered and splashed as 
he was, and stained with the blood of his prey — ^to the no 
small offence of my aunt's strict sense of propriety — came out 
of his way to meet us with cheerful smiles and words for all 
but me, and placing himself between Annabella Wilmot and 
myself walked up the road and began to relate the various 
exploits and disasters of the day, in a manner that would 
have convulsed me with laughter if I had been on good terms 
with him ; but he addressed himself entirely to Annabella, 
and I, of course, left all the laughter and all'the badinage to 
her, and affecting the utmost indifference to whatever passed 
between them, walked along a few paces |^af^,(jBxd looking 
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every way but theirs, while my aunt and Milicent went be- 
fore, linked arm in arm, and gravely discoursing together. 
At length, Mr. Huntingdon turned to me, and addressing me 
in a confidential whisper, said, — 

" Helen, why did you bum my picture ?" 

"Because I wished to destroy it," I answered, with an 
asperity it is useless now to lament. 

"Oh, very good !" was the reply, " if you don't value me, 
I must turn to somebody that will." 

I thought it was partly in jest — ^a half-playful mixture of 
mock resignation and pretended indifference : but inunedi- 
ately he resumed his place beside Miss Wilmot, and from that 
hour to this — during all that evening, and all the next day, 
and the next, and the next, and all this morning (the 22nd), 
he has never given me one kind word or one pleasant look — 
never spoken to me, but from pure necessity — never glanced 
towards me but with a cold unfriendly look I thought him 
quite incapable of assuming. 

My aunt observes the change, and though she has not in- 
quired the cause or made any remark to me on the subject, I 
see it gives her pleasure. Miss Wilmot observes it, too, and 
triumphantly ascribes it to her own superior charms and 
blandishments ; but I am truly miserable — ^more so than I 
like to acknowledge to myself. Pride refuses to aid me. It 
has brought me into the scrape, and will not help me oat 
of it. 

He meant no harm — ^it was only his joyous, playful spirit ; 
and I, by my acrimonious resentment — so serious, so dispro- 
portioned to the offence — ^have so wounded his feelings — so 
deeply offended him, that I fear he will never forgive me — 
and all for a mere jest ! He thinks I dislike him, and he 
must continue to think so. I must lose him for ever, and 
Annabella may win him, and triumph as she will. 

But it is not my loss nor her triumph that I deplore so 
greatly as the wreck of my fond hopes for his advantage, 
and her unworthiness of his affection, and the injury he wiH 
do himself by trusting his happiness to her. She does not 
love him : she thinks only of herself. She cannot appreciate 
the good that is in him : she will neither see it, nor value it, 
nor cherish it. She will neither deplore his faults nor at- 
tempt their amendment, but rather aggravate them by her 
own. And I doubt whether she will not deceive him after 
all. I see she is playing double between him and Lord Low- 
borough, and while she amuses herself with the lively Hunt- 
ingdon she tries her utmost to enslave his moody friend ; and 
should she succeed in bringing both to her feet, the fasci- 
nating commoner will have but little change ^^mt the 
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lordly peer. If he observes her artful by-play it gives him 
no uneasiness, but rather adds new zest to his diversion by 
opposing a stimulating check to his otherwise too easy 
conquest. 

Messrs. Wilmot and Boarham have severally taken occa< 
sion by his neglect of me to renew their advances ; and if J 
were like Annabella and some others I should take advantage 
of their perseverance to endeavour to pique him into a revival 
of affection ; but, justice and honestv apart, I could not bear 
to do it ; I am annoyed enough by their present persecutions 
without encouraging them further ; and even if I ^d it would 
have precious httle effect upon him. He sees me suffering 
under the condescending attentions and prosaic discourses of 
the one, and the repulsive obtrusions of the other, without so 
much as a shadow of commiseration for me, or resentment 
against my tormentors. He never could have loved me, or 
he would not have resigned me so willingly, and he would not 
go on talking to everybody else so cheerfully as he does — 
laughing and jesting with Lord Lowborough and my uncle, 
teasing Milicent Hargrave, and flirting with Annabella Wil- 
mot — ^as if nothing were on his mind. Oh, why can't I hate 
him ? I must be infatuated, or I should scorn to regret him 
as I do I But I must rally all the powers -I have remaining, 
and try to tear him from my heart. There goes the dinner 
bell, and here comes my aunt to scold me for sitting here at 
my desk all day instead of staying with the company : wish 
the company were— gone. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Twenty-second. Night — What have I done ? and what 
will be the end of it ? I cannot calmly reflect upon it ; I 
cannot sleep. I must have recourse to my diary again; I 
will commit it to paper to-night, and see what I shall think 
of it to-morrow. 

I went down to dinner resolving to be cheerful and well- 
conducted, and kept my resolution very creditably, consider- 
ing how my head ached, and how internally wretched I felt 
—5 don't know what is come over me of late ; my very 
energies, both mental and physical, must be strangely im- 
paired, or I should not have acted so weakly in many re- 
spects as I have done ; — ^but I have not been well this last day 
or two : I suppose it is with sleeping and eating so little, and 
thinking so much, and being so continually out of humour. 
But to rettun : I was exerting myself to sing and play for the 
amusement, a^ at the request, of my aunt and Milicent, 
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before tbe gentlemen came into the clrawhig-rooni (MIm WO- 
mot never likes to waste her musieal efforts on ladies* ears 
alone) : Milicent had asked for a little Scotch song, and I was 
just in the middle of it when they entered. The first thing 
Mr. Huntingdon did, was to waU&up to Annahella. 

*^Now, Miss Wilmot, won't you giye ns some music to- 
night?" said he. ^* Do now ! I know ^oa will, when I tell 
you that I have been hungerinff and thirsting all day for the 
sound of your voice. Come 1 the piano's vacant." 

It was ; for I had quitted it immediately upon hearing his 
petition. Had I been endowed with a proper degree of self- 
possession, I should have turned to the lady myself, and 
cheerfully joined my entreaties to his; whereby I should 
have disappointed his expectations, if the affront had been 
purposely given, or made him sensible of the wrong, if it had 
only arisen from thoughtlessness ; but I felt it too deeply to 
do anything but rise nrom the music-stool, and throw myself 
back on the sofa, suppressing with difficulty the audible ex- 
pression of the bitterness I felt within. I knew AnnabeUa's 
musical talents were superior to nune, but that was no reason 
why I should be treated as a perfect nonentity. The time 
and the manner of his asking her, appeared like a gratuitous 
insult to me ; and I could have wept with pore vexation. 

Meantime, she exultingly seated herself at the piano, and 
favoured him with two S[ his fiivourite songs, in such supe- 
rior style that even I soon lost mf 9Dger m admiration, and 
listened with a sort of gloomy pleasure to the skilful modnlaj- 
tions of her full-toned and powerful voice, so judiciously 
aided by her rounded and spirited touch ; and while my ears 
drank in the sound, my eyes rested on the fatSe of her prin- 
cipal auditor, and derived an equal or superior delight from 
the contemplaticm of his speaking countenance, as he stood 
beside her — ^that eye and brow lighted up with keen enthu- 
siasm, and that sweet smile passing and appearing like gleams 
of sunshine on an April day. No wonder he should hunger 
and thirst to hear her sing. I now forgave him, from my 
heart, his reckless slight of me, and I lielt ashamed at my 
pettish resentment of such a trifle — ashamed too oi those 
bitter envious pangs that gnawed my inmost heart, in spite 
of all this admiration and delight. 

*^ There now!" said she, playfully running her fingers 
over the keys, when she had concluded the second song. 
" What shall I give you next?" 

But in saying this, she looked back at Lord Lowborongb, 
who was standmg a little behind, leaning against the back 
of a chair, an attentive listener, too, experiencing, to judge 
by his countenancei much the same feelings of mingled ple»* 



OP WILDFKLL HALL. 127 

sure and sadness as I did. But the look she gave him 
plainly said, "Do you choose for me now: I have done 
enough for him, and will gladly exert myself to gratify you ;" 
and thus encouraged, his lordship came forward, and turning 
over the music, presently set before her a little song that I 
had noticed before, and read more than once, with an interest 
arising from the circumstance of my connecting it in my mind 
with the reigning tyrant of my thoughts. And now with my 
nerves already excited and half unstrung, I could not hear those 
words so sweetly warbled forth, without some symptoms of 
emotion I was not able to suppress. Tears rose unbidden to 
my eyes, and I buried my face in the sofa-pillow that they 
might flow unseen while I listened. The air was simple, 
sweet, and sad, it is still running in my head, — and so are 
the words : — 

** Farewell to thee.! but not fiuewell 
To all my fondest thonghts of thee : 
Within my heart they still shall dwell ; 
And they shall cheer and comfort mo 

0, beautifal, and full of grace I 

If thou hadst never met mine eye,* 
I had not dreamed a living face 

Could fancied channs so far outvis. 

If I may ne'er behold again 

That form and face so dear to me. 
Nor hear thy vgioe, tsfcill would I fain 

Preserve, for aye, their memoiy. 

That voice, the magic of whose tone 

Oan wake an echo in my breast. 
Creating feelings that, alone, 
Can make my tranced spirit blest. 

That laughing eye, whose sunny beam 
My memory would not cherish less ; — 

And oh, that smile I whose joyous gleam 
No mortal languish oan express. 

Adieu i but let me cherish, still. 

The hope with which I cannot part. 
Contempt may wound, and coldness chill. 

But still it lingers in my heart. 

And who can tell but Heaven, at last. 
May answer all my thousand prayers. 

And bid the future pay the past 
With joy for anguish, smiles for tears t** 

When it ceased, I longed for nothing so much as to be out 
of the room. The sofa was not far from the door, but I did 
not dare to raise my head, for I knew Mr. Huntingdon was 
standing near me, and I knew by the eo^j^ ^f his voice, as 
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he spoke in answer to some remark of Lord Lowborough's, 
that his face was turned towards me. Perhaps, a half sup- 
pressed sob had caught his ear, and caused him to look round 
— Heaven forbid ! But, with a violent effort, I checked all 
further signs of weakness, dried my tears, and, when I thought 
he had turned away again, rose, and instantly left the apsuii- 
ment, taking refuge in my favourite resort, the library. 

There was no light there but the faint red glow of the 
neglected fire ; — ^but I did not want a light ; I only wanted 
to indulge my thoughts, unnoticed and undisturbed; and 
sitting down on a low stool before the easy chair, I sunk my 
head upon its cushioned seat, and thought, and thought, imtu 
the tears gushed out again, and I wept like any chUd. Pre- 
sently, however, the door was gently opened and some one 
entered the room. I trusted it was only a servant, and did 
not stir. The door was closed again — but I was not alone ; a 
hand gently touched my shoulder, and a voice said, softly, — 

" Helen, what is the matter ?" 

I could not answer at the moment. 

"You must, and shall tell me," was added, more vehe- 
mently^ and the speaker threw himself on his knees beside 
me on the rug, and forcibly possessed himself of my hand ; 
but I hastily caught it away, and replied, — 

" It is nothing to you, Mr. Huntingdon." 

"Are you sure it is nothing to me?" he returned; "can 
you swear that you were not thinking of me while you wept ? " 

This was unendurable. I made an efPort to rise, but he 
was kneeling on my dress. 

" Tell me," continued he — " I want to know, — ^because, if 
you were, I have something to say to you, — and if not, 
I'll go." 

" Go then !" I cried ; but, fearing he would obey too well, 
and never come again, I hastily added — " Or say what you 
have to say, and have done with it ! " 

" But which ?" said he — " for I shall only say it if you 
really were thinking of me. So tell me, Helen." 

" You're excessively impertinent, Mr. Huntingdon !" 

" Not at all — too pertinent, you mean — so you won't tell 
me ? — ^Well, I'll spare your woman's pride, and, construing 
your silence into ' Yes,' Til take it for granted that I was the 
subject of your thoughts, and the cause of your affliction ^" 

" Indeed, sir '* 

" If you deny it, I won't tell you my secret," threatened 
he ; and I did not interrupt him again— or even attempt to 
repulse him, though he had taken my hand once more, and 
half embraced me with bis other arm — ^I was scarcely con- 
scious of it at the time. d, zed by boogie 
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*^ It is this," resumed he ; '^ that Annabella Wilmot, in 
comparison with yon, is like a flaunting peony compared with 
a sweet, wild rosebud gemmed with dew — and I love you to 
distraction ! — Now, tell me if that intelligence gives you any 
pleasure. Silence again? That means yes — Then let me 
add, that I cannot live without you, and u you answer, No, 
to this last question, you will drive me mad. — Will you 
bestow yourself upon me? — you will I", he cried, nearly 
squeezing me to death in his arms. 

"No, no!" I exclaimed, struggling to free myself from 
him — " you must ask my uncle and aunt." 

" They won't refuse me, if you don't." 

*' Tm not so sure of that — ^my aunt dislikes you." 

** But you don't, Helen — say you love me, and I'll go.** 

*' I wish you would go !" I replied. 

** I will, this instant, — ^if you'll only say you love me." 

" You know I do," I answered. And again he caught me 
in his arms, and smothered me with kisses. 

At that moment, my aunt opened wide the door, and stood 
before us, candle in hand, in shocked and horrified amaze- 
ment, gazing alternately at Mr. Huntingdon and me, — for we 
had both started up, and now stood wide enough asunder. 
But his confusion was only for a moment. Rallying in an 
instant, with the most enviable assurance, he began, — 

" I beg ten thousand pardons, Mrs. MaxweU ! Don't be 
too severe upon me. I've been asking your sweet niece to 
take me for better, for worse ; and she, like a good girl, 
informs me she cannot think of it without her uncle's and 
aunt's consent. So let me implore you not to condemn me 
to eternal wretchedness : if you favour my cause, I am safe ; 
for Mr. Maxwell, I am certain, can refuse you nothing." 

" We will talk of this to-morrow, sir," said my aunt, coldly. 
"It is a subject that demands mature and serious delibera- 
tion. At present, you had better return to the drawing- 
room." 

" But meantime," pleaded he, " let me commend my cause 
to your most indulgent " 

"No indulgence for you, Mr. Huntingdon, must come 
between me and the consideration of my niece's happiness." 

" Ah, true 1 I know she is an angel, and I am a pre- 
sumptuous dog to dream of possessing such a treasure ; hut, 
nevertheless, I would sooner die than relinquish her in favour 
of the best man that ever went to heaven — and as for her 
happiness, I would sacrifice my body and soul " 

" Body and soul, Mr. Huntingdon — sacrifice your soul?" 

"Well, I would lay down life " 

"You would not be required to lay it dq^w^^.,",^ boogie 
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'^ I would spend it, tben — devote my life— and all its powers 
to the promotion and preserration— — " 

^^ Another time, sir, we will talk of this — and I should have 
felt disposed to judge more fovourably of yonr pretensions, if 
you too had chosen another time and place, and let me add— 
another manner for your declaration." 

*' Why, you see, Mrs Maxwell," he be|^an 

** Pardon me, sir," said she, with dignity — " The company 
are inc^uiring for you in the other room." And she turned 
to me. 

" Then you must plead for me, Helen," said he, and at 
length withdrew. 

" You had better retire to your room, Helen," said my 
aunt, gravely. '^I wiJl discuas this matter with you, too, 
to-morrow." 

" Don*t be angry, aunt," said I. 

♦• My dear, I am not angry," she replied : " I am surprised. 
If it is true that you told him you could not accept his offer 
without our consent ►" 

'< It is true," interrupted I. 

** Then how could you permit-^—" 

"I couldn*t help it, aunt," I cried, bursting into tears. 
They were not altogether the tears of sorrow, or of fear for 
her displeasure, but rather the outbreak of the general tu- 
multuous excitement of my feelings. But my good aunt was 
touched at my agitation. In a softer tone, she repeated 
her recommendation to retire, and, gently kissing my fore- 
head, bade me good night, and put her candle in my hand ; 
and I went ; but my brain worked so, I could not think of 
sleeping. I feel calmer now that I have written all this ; 
and I will go to bed, and try to win tired nature's aweet 
restorer. 



CHAPTER XX. 

September 24th. — ^In the morning I rose, light and cheerful, 
nay, intensely happy. The hovering cloud cast over me by 
my aunt's views, and by the fear of not obtaining her con* 
sent, was lost in the bnght effulgence of my own hopes, and 
the too delightM consciousness of requited love. It was a 
splendid morning ; and I went out to enjoy it, in a quiet 
ramble in company with my own blissful thoughts. The dew 
was on the grass, and ten thousand gossamers were waving^ 
in the breeze ; the happy red-breast was pouring out its little 
soul in song, and my heart overflowed with silent hymns of 
gratitude and praise to Heaven, , ^ . .. ^ 
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But I had not wandered ftr before my solitnde was inter- 
rupted by the only person that could haye disturbed my 
musings, at that momentj without being looked upon as an 
unwelcome intruder : Mr. Huntingdon came suddenly upon 
me. So unexpected was the apparition, that I might have 
thought it the creation of an over-eKcited imagination, had 
the sense of sight alone borne witness to his presence ; but 
immediately I felt his strong arm round my waist and his 
warm kiss on my cheek, while his keen and gleeful salutation, 
*' My own Helen 1 " was ringing in my ear. 

^* Not yours yet," said I, hastily swerving aside from this 
too presumptuous greeting — ^* remember my guardians. Tou 
will not easily obtain my aunt's consent. Don*t you see she 
is prejudiced against you ?'' 

^* I do, dearest ; and you must tell me why, that I may 
best know how to combat her objections. I suppose she 
thinks I am a prodigal,^' pursued he, observing that I was 
unwilling to reply, ^^and concludes that I shall have but 
little worldly goods wherewith to endow my better half? If 
so, you must tell her that my prc^eity is mostly entailed, 
and I cannot get rid of it. There may be a few mortgages 
on the rest — a few trifling debts and incumbrances here and 
there, but nothing to speak of; and Ihough I acknowledge 
I am not so rich as I might be — or have been — ^still, I think, 
we coiUd manage pretty comfortably on what's left. My 
firther, you know, was something of a miser, and in his latter 
days especially, saw no pleasure in life but to amass riches ; 
and so it is no wonder that his son should make it his chief 
delight to spend them, which was accordingly the case, until 
my acquaintance with you, dear Helen, taught me other 
views and nobler aims. And the very idea of having you to 
care f<M: under my roof, would force me to moderate my ex-' 
penses and live like a Christian — not to speak of all the pru* 
dence and virtue you would instil into my mind by your wise 
coimsels and sweet, attractive goodness.'' 

" But it is not that," said I, ^^ it is not money my aunt 
thinks about. She knows better than to value worldly wealth 
above its price." 

** What is it then?" 

" She wishes me to— to marry none but a really good 
man." 

" What, a man of • decided piety ? '—ahem 1— Well, come, 
ril manage that too 1 It's Sunday to-day, isn't it ? I'll go to 
church morning, afternoon, and evening, and comport myself 
in such a godly sort that she shall regard me with admiration 
and sisteri^ love, as a brand plucked from the burning. I'll 

I 2 
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come home sighing like a furnace, and full of the savour and 
unction of dear Mr. Blatant's discourse " 

" Mr. Leighton," said I, dryly. 

** Is Mr. Leighton a ' sweet preacher,* Helen — a ' dear, 
delightful, heavenly-minded man ? ' " 

^^ He is a good man, Mr. Huntingdon. I wish I could say- 
half as much for yo^.*' 

" Oh, I forgot, you are a saint, too. I crave your pardon, 
dearest—but don't call me Mr. Huntingdon, my name is 
Arthur." 

"Ill call you nothing— for I'll have nothing at all to do 
with you if you talk in that way any more. If you really 
mean to deceive my aunt as you say, you are very wicked ; 
and if not, you are very wrong to jest on such a subject." 

" I stand corrected," said he, concluding his laugh with a 
sorrowfiil sigh. "Now," resumed he, after a momentary 
pause, " let us talk about something else. And come nearer 
to me, Helen, and take my arm ; and then I'll let you alone. 
I can't be quiet while I see you walking there." 

I complied ; but said we must soon return to the house. 

" No one will be down to breakfast yet, for long enough,'* 
he answered. "You spoke of your guardians just now, 
Helen, but is not your father still living ? " 

" Yes, but I always look upon my uncle and aunt as my 
guardians, for they are so, in deed, though not in name. My 
father has entirely given me up to thei^ care. I have never 
seen him since dear mamma died when I was a very little 
girl, and my aunt, at her request, offered to take charge of 
me, and took me away to Staningley, where I have remained 
ever since ; and I don't think he would object to anything for 
me, that she thought proper to sanction." 

** But would he sanction anything to which she thought 
proper to object?" 

" No, I don't think he cares enough about me." 

" He is very much to blame — ^bttt he doesn't know what an 
angel he has for his daughter — ^which is all the better for me, 
as, if he did, he would not be willing to part with such a 
treasure." 

"And Mr. Huntingdon," said I. "I suppose you know I 
am not an heiress ? " 

He protested he had never given it a thought, and begged 
I would not disturb his present enjoyment by the mention of 
such- uninteresting subjects. I was glad of this proof of dis- 
interested affection ; for Annabella Wilmot is the probable 
heiress to all her uncle's wealth, in addition to her late 
father's property, which she has already* in possession. 
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I now insisted upon retracing our steps to the house ; but 
we walked slowly, and went on talking as we proceeded. I 
need not repeat all we said : let me rather refer to what 
passed between my aunt and me, after breakfast, when Mr. 
Huntingdon called my uncle aside, no doubt to make his 
propossds, and she beckoned me into another room, where 
she once more commenced a solemn remonstrance, which, 
however, entirely failed to convince me that her view of the 
case was preferable to my own. 

"You judge him uncharitably, aunt, I know," said I. 
" His very friends are not half so bad as you represent them. 
There is Walter Hargrave, Milicent's brother, for one : he is 
but a little lower than the angels, if half she says of him is 
true. She is continually talking to me about him, and lauding 
his many virtues to the skies." 

" You will form a very inadequate estimate of a mon^s 
character," replied she, " if you judge by what a fond sister 
says of him. The worst of them generally know how to 
hide their misdeeds from their sisters' eyes, and their mothers' 
too." 

" And there is Lord Lowborough," continued I, ** quite a 
decent man." 

"Who told you so? Lord Lowborough is a desperate 
man« He has dissipated his fortune in gambling and other 
things, and is now seeking an heiress to retrieve it. I told 
Miss Wilmot so ; but you're all alike : she haughtily answered 
she wad very much obliged to me, but she believed she knew 
when a man was seeking her for her fortune, and when for 
herself; she flattered herself she had had experience enough 
in those matters, to be justified in trusting to her own judg- 
ment — and as for his lordship's lack of fortune, she cared 
nothing about that, as she hoped her own would suffice for 
both ; and as for his wildness, she supposed he was no worse 
than others—besides, he was reformed now. Yes, they can 
all play the hypocrite when they want to take in a fond, mis- 
guided woman!" 

" Well, I think he's about as good as she is," said I. *' But 
when Mr. Huntingdon is married, he won't have many op- 
portahities of consorting with his bachelor friends ; — and the 
worse they are, the more I long to deliver him from them." 

" To be sure, my dear ; and the worse he is, I suppose, the 
more you long to deliver him from himself." 

" Yes, provided he is not incorrigible — ^that is, the more I 
long to deliver him from his faults — ^to give him an opportu- 
nity of shaking off the adventitious evil got from contact 
with others worse than himself, and shining out in the un- 
clouded light of his own genuine goodnesa--to <|og^j|gno8t 



to hdp his better self against his worse, and make him what 
he would have been if he had not, from the beginning, had 
a bad, selfish, miserly father, who, to gratify his own sordid 
passioDS, restricted him in the most innocent enjoyments of 
childhood and youth, and so disgusted him with every kind 
of restraint ; — and a JPoolish mother who indulged him to the 
top of his bent, deceiying her husband for him, and doing her < 
utmost to encourage those germs of folly and vice it was her^ 
duty to suppress, — and then, such a set of companions as yon 
represent his friends to be— ^— *' 

'^ Poor man I " said she, sarcastically, ^* his kind hare gpreatly 
wronged him I " 

"They have I*' cried I — "and they shall wrong him no 
more — ^his wife shall undo what his mother did 1 " 

" Well," said she, after a short pause, " I must say, Helen, 
I thought better of your judgment than this — and your taste 
too. How you can love such a man I cannot tell, or what 
pleasure you can find in his company; for *■ What fellowship 
hath light with darkness ; or he that believeth with an in- 
fidel?'" 

'*He is not an infidel ; — ^and I am not light, and he is not 
darkness ; his worst and only vice is thoughtlessness." 

*^ And thoughtlessness, " pursued my aunt, " may lead to 
every crime, and will but poorly excuse our errors in the 
sight of God. Mr. Huntingdon, I suppose, is not without the 
common faculties of men : he is not so lip;ht-headed as to be 
irresponsible : his Maker has endowed him with reason and 
conscience as well as the rest of us ; the Scriptures are open 
to him as well as to others; — and 'If he hear not them, neither 
will he hear though one rose firam the dead.' And, remem- 
ber, Helen," continued she, solemnly, '*^The wicked shall be 
turned into hell, and they that forget God ! ' And suppose, 
even, that he should continue to love you, and you him, and 
that you should pass through life together with tolerable com- 
fort, — how will it be in the end, when you see yourselves 
parted for ever ; you, perhaps, taken into eternal bliss, and he 
cast into the lake that bumeth with unquenchable fire — there 
for ever to ^" 

"Not for ever," I exclaimed, "*only till he has paid the 
uttermost farthing;' for 'If any man's woik abide not the 
fire, he shall suffer loss, yet himself shall be saved, but so as 
b^ fire;' and He that 'is able to subdue all things to himself 
will have all men to be saved,' and ' will in the fulness of 
time, gather together in one all things in Christ Jesus, who 
tasted death for eyeiy man, and in whom God will reconcile 
all things to himself whether they be things in earth or 
thio^ in heaven.'" 
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" Oh^ Helen ! where did you learn all thl? ? " 

'^ In itxe Bible, aunt. I have searched it through, and found 
nearly thirty passages, all tending to support the same 
theory." ' 

'^ And is that the use you mat:e of your Bible ? And did 
you find no passages tending to prove the danger and the M* 
sity ot such a belief? " 

^* No : I fbund, indeed, some passages that, taken by them- 
selves, might seem to contradict l^at opinion : but they will 
all bear a di0erent construction to that whicn is commonly 
given, and in most the only difficulty is In the word which we 
translate * everlasting' or ' eternal. ' I don't know the Greek, 
but I believe it strictly means for ages, and might signitjr 
either endless or long-enduring. And as fbr the danger oi tbQ 
belief, I would not publish it abroad, if I thought any poor 
wretch would be likely to presume upon it to his own destruc- 
tion, but it is a glorious thought to cherish in one's own hearty 
and I would not part with it for all the world can give !" 

Qere our conference ended, for it was now hi^h time to 
prepare for church. Every one attended the mommg service, 
except my uncle, who hardly ever goes, and Mr. Wilmot, 
who stayed at home with him to enjoy a quiet game of crib- 
bage. In the afternoon Miss Wilmot and Lord Lowborough 
likewise excused themselves firom attending ; but Mr. Hunt- 
ingdon vouchsafbd to accompany us $^n. Whether it was 
to ingratiate himself with my atmt I cannot tell, but, if so, he 
certainly should have behaved better. I mu9t confess, I did 
Qot like his conduct during service at all. Holding his 
irayer-book upside down, or open at any place but the right, 
le did nothing but stare about him, unless he happened to 
catch my aunt's eye or mine, and then he would drop his own 
oahis book, with a puritanical air of mock solemnity that 
would have been ludicrous, if it had not been too provoking. 
Once, during the sermon, after attentively regarding Mr, 
Leighton for a few minutes, he suddenly produced his gold 
pencil case and snatched up a Bible. Perceiving that I ob- 
served the movement, he whispered that he was going to make 
a note of the sermon ; but instead of that — as I sat next him 
I could not help seeing that he was making a caricature of the 
preacher, giving to the respectable, pious, elderly gentleman, 
the air and aspect of a most absurd old hypocrite. And yet, 
upon his return, he talked to my aunt about the sermon with 
a degree of modest, serious discrimination that tempted me to 
believe he had really attended and profited by the discourse. 

Just before dinner my uncle called me into the library fbr 
the discussion of a very important matter, which was dismissed 
in few words. 

Digitized by <^OOgle 



I 



186 THE TENANT 

" Now Nel," said he, " this young Huntingdon has been 
asking for you : what must I say about it ? Your aunt would 
answer ' No' — ^but what say you ? " 

" I say yes, uncle," replied I, without a moment's hesita- 
tion ; for I had thoroughly made up my mind on the subject. 

*' Very good I" cried he. " Now that's a good honest an- 
swer — ^wonderful for a girl ! — ^Well, I'll "write to your father 
to-morrow. He's sure to give his consent ; so you may look 
on the matter as settled, xou'd have done a deal better if 
you'd taken Wilmot, I can tell you ; but that you won't be- 
lieve. At your tihie of life, it's love that rules the roast : at 
mine, it's solid, serviceable gold. I suppose now, you'd 
never dream of looking into the state of your husband's 
finances, or troubling your head about settlements, or any- 
thing of that sort ? " 

"I don't think 1 should." 

" Well, be thankful, then, that you've wiser heads to think 
for you. I haven't had time, yet, to examine thoroughly into 
this young rascal's affairs, but I see that a great part of his 
father's fine property has been squandered away ; — ^but still, I 
think there's a pretty fair flhare of it left, and a little careful 
nursing may make a handsome thing of it yet ; and then we 
must persuade your father to give you a decent fortune, as he 
has only one besides yourself to care for ; — and, if you behave 
well, who knows but what I may be induced to remember 
you in my will?" continued he, putting his fingets to his 
nose, with a knowing wink. 

" Thanks, uncle, for that and all your kindness," replied I. 

'^ Well, and I questioned this young spark on the matter of 
settlements," continued he ; ^^ and he seemed disposed to be 
generous enough on that point " 

" I knew he would I " said I. " But pray don't trouble your 
head — or his, or mine about that ; for all I have will be his, 
and all he has will be mine ; and what more could either of 
us require?" And I was about to make my exit, but he called 
me back. 

" Stop, stop I" cried he — " We haven't mentioned the time 
yet. When must it be ? Your aunt would put it off till the 
Lord knows when, but he is anxious to be bound as soon as 
may be : he won't hear of waiting beyond next month ; and 
you, I guess, will be of the same mind, so—" 

*' Not at all, uncle ; on the contrary, I should like to wait 
till after Christmas, at least." 

" Oh 1 pooh, pooh ! never tell me that tale — ^I know better," 
cried he ; and he persisted in his incredulity. Nevertheless, 
it is quite true. I am in no hurry at all. How can I be, 
when I think of the momentous change that awaits me, and 

Digitized by 'LjOOQIC 



OF WILDFELL HALL. 137 

of all I have to leave? It is happiness enough, to know that 
w^ are to be united ; and that he really loves me, and I may 
love him as devotedly, and think of him as often as I please. 
However, I insisted upon consulting my aunt about the time 
of the wedding, for I determined her counsels should not be 
utterly disregarded; and no conclusions on that particular 
are come to yet 



CHAPTER XXI. 

October 1st. — ^All is settled now. My father has given his 
consent, and the time is fixed for Christmas, by a sort of com- 
promise between the respective advocates for hurry and delay. 
Milicent Hargrave is to be one bridesmaid, and Annabella 
Wilmot the other — ^not that I am particularly fond of the 
latter, but she is an intimate of the family, and I have not 
another friend. 

When I told Milicent of my engagement, she rather pro- 
voked me by her manner of taking it. After staring a moment 
in mute surprise, she said, — 

" Well, Helen, I suppose I ought to congratulate you — and 
I am glad to see you so happy ; but I did not think you would 
take him ; and I can't help feehng surprised that you should 
like him so much." 

"Why so?" 

*^ Because you are so superior to him in every way, and 
there's something so bold — and recklesls about him — so, I 
don't know how — but I always feel a wish to get out of his 
way, when I see him approach." 

" You are timid, Milicent, but that's no fault of his." 

"And then his look," continued she. "People say he*s 
handsome, and of course he is, but I don't like that land of 
beauty ; and I wonder that you should." 

"Why so, pray?" 

"Well, you know, I think there's nothing noble or lofly in 
his appearance." 

" In fact, you wonder that I can like any one so unlike the 
stilted heroes of romance I Well ! give me my flesh and blood 
lover, and Til leave all the Sir Herberts and Valentines to 
you — if you can find them.'* 

" I don't want them," said she. " I'll be satisfied with flesh 
and blood too-~only the spirit must shine through and pre- 
dominate. But don't you think Mr. Huntingdon's face is too 
red?" 

" No !" cried I, indignantly. " It is not red at all. There 
is just a pleasant glow — a healthy freshness in his complexion, 
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the warm, pinkv tint of the whole harmonising with the deeper 
colour of the oheeks, exactly as it ought to <£>* I hate a man 
to he red and white, like a painted doll-Hnr all aicklj white, 
or smoky hlack, or cadayerous yellow I" 

'' Well, tastes diffei^but I like pale or dark," replied she. 
^< But, to tell you the truth, Helen, I had been deludmg myself 
with die hope that you would one day be my sister. I ex- 
pected Walter would be introduced to you next season ; and I 
thought you would like him, and was certain he woidd like 
you ; and I flattered myself I should thus have the felicity of 
seeing the two persons I like best in the world — except 
Biamma — united in one. He mayn't be exactly what ^ou 
would call handsome, but he's far more distinguished-looking, 
and nicer and better than Mr. Huntingdon ; — and Vm sure 
you would say so, if you knew him." 

*' Impossible, Milicent 1 You think so, because you're his 
iister ; and, on that account, Vl\ forgive you ; but nobody else 
should so disparage Arthur Huntingdon to me» with im- 
punity." 

Miss Wilmot expressed her feelings on the subject, almost 
as openly. 

^^ Ana so, Helen," said she, coming up to me with a smile 
of no amiable import, *^ you are to be Mrs. Huntingdoni I sup- 
pose?" 

" Yes," replied I. " Don't you envy me ? " 

^* Oh, dear, no!" she exclaimed. ^*I shall probably be 
Lady Lowborough some day, and then you know, dear, I shall 
be in a capacity to inquire, ' Don't you envy me ?'" 

*' Henceforth, I shall envy no one," returned I. 

^^ Indeed ! Are you so happy then ? " said she thouffhtfiilly ; 
and something veiy like a cloud of disappointment wadowed 
her &ce. *^ And does he love you — I mean, does he idolize 
you as much as you do him ? '/ she added, fixing her eyes upon 
me with ill-disguised anxiety for the reply* 

'^ I don't want to be idolized," I answered, "but I am well 
assured that he loves me more than anybody else in the world 
— as I do him." 

" Exactly," said she with a nod. " I wish — ^" she paused. 

" What do you wish ?" asked I, annoyed at the vmdictive 
expression of her countenance. 

" I wish," returned she, with a short laugh, *^ that all the 
attractive points and desirable qualifications of the two gentle- 
men were united in one-^that Lord Lowborough had Hunt- 
ingdon's handsome face and good temper, and all his wit, and 
mirth and charm, or else that Huntingdon had Lowborough's 

" ;ree, and title, and delightful old family seat, and I nad 
9Xki you might have the other a^5^,lfl^®^gle 
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^^Tliank yoUf dear Annabella, I am better satisfied with 
tbings as tbey are, for my own part ; and for you, I wish you 
were as well content with your mtended, as I am with mine,'* 
said I ; and it was true enough ; for, though vexed at first at 
her unamiable spirit, her frankness touched me, and the con« 
trast between our situations was such, that I could well afiord 
to pity her and wish her well. 

Mr. Huntingdon's acquaintances appear to be no better 
pleased with our approaching union than mine. This mom- 
mg's post brought liim letters fh>m several of his friends^ 
during the perusal of which, at the breakfast-table, he excited 
the attention of the company, by the singular variety of .hia 
g^rimaoas. But he ^srushed them ail into his pocket, with a 
private laugh, and said nothing till the meid was concluded* 
Then, while Ihe company were hanging over the fire or loiter- 
ing through the room, previous to settling to their various 
morning's avocations, he came and leant over the back of my 
ehair, with his tace in contact with mv curls, and commenchig 
with a quiet little kiss, poured forth the following comphunts 
into my ear— — • 

" Hele;i, you witch, do you know that you've entailed upon 
me the curses of all my friends? I wrote to them the other 
day, to tell *them of my happy prospects, and now, instead of 
a bundle of congratulations, I've got a pocket -full of bitter 
execrations and reproaches. There's not one kind wish fbr 
me, or one good word for you, among them alL They say 
there'll be no more fun now, no more merry days and glorious 
nights — and all my fault — I am the first to break up the jovial 
buid, and others, in pure despair, will follow my example. I 
was the very life and prop of the community, they do me the 
honour to say, and I have shamefally betrayed my trust * * 

*^ You may join them again, if you like,*' said I, somewhat 
]^qued at the sorrowM tone of his discourse. *^ I should be 
sorry to stand between any man-— or body of men, and so much 
happiness ; and perhaps I can manage to do without you, a^ 
well as your poor deserted friends." 

** Bless vou ; no," murmured he. " It's • all for love or the 
world well lost,' with me. Let them go to — ^where they be- 
lonff, to speak politely. But if you saw how they abuse me^ 
Helen, you would love me all the more, for having ventured 
80 muen for your sake." 

He pulled out his crumpled letters. I thought he was going 
to show them to me, and told him I did not wish to see diem. 

"I'm not going to show them to you, love," said he. 
'♦They're hardly nt fbr a lady's eyes — the most part of them. 
But look here. This is Grimsby's scrawl — only three lines, 
the sulky dog I He doesn't say much, to b^ llJf k^t^ft^ery 
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Silence implies more than all the others' words, and the less 
he says, the more he thinks — and this is Hargrave's missiye. , 
He is particularly grieyed at me, because, forsooth, he had. 
fallen in loye with you from his sister^s reports, and meant to 
haye married you himself, as soon as he had sown his wild oats J' 

" I'm yastly obliged to him," obseryed I. 

'^And so am I," said he. ^^And look at this. This is 
nattersley's--eyery page stuffed full of railing accusations, 
bitter curses, and lamentable complaints, ending up with 
swearing that he'll get married himself in revenge: he'll 
throw hmiself away on the first old maid that chooses to set 
her cap at him, — ^as if I cared what he did with himself." 

" Well," said I, " if you do giye up your intimacy with 
these men, I don't think you will have much cause to regret 
the loss of their society ; for it's my belief they neyer did 
you much good." 

" Maybe not ; but we'd a merry time of it, too, though 
mingled with sorrow and pain, as Lowborough knows to ms 
cost — Ha, ha 1" and while he was laughing at the recollection 
of Lowborough's troubles, my uncle came and slapped him 
on the shoulder. 

"Come, my lad 1" said he. "Are you too busy making 
loye to my niece, to make war with the pheasants ! — ^First of 
October remember! — Sim shines out — rain ceased — eyen 
Boarham's not afraid to yenture in his waterproof boots ; and 
Wilmot and I are going to beat you all. I declare, we old 
'uns are the keenest sportsmen of the lot 1 " 

" I'll show you what I can do to-day, however," said my 
companion. " I'll murder your birds by wholesale, just for 
keeping me away &om better company than either you or 
them." 

And so saying he departed; and I saw no more of him till 
dinner. It seemed a weary time; I wonder what I shall do 
without him. 

It is yery true that the three elder gentlemen have proved 
themselves much keener sportsmen than the two younger ones ; 
to both Lord lx)wborough and Arthur Huntingdon have of 
late almost daily neglected the shooting excursions, to accom- 
pany us in our various rides and rambles. But these merry 
times are fast drawing to a close. In less than a fortnight the 
party break up, mucn to my sorrow, for every day I enjoy it 
more and more — ^now that Messrs. Boarham and Wilmot have 
ceased to teaze me, and my aunt has ceased to lecture me, and 
I have ceased to be jealous of Annabella — and even to dislike 
her — and now that Mr. Huntingdon is become my Arthur, and 
I may en^oy his society without restraint — ^What shall I do 
without mm, I repeat? 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



October 5th. — My cup of sweets is not unmingled : it is 
dashed with a bitteruess that I cannot hide from myself, dis- 
guise it as I will. I may try to persuade myself that the 
sweetness overpowers it ; I may call it a pleasant aromatic 
flavour ; but say what I will, it is still there, and I cannot but 
taste it. I cannot shut my eyes to Arthnr^s faults ; and the 
more I love him the more they trouble me. His very heart, 
that I trusted so, is, I fear, less warm and generous than I 
thought it. At least, he gave me a specimen of his character 
to-day, that seemed to merit a harder name than thoughtless- 
ness. He and Lord Lowborough were accompanying Anna- 
bella and me in a long, delightftu ride ; he was riding by my 
side, as usual, and Annabella and Lord Lowborough were a 
little before us, the latter bending towards his companion as if 
in tender and confidential discourse. 

" Those two will get the start of us, Helen, if we don't look 
sharp," observed Huntingdon. ^^ The/U make a match of it, 
as sure as can be. That Lowborough's fairly besotted. But 
he'll find himself in a fix when he's got her, I doubt." 

*' And she'll .find herself in a fix when she's got him," said 
I, "if what I have heard of him is true." 

" iN'ot a bit of it. She knows what she's about ; but he, 
poor fool, deludes himself with the notion that she'll make him 
a good wife, and because she has amused him with some rodo- 
montade about despising rank and wealth in matters of love 
and marriage, he flatters himself that she's devotedly attached 
to him ; that she will not refuse him for his poverty, and does 
not court him for his rank, but loves him for himself alone." 

" But is not he courting her for her fortune ?" 

" No, not he. That was the first attraction, certainly ; but now 
he has quite lost sight of it: it never enters his calculations, 
except merely as an essential without which, fot the lady's own 
sake, he could not think of marrying her. No ; he's feirly in 
love. He thought he never could be again, but he's in for it 
once more. He was to have been married before, some two 
or three years ago ; but he lost his bride by losing his fortune. 
He got into a bad way among us in London : he had an unfor- 
tunate taste for gambling ; and surely the fellow was bom 
under an unlucky star, for he always lost thrice where he 
gained once. That's a mode of self-torment I never was 
much addicted to. When I spend my money I like to enjoy the 
full value of it : I see no fun in wasting it on thieves and black- 
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legs ; and as for gaming money, hitherto I have always had 
sufficient ; it*s time enough to he clutching for more, I think, 
when you hegin to see the end of what you have. But I 
have sometimes frequented the gaming-houses just to watch 
the on-goings of those mad votaries of chance—^ very in- 
teresting study, I assure you, Ellen, and sometimes very 
diverting ; Vve had many a laugh at the boohies and bedlam* 
itea. I^wborough was quite infatuated — ^not willingly, but of 
necessity, — ^he was always resolving to give it up, and always 
breaking his resolutions. Every venture was the ^ just onee 
more':' if he gained a little, he hoped to gain a little more 
next time, and if he lost, it would not do to leave off at that 
juncture ; he must go on till he had retrieved that last mis* 
fortune, at least : bi& luck could not Ipt for ever ; and everr 
lucky hit was looked upon as the dawn oi' better times, tiu 
experience proved the contrary. At length he grew desperate, 
and we were daily on the look out for a case of felo-de-se-* 
no great matter, some of us whispered, as his existence had 
ceased to be an acquisition to our dub. At last, however, he 
came to a check. He made a large stake which he determined 
should be the last, whether he lost or won. He had often so 
determined betbre, to be sure, and as often broken his deter- 
mination; and so it was this time. He lost; and while his 
antagonist] smilingly swept away the stakes, he turned chalky 
white, drew back in silence, and wiped his forehead. I was 
present at the time ; and while he stood with folded arms and 
eyes fixed on the ground, I knew well enough what was pass- 
ing in his mind. 

^^ ^ Is it to bQ the last, Lowborough V sud I, steppuig up to 
him< 

*^ ' The last but one,' he answered, with a grim smile ; and 
then, rushing back to the table, he struck his hand upon it, 
and, raising his voice high above all the confusion of jingling 
coins and muttered oaths and curses in the room, he swore a 
deep and solemn oath, that, come what would, this trial should 
be the last, and imprecated unspeakable curses on his head, if 
ever he should shuffle a card, or rattle a dice-box again. He 
then doubled his former stake, and challenged any one pre-* 
sent to play against him. Grimsby instantly presented him- 
self. Lowborough glared fiercely at him, for Grimsby was 
almost as celebrated for his luck as he was for his ill-fortune. 
However, they fell to work. But Grimsby had much skill 
and little scruple, and whether he took advantage of the 
other's trembling, blinded eagerness to deal unfairly by him, 
I cannot undertake to say ; but Lowborough lost again, and 
fell dead sick. 
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" * You*d better tiy once more,' said Grimsby, leaning across 
the table. And then he winked at me. 

" ' IVe nothing to try with,' said the poor devil, with a 
ghastly smile. 

*^ * Oh« Huntingdon will lend yoi^ what you want,' said the 
Other. 

•* ' No ; you heard my oath,' answered Lowborough, turn- 
ing Away in quiet despair. And I took him by the arm, and 
led him out* 

'^ *Is it to be the last, Lowborough ?' I asked, when I got 
him into the street. 

«« « The last,* he answered, somewhat against my expectation. 
And I took him home — ^that is, to our club — for he was as 
submissive as a child, and plied him with brandy-and^water 
till he began to look rather brighter— rather more alive, at 
least. 

^' ^ Huntingdon, Pm ruined I' said he, taking the third glass 
from my hand — ^he had drunk the other in dead silence. 

'* * Not you 1' said I. * You'll find a man can live without 
his money as merrily as a tortoise without its head, or a wasp 
without its body.' 

'^ \ But I'm in debt,' said he — ^ deep in debt I And I can 
never, never get out of it I' 

" ' Well, what of that? many a better man than you has 
lived and died in debt, and they can't put you in prison, you 
know, because you're a peer*' And I handed him his fourth 
tumbler. 

*^ ^ But I hate to be in debt I ' he shouted, ^ I wasn't bom 
for it, and I cannot bear it 1' 

«( ( What can't be cured must be endured,' said I, beginning 
to mix the fifth. 

'^ * And then, I've lost my Caroline.' And he began to 
snivel then, for the brandy had softened his heart 

" * No matter,' I answered, ' there are more Carolines in the 
world than one.' 

" * There's only one for me,' he replied, with a dolorous 
sigh. ' And if there were fifty more, who's to get them, I 
wonder, without money ? * 

" ' Oh, somebody will take you for your title ; and then 
you've your family estate yet ; that's entailed, you know.' 

^^ * I wish to God I could sell it to pay my debts,' he 
muttered. 

** ' And then,' said Grimsby, who had just come in, ' you 
can try again, you know. I would have more than one chance, 
if I were you. Pd never stop here.' 

" * I won't, I tell you I' shouted he. And he started up, and 
left the room — walking rather unsteadily, for the liquor 
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had got into his head. He was not so much used to it then, 
but afler that, he took to it kindly to solace his cares. 

" He kept his oath about gambling (not a little to the sur- 
prise of us all), though Grimsby did his utmost to tempt him 
to break it ; but now he had got hold of another habit that 
bothered him nearly as much, for he soon discovered that the 
demon of drink was as black as the demon of play, and nearly 
as hard to get rid of— especially as his kind friends did all 
they could to second the promptings of his own insatiable 
cravings. " 

" Then, they were demons themselves," cried I, imable to 
contain my indignation. ^^And you, Mr. Huntingdon, it 
seems, were the first to tempt him.*' 

"Well, what could we do?" replied he, deprecatingly. — 
" We meant it in kindness — ^we couldn^t bear to see the poor 
fellow so miserable: — and besides, he was such a damper 
upon us, sitting there, silent and glum, when he was under 
the threefold influence of the loss of his sweetheart, the loss 
of his fortune, and the reaction of the last night^s debauch ; 
whereas, when he had something in him, if he was not merry 
himself, he was an unfailing source of merriment to us. 
Even Grimsby could chuckle over his odd sayings : they de- 
lighted him far more than my merry jests, or Hattersley's 
riotous mirth. But, one evening, when we were sitting over 
our wine, after one of our club dinners, and all had been 
hearty together, — Lowborough giving us mad toasts, and heaf - 
ing our wild songs, and bearing a hand in the applause, if he did 
not help us to sing them himself, — he suddenly relapsed into 
silence, sinking ms head on his hand, and never lifting his 
glass to his lips ; — ^but this was nothing new ; so we let him 
alone, and went on with our jollification, till, suddenly raising 
his head, he interrupted us in the middle of a roar of laughter, 
by exclaiming, — 

" * Gentlemen, where is all this to end? — ^Will you just tell 
me that now? — ^Where is it all to end ?* He rose. 

" * A speech, a speech ! * shouted we. ' Hear, hear I Low- 
borough's going to give us a speech I * 

'^He waited calmly till the thunders of applause and 
jingling of glasses had ceased, and then proceeded, — 

" ' It's only this, gentlemen, — that I think we'd better go 
no further. We'd better stop while we can.' 

** * Just so 1' cried Hattersley — 



•'Stop, poor sinner, stop and think 

Before you farther go. 
No longer sport upon the brink 
^ Of everlasting woe.'* 
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" 'Exactly !• replied his lordship, with the utmost gravity. 
* And if you choose to visit the bottomless pit, I won't go with 
you-— ^e must part company, for I swear Til not move another 
step toirards it 1 — What's this ?' he said, taking up his glass ot 
wine. 

"'T4ste it,' suggested I. 

'' ' Tkis is hell broth I' he exclaimed. ^ I renounce it for 
ever I* And he threw it out into the middle of the table. 

" ' Fil again I' said I, handing hun the bottle — ^ and let us 
drink to your renunciation.' 

^^ ' It'i rank poison,' said he, grasping the bottle by the neck, 
' and I brswear it ! I've given up gambling, and I'll give up 
this too,* He was on the point of deliberately pouring the 
whole contents of the bottle on to the table, but Hargrave 
, wrested it from him. ' On you be the curse, then 1' said he. 
And, bicking from the room, he shouted, 'Farewell, ye 
tempters 1' and vanished amid shouts of laughter and applause. 

" We expected him back among us the next day ; but, to 
our surprise, the place remained vacant : we saw nothing of 
him for % whole week ; and we really began to think he was 
going to keep his word. At last, one evening, when we were 
most of us assembled together again, he entered, silent and 
grim as a ghost, and would have quietly slipped into his usual 
seat at my elbow, but we all rose to welcome him, and seve- 
ral voices were raised to ask what he would have, and several 
hands were busy with bottle and glass to serve him ; but I 
knew a smoking tumbler of brandy and water would comfort 
him best, and had nearly prepared it, when he peevishly 
pushed it avay, saying, — 

" ' Do let me alone, Huntingdon ! Do be quiet, all of you I 
I'm not come to join you : I'm only come to be with you 
awhile, because I can't bear my own thoughts.' And he folded 
his arms, and leant back in his chair ; so we let him be. But 
I left the glass by him ; and, after a while, Grimsby directed 
my attention towards it, by a significant wink ; and, on turn- 
ipg my head, I saw it was drained to the bottom. He made 
me a sign to replenish, and quietly pushed up the bottle. I 
willingly complied ; but Lowborough detected t^e pantomime, 
and, nettled at the intelligent grins that were passing between 
us, snatched the glass from my hand, dashed the contents of 
it in Grimsby's face, threw the empty tumbler at me, and 
then bolted from the room." 

"I hope he broke your head," said I. 

''No, love," replied he, laughing immoderately at the re- 
collection of the whole affair, " he would have done so, — and, 
perhaps, spoilt nay face, too, but, providentially, this forest, of 
eurls" (taking off hia hat, and showing his luxuriaiit chestnut 
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lock») " flaved my skull, and prevented the glass from break- 
ing, till it reached the table.*' 

** After that," he continued, " Lowborouffh kept aloof from 
x» a week or two longer. I used to meet him occasionally in 
the town ; and then, as I was too good-natured to resent his 
unmannerly conduct, and he bore no malice against me, — 
be was never unwilling to talk to me ; on the contrary, he 
would cling to me, and follow me anywhere,-^but to 'Jbe dub, 
and the gaming-houses, and such like dangerous plaoes of re- 
sort — ^he was so weary of his own moping, melanchdy mind. 
At last, I got him to come in with me to the club, on condition 
that I would not tempt him to drink ; and, for some time, he 
continued to look in upon us pretty regularly of an CTening, — 
still abstaining, with wonderful perseverance, from tbe * rank 
poison' he had so bravely forsworn. But some of oar mem- 
bers protested against this conduct. They did not like to have 
him sitting Ihere like a skeleton at a feast, instead of contri- 
buting his quota to the general amusement, casting a cloud 
over all, and watching, with greedy eyes, every drop they 
carried to their lips— 4hey vowed it was not fair ; and some of 
them maintained, that he should either be compelled to do as 
others did, or expelled from the society ; and swore that, nert 
time he showed himself, they would tell him as much, and, if 
he did not take the warning, proceed to active measures. 
However, I befriended him on this occasion, and recommended 
them to let him be for a while, intimating that, with a little 
patience on our parts, he would soon come round again. But, 
to be sure, it was rather provoking ; for, though he refused to 
drink like an honest Christian, it was well known to me that 
he kept a private bottle of laudanum about him, which he was 
continually soaking at — or rather, holding off and on with, 
abstaining one day, and exceeding the next— just like the 
spirits. 

'^One night, however, during one of our orgies-— one of 
oar hiffh festivals, I mean-^he glided in, like the ghost in 
Macbeth, and seated himself, as usual, a little back from 
the table, in the chair we always placed for *the spectre,' 
whether it chose to fill it or not. I saw by his face that 
he was suffering fit>m the effects of an overdose of his in- 
sidious comforter ; but nobody spoke to him, and he spoke to 
nobodv. A few sidelong glances, and a whispered observa- 
tion, tnat ^ the ghost was come,' was all the notice he drew by 
his appearance, and we went on with our merry carousals as 
before, till he started us all, bv suddenly drawing in his chair, 
and leaning forward with his elbows on the table, and exclaim- 
ing with portentous solemnity, — 

^ ^ Weu! it puzdes me what 'you ean find to be so merry 

Digitized by <^OOgle 



OF wubvkix ball. 147 

about. What yon see in life I don^t know— *I see only the 

blackness of darkness, and a fearful lookuig for of judgment 
and fiery mdignation I ' 

" All the company simultaneously pushed up their glasses 
to him, indl set them before him in a semicircle, and, tenderly 
patting liim on the back, bid him drink, and he would soon see 
as bright a prospect as any of us ; but he pushed them back, 
muttering, — 

^^ ^ Take them away ! I won^t taste it, I tell you. I won^t — 
I won^t i ' So I handed them down again to the owners ; but 
I saw that he foUowed them with a glare of hungry regret as 
tiiey depurted. Then, he clasped his hands before his eyes 
to iMiut out the sight, and two minutes after, lifted his head 
again, and said, in a hoarse but vehement whisper, — 

^^ ^ And yet I must ! Huntingdon, get me a glass I * 

^^Take the bottle, man!* said I, thrusting the brandy- 
bottle into his hand — ^but stop, I'm telline too much,** mut- 
tered the narrator, startled at the look I turned upon him. 
^^ But no matter," he recklessly added, and thlis continued 
his relation. ^^In his desperate eagerness, he seized the 
bottle and sucked away, till he suddenly dropped firom his 
chair, disappearing under the table amid a tempest of ap- 
plause. Tne consequence of this imprudence was something 
like an apoplectic fit, followed by a rather severe brain 
fever '' 

"And what did you thmk of yourself, sir?'* said I, 
quickly. 

" Of course, I was very penitent," he replied. " I went 
to see him once or twice — ^nay, twice or thrice — or, byh: ladv, 
some four times — and when he got better, I tenderly brought 
him back to the fold." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" I mean, I restored him to the bosom of the club, and 
compassionating the feebleness of his health and extreme 
lowness of his spirits, I recommended him to ^ take a little 
wine for his stomach's sake,' and, when he was sufficiently re- 
established, to embrace the media-via, ni-jamais-ni-toigours 
plan — not to kill himself like a fool, and not to abstain like a 
ninny — in a word, to enjoy himself like a rational creature, 
and do as I did ; for don't think, Helen, that I'm a tippler ; 
I'm nothing at all of the kind, and never was, and never shall 
be. I value my comfort far too much. I see that a man can- 
not give himself up to drinking without bein^ miserable one 
half his days and mad the other ; besides, I like to enjoy my 
life at all sides and ends, which cannot be done by one that 
suffers himself to be the slave of a single propensity — and, 
moreover, drinking spoils one's good lo<^^|'J^^%,^oftcluded 
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with a most conceited smile that ought to have provoked me 
more than it did. 

"And did Lord Lowhorough profit by your advice?" 1 
asked. 

" Why, yes, in a manner. For a while, he managed very 
well ; indeed, he was a model of moderation and prudence — 
something too much so for the tastes of our wild community ; 
but, somehow, Lowborough had not the gift of moderation : 
if he stimibled a little to one side, he must go down before he 
could right himself: if he overshot the mark one night, the 
effects of it rendered him so miserable the next day that he 
must repeat the offence to mend it ; and so on from day to 
day, till his clamorous conscience brought him to a stand. 
And then, in his sober moments, he so bothered his friends 
with his remorse, and his terrors and woes, that they were 
obliged, in self-defence, to get him to drown his sorrows in 
wine, or any more potent beverage that came to hand ; and 
w^ien his first scruples of conscience were overcome, he 
would need no more persuading, he would often grow despe- 
rate, and be as great a blackguard as any of them could 
desire — but only to lament his own unutterable wickedness 
and degradation the more when the fit was over. 

" At last, one day when he and I were alone together, after 
pondering awhile in one of his gloomy, abstracted moods, 
with his arms folded and his head sunk on his breast, he sud- 
denly woke up, and vehemently grasping my arm, said, — 

" ' Huntingdon, this won't do ! Vm resolved to have done 
with it.' 

" ' What, are you going to shoot yourself?' said I. 

" ' No ; Tm going to reform.' ■ 

" ' Oh, that's notning new ! YouVe been going to reform 
these twelve months and more.' 

" ' Yes, but you wouldn't let me ; and I was such a fool I 
couldn't live without you. But now I see what it is that 
keeps me back, and what's wanted to save me ; and I'd com- 
pass sea and land to get it — only I'm afraid there's no chance.* 
And he sighed as if his heart would break. 

" ' What is it, Lowborough ?' said I, thinking he was fairly 
cracked at last. 

" ' A wife,' he answered ; ' for I can't live alone, because 
my own mind distracts me, and I can't live with you, because 
you take the devil's part against me.' 

utWho 1?' 

" * Yes — all of you do — and you more than any of them, 
you know. But if I could get a wife, with fortune enough to 
pay off my debts and set me straight in the world ' 

" * To be sure,' said I. 
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** * And sweetness and goodness enough,' he continued, ' to 
make home tolerable, and to reconcile me to myself, I thiii^ 
I should do, yet. I shall never be in love again that's cer- 
tain ; but perhaps that would be no great matter, it would 
enable me to choose with mj eyes open — and I should make 
a good husband in spite of it ; but could any one be in love 
with me ? — that's the question. With your good looks and 
powers of fascination,' (he was pleased to say,) ' I might 
hope ; but as it is, Huntingdon, do you think anybody would 
take me — ^ruined and wretched as I am ?' 

*' * Yea, certainly.' 

"*Who?' 

•' ' Why, any neglected old maid, fast sinking in despair, 
would be delighted to ' 

"'No, no,' said he — 'it must be somebody that I- can 
love.' 

" ' Why, you just said vou never could be in love again I' 

" ' Weil, love is not the word — ^but somebody that 1 can 
like, ril search all England through, at all events!' he 
cried, with a sudden burst of hope, or desperation. ' Succeed 
or fail, it will be better than rushing headlong to destruction 

at that d d club : so farewell to it and you. Whenever I 

meet you on honest ground or under a Christian roof, I shall 
be glad to see you ; but never more shall you entice me to 
that devil's denl' 

" This was shameful language, but I shook hands with him, 
and we parted. He kept his word ; and from that time for- 
ward, he has been a pattern of propriety, as far as I can tell; 
but, till lately, I have not had very much to do with him. 
He occasionally sought my company, but as frequently 
shrunk from it, fearing lest I should wile him back to destruc- 
tion, and I found his not very entertaining, especially, as he 
sometimes attempted to awaken mv conscience and draw me 
from the perdition he considered himself to have escaped ; 
but when I did happen to meet him, I seldom failed to ask 
after the progress of his matrimonial efforts and researches, 
and, in general, he could give me but a poor account. The 
mothers were repelled by his empty coffers and his reputa- 
tion for gambling, and the daughters by his cloudy brow and 
melancholy temper — besides, he didn't understand them ; he 
wanted the spirit and assurance to carry his point. 

"I left him at it when I went to the continent ; and on my 
return^ at the year's end, I found him still a disconsolate 
bachelor — ^though, certainly, looking somewhat less like an 
unblest exile from the tomb than before. The young ladies 
had ceased to be afraid of him, and were beginning to think 
him quite interesting ; but the mammas were stUl umreknting. 
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It was about this time, Helen, that my good angel brongtit me 
into conjunction with you ; and then I had eyes and ears for 
nobody else. But, meantime, Lowborough became acquainted 
with our charming friend. Miss Wilmot — ^through the inter- 
vention of his good angel, no doubt he would tell you, though 
he did not dare to fix his hopes on one so courted and ad- 
mired, till after they were brought into doser contact here at 
Staningley, and she, in the absence of her other adnufers, in- 
dubitably courted his notice and held out every encourage- 
ment to his timid advances. Then, indeed, he liegan to hope 
for a dawn of brighter days ; and if, for a while, I darkened 
his prospects by standing between him and his sun — and so, 
nearly plunged him again into the abyss of despair-— it only 
intensined his ardour and strengthened his hopes when I 
chose to abandon the field in the pursuit of a brighter trea- 
sure. In a word, as I told you, he is fairly besotted. At first, 
he could dimly perceive her faults, and they gave him con- 
siderable uneasiness; but now his passion and her art to- 
gether have blinded him to eventing but her perfections 
and his amasing good fortune. Last night, he came to me 
brim-Ml of his new-found felicity : 

^^ ^ Huntingdon, I am not a cast-away! * said he, seizing my 
hand and squeezing it like a vice. ^ There is happiness in 
store for me, yet— even in this life — she loves me !* 

" * Indeed ! ' said I. * Has she told you so ?* 

^^ * No, but I can no longer doubt it. Do you not see how 
pointedly kind and affectionate she is ? And she knows the 
utmost extent of my poverty, and cares nothing about it ! She 
knows all the folly and all the wickedness of my former life» 
and is not afraid to trust me — and my rank and title are no 
allurements to her ; for them she utterly disregards. She is 
the most generous, high-minded being that can be conceived 
of. She will save me, body and soul, from destruction. Al- 
ready, she has ennobled me in my own estimation, and made 
me three times better, wiser, greater than I was. Oh! if I 
had but known her before, how much degradation and misery 
I should have been spared 1 But what have I done to deserve 
so magnificent a creature f* 

*^ And the cream of the jest,*' continued Mr. Huntingdon, 
laughing, ^*- is, that the artful minx loves nothing about him 
but his title and pedigree, and Uhat delightful old ikmily 
seat.*" 

** How do you know?" said I. 

** She told me so herself; she said, ^as fbr the man himself, 
I thoroughly despise him ; but then, I suppose, it is time to 
be making my choice, and if I waited for some one capable of 
eliciting my esteem and aflfection, I should ^»T®4R.B^» ™7 
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life in angle blessedness, fot I detest 70U all 1 * Ha, ha ! I 
suspect she was wrong there ; but, howeyer) it is evideht she 
has no love for him, poor fellow." 

** Then you ought to tell him so/' 

*^ What 1 and spoil all her plans and prospects, poor girl ? 
JK^o, no : that would be a breach of confidence, wouldn't it, 
Helen ? Hat hal Besides^ it would break his heart." And 
he laughed again. 

*^ Well, Mr. Huntingdon, I don^t know what you see bo 
amazingly diverting in the matter; I see nothiiig to laugh 
at" 

<^ Pm laughing at you^ just now, lore," said he, redoubling 
his machinations. 

And leaying him to eiyoy his merriment alone, I touched 
Ruby with the whip, and cantered on to rejoin our com- 
panions ; for we had been walking our horses all this time, 
and were consequently a lone way behind. Arthur was soon 
at my side again ; but not disposed to talk to him, I broke 
into a gallop. He did the same ; and we did not slacken our 
pace tul we came up with Miss Wilmot and Lord Lowbo- 
rough, which was within half a mile of the park gates. I 
avoided all further conversation with him, till we came to the 
end of our ride, when I meant to jump off my horse and 
vanish into the house, before he could offer his assistance ; 
but while I was disengaging my habit from the crutch^ he 
lifted me off, and held me by both hands, asserting that he 
would not let me go till I had forgiven him. 

*' I have nothing to forgive," said I. *^ You have not in- 
jured me." 

"Ko, darlin^God forbid that I should! but you are 
angry, because it was to me that Annabella confessed her lack 
of esteem for her lover." 

^' No, Arthur, it is not that that displeases me : it is the 
whole system of your conduct towards your friend ; and if 
you wish me to forget it, go, now, and tell him what sort of a 
woman it is that he adores so madly, and on whom he has 
hung his hopes of future happiness." 

'* I tell you, Helen, it would break his heart-^t would be 
the death of him — ^besides being a scandalous triek to poor 
Annabella. There is no help for him now ; he is past pray- 
ing for. Besides, she may keep up the deception to the end 
of the chapter ; and then he will be just as happy in the illu- 
sion as if it were reality ; or perhaps, he will only discover 
his mistate when he has ceased to love her ; and if not, it is 
much better that the truth should dawn gradually upon him. 
80 now, my angel, I hope I have made out a clear case, and 
fidly convinced you that I cannot make the s^n^n^g^^^u re- 
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quire. • What other requisition have you to make ? Speak, 
ax^d I will gladly obey." 

" I have none but this," said I, as gravely as before ; "that, 
in future, you will never make a jest of the sufferings of 
others, and always use your influence with your friends for 
their own advantage against their evil propensities, instead of 
seconding their evil propensities against themselves." 

" I will do my utmost," said he, "to remember and perform 
the injunctions of my angel monitress;" and after kissing both 
my gloved hands, he let me go. 

When I entered my room, I was surprised to see Annabella 
Wilmot standing before my toilet-table, composedly survey- 
ing her features in the glass, with one hand flirting ner gold- 
mounted whip, and the other holding up her long habit. 

" She certainly is a magnificent creature I" thought I, as I 
beheld that tall, finely-developed figure, and the reflection of 
the handsome face in the mirror before me, with the glossy 
dark hair, slightly and not ungracefully disordered by the 
breezy ride, the rich brown complexion glowing with exercise, 
and the black eyes sparkling with unwonted brilliance. On 
perceiving me, she turned round, exclaiming, with a laugh 
that savoured more of malice than of mirth, — . 

"Why, Helen! what have you been doing so long? I 
came to tell you my good fortune," she continued, regardless 
of KachePs presence. " Lord Lowborough has proposed, and 
I have been graciously pleased to accept him. Don't you envy 
me, dear?" 

" No, love," said I — " or him either," I mentally added. 
"And do you like him, Annabella?" 

" Like him I yes, to be sure — over head and ears in love I" 

" Well, I hope you'll make him a good wife." 

" Thank you, my dear I And what besides do you hope ? " 

"I hope you will both love each other, and both be 
happy." 

" Thanks ; and I hope you will make a very good wife to 
Mr. Huntingdon!" said she, with a queenly bow, and re- 
tired. 

" Oh, miss ! how could you say so to her I" cried Rachel. 

"Say what?" repHed L 

" Why, that you hoped she would make him a good wife. 
I never heard such a thing !" 

" Because, I do hope it— or rather, I wish it — she's almost 
past hope." 

" Well I" said she, " Fm sure I hope he*ll make her a good 
husband. They tell queer things about him down stairs. 
They were saying " 

"1 know, RacheL Tve heard all about him; but he's re- 
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formed now. And they have no business to tell tales about 
their masters." 

** No, mum— or else, they hare said some things about Mr. 
Huntingdon too." 

" I won't hear them, Rachel ; they tell lies." 

" Yes, mum," said she, quietly, as she went on arranging 
my hair. 

'*Do you believe them, Rachel?" I asked, after a short 
pause. 

" No, miss, not all. You know when a lot of servants gets 
together they like to talk about their betters ; and some, for a 
bit of swagger, likes to make it appear as though they knew 
more than they do, and to throw out hints and things just to 
astonish the others. But I think if I was you. Miss Helen, I'd 
look very well before I leaped. I do believe a young lady 
can't be too careful who she marries." 

" Of course not," said I ; " but be quick, will you, Rachel ; 
I want to be dressed." 

And, indeed, I was anxious to be rid of the good woman, 
for I was in such a melancholy frame I could hardly keep the 
tears out of my eyes while she dressed me. It was not for 
Lord Lowborough — it was not for Annabella — it was not 
for myself— it was for Arthur Huntingdon that they rose. 

* * * ^ % # * 

13th. — ^They are gone — and he is gone. We are to be 
parted for more than two months — above ten weeks ! a long, 
long time to live and not to see him. But he has promised 
to write often, and made me promise to write still oftener, 
because he will be busy settling his affairs, and I shall have 
nothing better to do. Well, I think I shall always have 
plenty to say. But O ! for the time when we shall be always 
together, and can exchange our thoughts without the inter- 
vention of these cold go-betweens, pen, ink, and paper ! 

* * ♦ * • * 

22nd. — ^Ihave had several letters from Arthur, already. 
They are not long, but passing s^iveet, and just like himself— 
fidl of ardent affection, and playful lively humour ; but — 
there is always a ' but' in this unperfect world — and I do wish 
he "would sometimes be serious. I cannot get him to write or 
speak in real, solid earnest. I don't much mind it now, but 
if it be always so, what shall I do with the serious part of 
myself? 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 



Feb. IStb, 1822.— Early this morning, Arthur mounted hia 

hunter and set off in high glee to meet the hounds. He 

will be away all day, and so I will amuse myself with my 
neglected diary, if I can give that name to such an irregulfu: 
composition. It is exactly four months since I opened it last. 

I am married now, and settled down as Mrs. Huntingdon 
of Grassdale Manor. I have had eight weeks' experience of 
matrimony. And do I regret the step I have taken ? No, 
though I must confess, in my secret heart, that Arthur is 
not what I thought him at first, and if I had known him iu 
the beginning as thoroughly as I do now, I probably never 
should have loved him, and if I loved him first, and then 
made the discovery, I fear I should have thought it my 
duty not to have married him. To be sure I might have 
known him, for every one was willing enough to tell me about 
him, and he himself was no accomplished hypocrite, but I 
was wilfully blind, and now, instead of regrettmg that I did 
not discern his full character before I was indissolubly bound 
to him, I am glad, for it has saved me a great deal of battling 
with my conscience, and a great deal or consequent trouble 
and pain ; and> whatever I ought to have done, my duty now 
is plainly to love him and to cleave to him, and this just tal- 
lies with my inclination. 

He is very fond of me — almost too fond. I could 4o with 
less caressing and more rationality. I should like to be less 
of a pet and more of a fHend if I might choose, but I won't 
complain of that : I am only afraid his affection loses in depth 
where it gains in ardour. I sometimes liken it to a fire of 
dry twigs and branches compared with one of solid coaJ — 
very bright and hot ; but if it should burn itself out and leave 
nothing but ashes behind, what shall I do ? But it won't — ^it 
shan't, I am determined — and surely I have power to keep it 
alive. So let me dismiss that thought at once. But Arthur 
is selfish ; I am constrained to acknowledge that ; and, in- 
deed, the admission gives me less pain than might be ex- 
pected, for, since I love him so much, I can easily forgive 
him for loving himself: he likes to be pleased, and it is my 
delight to please him, and when I regret this tendency of his 
it is for his own sake not for mine. 

The first instance he gave was on the occasion of our bridal 
tour. He wanted to hurry it over, for all the continental 
scenes were already familiar to him: many had lost their 
interest in his eyes, and others had never had ai^tiiing to 
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lose. The consequence was, that ailer a flying transit, through 
part of France and part of Italy, I came hack nearly as igno- 
rant as I went, haying made no acquaintance with persons 
and manners, and yerjr little with things, my head swarming 
with a motley con^sion of objects and scenes — some, it is 
true, leayinff a deeper and more pleasing impression than 
others^ but Uiese embittered by the recollection that my emo- 
tions had not been shared by my companion, but that, on 
the contrary, when I Ivad expressed a particular interest in 
anything that I saw or desired to see, it had been displeasing 
to him, inasmuch as it proyed that I could take delight in 
anything disconnected with himself. 

As for Paris, we only just touched at that, and he would not 
giye me time to see one-tenth of the beauties and interesting 
objects of Rome. He wanted to get me home, he said, to 
haye me all to himself, and to see me safely installed as the 
mistress of Grassdale Manor, just as single-minded, as naiye, 
and piquant as I was ; and, as if I had been some frail but- 
terfly, he expressed himself fearful of rubbing the silyer off 
my wings by bringing me into contact with society, especially 
that of Paris and Eome ; and, moreoyer, he did not scruple 
to tell me that there were ladies in both places that would 
tear his eyes out if they happened to meet him with me. 

Of course I was yexed at all this ; but, still, it was less the 
disappointment to myself that' annoyed me, than the disap- 
pointment in him, and the trouble I was at to frame excuses 
to my friends for haying seen and obseryed so little, without 
imputing one particle of blame to my companion. But when 
we got home — to my new, delightftil home — I was so happy 
and he was so kind that I freely forgaye him all ; and I was 
beginning to think my lot too happy, and my husband ac- 
tu^ly too good for me, if not too good for this world, when, 
on the second Sunday after our arriyal, he shocked and hor- 
rified me by another instance of his unreasonable exaction. 
We were walking home from the morning seryice, for it was 
a fine frosty day, and, as we are so near the church, I had 
requested tne carriage should not bo used. 

*' Helen,^' said he, with unusuid grayity, *^ I am not quite 
satisfied with you." 

I desired to know what was wrong. 

" But will you promise to reform if 1 tell you ?" 

^^ Yes, if I can, and without offending a higher au- 
thority." 

" Ah I there it is, you see, you don't love me with all your 
heart." 

" I don't understand you, Arthur (at least 1 hope I don't ): 
bray tell me whati Sare done or said amiss ? ". 
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'^ It is nothing you have done or said ; it is something that 
you are — ^you are too religious. Now I like a woman to be 
religious, and I think your piety one of your greatest charms, 
"but then, like all other good things, mav be carried too far. 
To my thinking, a woman^s religion ougnt not to lessen her 
devotion to her earthly lord. She should have enough to 
purify and etherealize her soul, but not enough to refine away 
ner heart, and raise her above all human sympathies." 

" And am I above sdl human sympathies ?" said I. 

" No, darling ; but you are making more progress towards 
that saintly condition than I like ; for all these two hours I 
have been thinking of you and wanting to catch your eye, 
and you were so absorbed in your devotions that you had not 
even a glance to spare for me — ^I declare it is enough to 
make one jealous of one's Maker — which is very wrong, you 
know ; so don't excite such wicked passions again for my 
souPs sake. " 

" I will give my whole heart and soul to my Maker if I 
can," I answered, " and not one atom more of it to you than 
he allows. What are you, sir, that you should set yourself 
up as a god, and presume to dispute possession of my heart 
with Him to whom I owe all I have and all I am, every bless- 
ing I ever did or ever can enjoy — and yourself among the 
rest — ^if you are a blessing, which I am half inclined to 
doubt." 

" Don't be so hard upon me, Helen ; and don't pinch my 
arm so, you're squeezing your fingers into the bone." 

" Arthur," continued I, relaxing my hold of his arm, " you 
don't love me half as much as I do you ; and yet, if you 
loVed me far less than you do I would not complain, provided 
you loved your Maker more. I should rejoice to see you at 
any time so deeply absorbed in your devotions that you had 
not a single thought to spare for me. But, indeed, I should 
lose nothing by the change, for the more you loved your God 
the more deep and pure and true would be your love 
to me." 

At this he only laughed and kissed my hand, calling me a 
sweet enthusiast. Then takinsr off his hat, be added, — 

" But look here, Helen — what can a man do with such a 
head as this?" 

The head looked right enough, but when he placed my 
hand on the top of it, it sunk in a bed of curls, rather alarm- 
ingly low, especially in the middle. 

" You see 1 was not made to be a saint," said he, laughing. 
*' If God meant me to be religious, why didn't he give me a 
proper organ of veneration ? " 

♦* You are like the servant," I replied, " who, instead of 
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employing his one talent in his master's service, restored it 
to him unimproved, alleging, as an excuse, that he knew him 
* to be a hard man, reaping where he had not sown, and ga- 
thering where he had not strawed.' Of him to whom less is 
given, less will be required, but our utmost exertions are re- 
quired of us all. You are not trithout the capacity of vene- 
ration, and faith and hope, and conscience and reason, and 
every other requisite to a Christianas character if you choose 
to employ them ; but all our talents increase in the using, 
and every faculty, both good and bad, strengthens by exer- 
cise : therefore, if you choose to use the bad, or those which 
tend to evil till they become your masters, and neglect the 

f)od till they dwindle away, you have only yourself to blame, 
ut you have talents, Arthur, natural endowments both of 
heart and mind and temper, such as many a better Christian 
would be glad to possess, if you would only employ them in 
God's service. I should never expect to see you a devotee, 
but it is quite possible to be a good Christian without ceasing 
to be a happy, merry-hearted man." 

" You speak like an oracle, Helen, and all you say is indis- 
putably true ; but listen here : I am hungry, and I see before 
me a good substantial dinner ; I am told that if I abstain from 
this to-day I shall have a sumptuous feast to-morrow, consist- 
ing of all manner of dainties and delicacies. "Now in the 
first place, I should be loath to wait till to-morrow when I 
have the means of appeasing my hunger already before me ; 
in the second place, the sohd viands of to-day are more to ray 
taste than the dainties that are promised me ;, in the third 
place, I don't see to-morrow's banquet, and how can I tell 
that it is not all a fable, got up by the greasy-faced fellow that 
is advising me to abstain in order that he mav have all the 
good victuals to himself? in the fourth place, this table must 
be spread for somebody, and, as Solomon says, ' Who can eat, 
or who else can hasten hereunto more than I ?* and finely, 
with your leave, I'll sit down and satisfy my cravings of to- 
day, and leave to-morrow to shift for itself— who knows but 
what I may secure both this and that?" 

** But you are not required to abstain from the substantial 
dinner of to-day : you are only advised to partake of these 
coarser viands in such moderation as not to incapacitate you 
from enjoying the choicer banquet of to-morrow. If, regard- 
less of that counsel, you choose to make a beast of yourself 
now, and over-eat and over-drink yourself till you turn the 
good victuals into poison, who is to blame if, hereafter, while 
you are suffering the torments of yesterday's gluttony and 
dnmkenness, you see more temperate men sitting down to 
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enjoy themselyes at that splendid entertainment wliich you are 
unable to taste ?^' 

*^Most true, my patron saint; but again, our friend Solo- 
mon says, ^ There is nothing better for a man than to eat and 
to drink, and to be merry.* *' 

" And again,** returned I, ** he says, * Rejoice, O young 
man, in thy youth ; and walk in the ways of thine heart, and 
in the sight of thine eyes : but know thou, that for all these 
things, God will bring thee into judgment.* ** 

"Well but, Helen, I'm sure I've been very good these last 
lew weeks. What have you seen amiss in me, and what 
would you have me to do ? ** 

" Nothing more than you do, Arthur : your actions are all 
right so far ; but I would have your thoughts changed ; I 
would have you to fortify yourself against temptation, and 
not to call evil good, and good evil ; I should wish you to 
think more deeply, to look further, and aim higher than 
you do." 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

Maboh 25th. — ^Arthur is getting tired— -not of me, I trust, but 
of the idle, quiet life he leads — and no wonder, for he has 
80 few sources of amusement : he never reads anything but 
newspapers and sporting magazines; and when he sees me 
occupied with a book he won't let me rest till I close it. In 
fine weather he generally manages to get through the time 
pretty well, but on rainy days, of which we have had a good 
many of late, it is quite painful to witness his ennui. I do all 
I can to amuse him, but it is impossible to get him to feel inte- 
rested in what I most like to talk about, while, on the other 
hand, he likes to talk about things that cannot interest 
me — or even that annoy me — and these please him the 
most of all ; for his favourite amusement is to sit or loll 
beside me on the sofa, and tell me stories of his former 
amours, always turning upon the ruin of some confiding girl 
or the cozening of some unsuspecting husband ; and when I 
express my horror and indignation he lays it all to the charge 
of jealousy, and laughs till the tears run down his cheeks. I 
used to fiy into passions or melt into tears at first, but seeing 
that his delight mcreased in proportion to my anger and imita- 
tion, I have since endeavoured to suppress my feelings and 
receive his revelations in the silence of calm contempt ; bui 
still he reads the inward struggle in my face, and miscon- 
strues my bitterness of soul for his unworthiness into the 
pangs of wounded jealousy ; and when he has sufficiently di- 
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verted himself with that, or fears m j displeasure will become 
too serious for his comfort, he tries to kiss and soothe me into 
smiles again — ^never were his caresses so little welcome as 
then 1 This is double selfishness displayed to me and to the 
victims of his former love. There are times when, with a 
momentary pang — a flash of wild dismay, I ask myself, 
''Helen, what have you done?" But I rebuke the inward 
questioner, and repel the obtrusive thoughts that crowd upon 
me ; for were he ten times as sensual and impenetrable to 
good and lofty thoughts, I well know I have no right to com- 

C^ ' 0. And 1 don't and won't complain. I do and will love 
still ; and I do not and will not regret that I have linked 
my fate with his. 

April 4th. — ^We have had a downright quarrel. The parti- 
culars are as follows : — Arthur had told me, at different mter- 

vals, the whole story of his intrigue with Lady F , which 

I would not believe before. It was some consolation, how- 
ever, to find that in this instance the lady had been more to 
blame than he, for he was very youns at the time, and she had 
decidedly made the first advances, if what he said was true. I 
hated her for it, for it seemed as if she had chiefly contributed 
to his corruption, and when he was beginning to talk about 
her the other day, I begged he would not mention her, for I 
detested the very sound of her name. 

" Not because you loved her, Arthur, mind, but because 
she injured you and deceived her husband, and was altogether 
a very abominable woman, whom you ought to be ashamed 
to mention." 

But he defended her by saying that she had a doting old 
husband, whom it was impossible to love. 

" Then why did she marry him ?" said I. 

*' For his money," was the reply. 

'' Then that was another crime, and her solemn promise to 
love and honour him was another, that only increased the 
enormity of the last." 

" You are too severe upon the poor ladv," laughed he. 
" But never mind, Helen, I don't care for her now ; and I 
never loved any of them half as much as I do you, so you 
needn't fear to be forsaken like them." 

" If you had told me these things before, Arthur, I never 
should have given you the chance.'* 

** Wouldn't you, my darling?" 

" Most certainly not I " 

He laughed incredulously. 

*' I wish I could convince you of it now I" cried I, starting 
up from beside him ; and for the first time in my Hfe, and I 
hopo the last, I wishedl had not married hlMnby^oogiQ 
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" Helen," said he, more gravely, " do you know that if I 
believed you now I should be very angry ? but thank Heaven 
I don't. Though you stand there witn your white face and 
flashing ejea, looking at me like a very tigress, I know the 
heart within you perhaps a trifle better than you know it 
yourself." 

Without another word I left the room and locked myself up 
in my own chamber. In about half an hour he came to the 
door, and first he tried the handle, then he knocked. 

" Won't you let me in, Helen ?" said he. 

" No ; you have displeased me," I replied, " and I don*t 
want to see your face or hear your voice again till ihe 
morning." 

He paused a moment as if dumbfoundered or uncertain 
how to answer such a speech, and then turned and walked 
away. This was only an hour after dinner : I knew he would 
find it very dull to sit alone all the evening ; and this consi- 
derably softened my resentment though it did not make me 
relent. 1 was determined to show him that my heart was not 
his slave, and I could live without him if I chose ; and I sat 
down and wrote a long letter to my aunt — of course telling 
her nothing of all this. Soon auer ten o'clock I heard 
him come up again, but he passed my door and went straight 
to his own dressing-room, where he shut himself in for the 
night. 

I was rather anxious to see how he would meet me in tlie 
morning, and not a little disappointed to behold him enter the 
breakfast-room with a careless smile. 

"Are you cross still, Helen?" said he, approaching as if 
to salute me. I coldly turned to the table, and began to pour 
out the coffee, observing that he was rather late. 

He uttered a low whistle and sauntered away to the \nn- 
dow, where he stood for some minutes looking out upon the 
pleasing prospect of sullen, grey clouds, streaming rain, soak* 
ing lawn, and dripping, leafless trees, and muttering execra* 
tions on the weather, and then sat down to breakfast. While 
taking his coffee he muttered it was " d — d cold." 

" lou should not have left it so long," said I. 

He made no answer, and the meal was concluded in si- 
lence. It was a relief to both when the letter-bag was 
brought in. It contained upon examination a newspaper and 
one or two letters for him, and a couple of letters for me, 
which he tossed across the table without a remark. One was 
from my brother, the other from Milicent Hargrave, who is 
now in London with her mother. His, I think, were business 
letters, and apparently not much to his mind, for he crushed 
them into his pocket with some muttered expletives that I 
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fiboTild have reproved him for at any other time. - The paper, 
he set hefore him, and pretended to be deeply absorbed in its 
contents during the remainder of breakfast, and a consider<- 
able time after. 

The reading and answering of my letters, and the direction 
of household concerns, afforded me ample employment for the 
morning : after lunch I got my drawing, and from dinner till 
bed-time I read. Meanwhile, poor Arthur was sadly at a loss 
for something to cunuse him or to occupy his time. He wanted 
to appear as busy and as imconcemed as I did: had ^e 
weather at all permitted he would doubtless have ordered 
his horse and set off to some distant region — ^no matter where 
— ^immediately after breakfast, and not returned till night : 
had there been a lady anywhere within reach, of any age 
between fifteen and forty-five, he would have sought revenge 
and found employment in getting up, or trying to get up, a 
desperate flirtation with her ; but being, to my private satis- 
faction, entirely cut off from both these sources of diversion, 
his sufferings were truly deplorable. WJien he had done 
yawning over his paper and scribbling short answers to his 
shorter letters, he spent the remainder of the morning and the 
whole of the afternoon in fidgeting about from room to room, 
watching the clouds, cursing the rain, alternately petting and 
teazing and abusing his dogs, sometimes lounging on the sofa 
with a book that he could not force himself to read, and very 
often fixedly gazing at me when he thought I did not perceive 
it, with the vain hope of detecting some traces of tears, or 
some tokens of remorseful anguish in my face. But I ma- 
naged to preserve an undisturbed though grave serenity 
throughout the day. I was not really angry : I felt for him 
all the time, and longed to be reconciled ; but I determined 
he should make the first advances, or at least show some signs 
of an humble and contrite spirit first ; for, if I began, it would 
only minister to his self-conceit, increase his arrogance, and 
quite destroy the lesson 1 wanted to give him. 

He made a long stay in the dining-room after dinner, and, I 
fear, took an imusual quantity of wine, but not enough to 
loosen his tongue, for when be came in and found me quietly 
occupied with my book, too busy to lift my head on his en^ 
trance, he merely murmured an expression of suppressed dis- 
approbation, and, shutting the door with a bang, went and 
stretched himself at fiill length on the sofa, and composed him- 
self to sleep. But his favourite cocker. Dash, that had been 
lying at my feet, took the liberty of jumping upon him and 
beginning to lick his face. He struck it off with a smart 
blow, and the poor dog squeaked, and ran cowering back to 
me. When he woke up, about half an hoju; a^€^^|^9lij^d it 
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to him again, bnt Dash only looked sheepish and wagged the 
tip of his tail. He called again more sharply, bnt Dash only 
clung the closer to me, and licked my hand as if imploring 
protection. Enraged at this, his master snatched np a heavy 
book and hurled it at his head. • The poor dog set up a 
piteous outcry and ran to the door. I let him out, and then 
quietly took up the book. 

*^ Give that book to me," said Arthur, in no rery courteous 
tone. I gayest to him. 

" Why did you let the dog out ?" he asked. •' You knew 
t wanted him." 

"By what token?"! replied; "by your throwing the 
book at him ? but, perhaps, it was intended for me ?" 

" No ; but I see you*ve got a taste of it," said he, looking 
at my hand, that had also been struck, and was rather severely 
grazed. 

I returned to my reading, and he endeavoured to occupy 
himself in the same manner ; but, in a little while, after 
•everal portentous yawns, he pronounced his book to be 
" cursed trash," and threw it on the table. Then followed 
tight or ten minutes of silence, during the greater part of 
which, I believe, he was staring at me. At last his patience 
was tired out. 

" What is that book, Itelen?" he exclaimed. 

I told him. 

"Is it interesting t" 

" Yes, very." 

I went on reading, or pretending to read, at least— 1 cannot 
say there was much communication between my eyes and my 
brain 5 for, while the fonher ran over the pages, the latter 
Was earnestly wondering when Arthur would speak next, and 
what he would say, and what I should answer. But he did 
tiot speak asain till I rose to make the tea, and then it was 
Only to say he should not take any. He continued lounging 
on the sora, and alternately closing his eyes and looking at 
his watch and at me, till bed-time, when I rose, and took my 
aandle and retired. 

" Helen !♦* cried he, the moment 1 had left the room. 1 
tomed back, and stood awaiting his commands. 

" What do you want, Arthur ? " I said at length. 

** Nothing,''^ replied he. " Go 1 " 

I went, but hearing him mutter something as t was closing 
the door, I turned again. It sounded very like " confounded 
alttt," but I was quite willing it should be something else. 

" Were you speaking, Arthur?" I asked, 

" No," was the answer, and I shut the door and departed. I 
law nothi&g mora of him till the following morning at 
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breakfast, when l^e came down a full hour after the usual 
time. 
" You're very late," was my morning's salutation. 
*' You needn't have waited for me," was his ; and he walked 
up to the window again. It was just such weather aa 
yesterday. 

^^ Oh, this confbunded rain I" he muttered. But, after stu- 
diously regarding it for a minute or two, a bright idea seemed 
to strike him, for he suddenly exclaimed, ^^ But I know what 
I'll do!" and then returned and took his seat at the table, 
The letter-bag was already there, waiting to be opened. 
He unlocked it and examined the contents, but said nothing 
about them. 
" Is there anything for me ?" I asked. 
"No." . * 

He opened the new^aper and began to read. 
"You'd better take your coifee," suggested 1 3 ♦'it will be 
cold again." 
" You may go," said he, " if youVe done. I don't want you." 
I rose and withdrew to the next room, wondering if wfl 
were to have another such miserable day as yesterday, and 
wishing intensely for an end of these mutually inflicted tor- 
ments. 8hortly after I heard him ring the bell and give 
some orders about his wardrobe that sounded as if he medi- 
tated a long ioumey. He then sent for the coachman, and I 
heard something about the carriage and the horses, and Lon^ 
doD, and seven o'clock to-morrow morning, that itartled and 
disturbed me not a little. 

" I must not let him go to London, whatever comes of it,*' 
said I to myself: " he wul run into all kinds of mischief, and 
I shall be the cause of it. But the question is, how am I to 
alter his purpose ? — ^Well, I will wait awhile, and see if he 
mentions it." 

I waited most anxiously, ttom hour to hour ; but not a 
word was spoken, on that or any other subject, to me. He 
whistled and talked to his dogs, and wandered from room to 
room, much the same as on the previous day. At last I began 
to think I must introduce the subject myself, and was ponder- 
ing how to bring it about, when John unwittingly came to 
my relief with the following message from the coachman j 

" Please, sir, Richard says one of the horses has got a very 
bad cold, and he thinks, sir, if you could make it convenient 
to go the day after to-morrow, instead of to-morrow, he coul4 

physic it to-day so as " 

^' Confound his impudenee !" inteijeoted the master. 
" Please, sir, he says it would be a deal better if you eould,'* 
persisted John, **for he hopes there'll bo a <^^^^^ii^^ 
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weather shortly, and he says it*s not likely, when a horse is 
80 bad with a cold, and physicked and all ^' 

'^ Devil taJce the horse T' cried the gentleman — '^Well, 
tell him Pll think abont it," he added, fd^r a moment^s re- 
flection. He cast a searching glance at me, as the servant 
withdrew, expecting to see some token of deep astonishment 
and alarm ; but, being previously prepared, I preserved an 
aspect of stoical indifference. His countenance fell as he met 
my steady gaie, and he turned away in very obvious disap- 
pointment, and walked up to the fire-place, where, he stood 
m an attitude of undisguised dejection, leaning against the 
chimney-piece with his forehead sunk upon his arm. 

" Where do you want to go, Arthur ? " said L 

" To London," replied he, gravely, 

"What for?" I asked. 

" Because I cannot be happy here.*' 

"Why not?" 

" Because my wife doesn't love me.*' 

"She woula love you with all her heart, if you de- 
served it." 

" What must I do to deserve it ?" 

This seemed humble and earnest enough ; and I was so 
much afifected, between sorrow and joy, that I was obliged to 
pause a few seconds before I coiQd steady my voice to reply. 

" If she gives you her heart," said I, " you must take it 
thankfdly, and use it well, and not pull it in pieces, and 
lai^h in ner fiice, because she cannot snatch it aidiy." 

He now turned round and stood &cing me, with his back 
to ike fire. 

"Come then, Helen, are you going to be a good girl?" 
said he* 

This sounded rather too arrogant, and the smile that ac- 
companied it did not please me. I therefore hesitated to 
reply. Perhaps, my former answer had implied too much : 
he had heard my voice falter, and might have seen me brush 
away a tear. 

"Are you going to forgive me, Helen?" he resumed, more 
humbly. 

"Are you penitent 1" I replied, stepping up to him and 
smiling in his face. 

" Heart-broken!" he answered, with a rueful countenance, 
yet with a merry smile just lurking within his eyes and about 
the comers of ms mouth ; but this could not repulse me, and 
I flew into his arms. He fervently embraced me, and though 
I shed a torrent of tears, I think I never was happier in my 
life than at that moment. 

"Then you won't go to London, Arthur?" I said, wheti 
the first transport of tears and kisses had subsided. 



OF 'VnLDFEUi HALL. 165 

*' No, love^— unless you will go with me." 

" I will, gladly," I answered, " if you think the change 
will amuse you, and if you will put off the journey till next 
week." 

He readily consented, but said there was no need of much 
preparation, as he should not be for staying long, for he did 
not wish me to be Londonized, and to lose my country fresh- 
ness and originality by too much intercourse with the ladies 
of tiie world. I thought this folly ; but I did not wish to 
contradict him new : I merely said that I was of very domestic 
habits, as he well knew, and had no particular wish to mingle 
with the world. 

So we are to go to London on Monday, the day after to- 
morrow. It is now four days since the termination of our 
quarrel, and I'm sure it has done us both good : it has made 
me like Arthur a great deal better, and made him behave a 
great deal better to me. He has never once attempted to 

annoy me since, by the most distant allusion to Lady F , 

or any of those disagreeable reminiscences of his former life 
— I wish I could blot them from my memory, or else get him 
to regard such matters in the same light as I do. Well ! it 
is something, however, to have made him see that they are 
not fit subjects for a conjugal jest. He may see frirther some 
time — I will put no limits to my hopes ; and, in spite of my 
aunt's forebodings and my own unspoken fears, I trust we 
shall be happy yet. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

On the eighth of April, we went to London ; on the eighth of 
May I returned, in obedience to Arthur's wish ; very much 
against my own, because I left him behind. If he had come 
with me, I should have been very glad to get home again, for 
he led me such a round of restless dissipation, whik there, 
that, in that short space of time, I was quite tired out. He 
seemed bent upon displaying me to his friends and acquaint- 
ances in particular, and the public in general, on every possi- 
ble occasion, and to the greatest possible advantage. It was 
something to feel that he considered me a worthy object of 
pride ; but I paid dear for the gratification, for in the first 
place, to please him, I had to violate my cherished predilec- 
tions — ^my almost rooted principles in favour of a plain, dark, 
sober style of dress ; I must sparkle in costly jewels, and 
deck myself out like a painted butterfly, just as I had, long 
since, determined I would never do — ^and this was no trifling 
sacrifice ; — ^in the second place, I was continually straining to 
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satifify his sanguine expeeUtiofit and de hoaonr to his choice, 
by my general conduct and deportment, and fearing to dis- 
appoint him by some awkward misdemeanor, or some trait 
of inexperienced ignorance about the customs of society, espe- 
cidly when I acted the part of hostess, which I ww not un- 
frequently called upon to do ; and in the third place, as I in* 
timated before, I was wearied of the throng and bustle, the 
restless hurry and ceaseless change of a life so alien to all my 
previous habits. At last, he suddenly discovered that the 
London air did not agree with me, and I was languishing for 
my country home, apd must immediately return to Gras8« 
dale. 

I laughingly assured him that the caae was not so urgent 
as he appeared to think it, but I was quite willing to go hooM 
if he was. He replied that he should be obliged to remain % 
week or two longer* as he had business thi^t required his pre« 
senoe. 

^^ Then I will stay with you,*' said I. 

^' But I can't do with you, Helen," was his answer : ^^ aa 
long 9i& you stay, I shall attend to you and neglect my busi- 
ness," 

*>* But I won't let you," I returned : '^ now that I know you 
hi^ye business to attend to, I shall insist upon your attending 
tp it, and letting me idone — and, to tell the truth, I shall be 
glad of » little rest. J can take my rides and walks in the 
park as usual; and your business cannot occupy all your 
time ; I shall see you at meal-times and in the evenings, at 
least, and that will be better than being leagues away and 
never seeing you*at all." 

" But, my love, I cannot let you stay. How can I settle 
i|^ afairs when I know that you are here, neglected^^*— " 

'^ I shall not feel myself neglected i while you are doing 
your duty, Arthur, I shall never complain of neglect If you 
had told me before, that you had anythmg to do, it would 
have been half done before this ; and now you must maka 
up for lost time by redoubled exertions. 'xeU me what it 
13 ; and I will be your taskmaster, instead of being a fajn« 
drance." 

^^ No, no," persisted the impracticable creature; *^yon 
must go home, Helen ; I must have the satisfaction of know- 
iug that you are safe and well, thou|;h &r away. Your bright 
eyes are faded, and that tender, dehcate bloom has quite de^ 
serted your cheek," 

" Thjit is only with too much gaiety and fatigue.^^ 

^* It ^s nqt, I tell you ; it is the London air : you are pininff 
for the Iresb breezes of your country home — and you shafi 
fe^l th?m) before you are two days older, ^d ramembw 
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yoiip fiittiatioti, deafest Helen ; on yottr health, you know, . 
depends the health, if not the life, of our future hope.** 

" Then you really wish to get rid of me ? " 

" Positively, I do ; and I will take you doWn myself to 
Grassdale, and theu return. I shall not be absent above si 
Week — or fbrthlght at most.** 

" But if I must go, I will go alone : if yott must stay, it is 
heedless to waste your time in the journey there and back.*' 

But he did not like the idea of sending me alone. 

"Why, what helpless creature do you take me for,** t 
tdplied, " that you cannot trust me to go a hundred miles in 
our own carriage With our own footman and a maid to attend 
toe ? If yott come with me I shall assuredly keep you. But 
tell me, Arthur, what is this tiresome business ; and why did 
Jrou never mention it before ? ** 

" It is only a little business with my lawyer,** said he ; and 
he told me something about a piece of property he wanted to 
Sell in order to pav off a part of thie incumbrances on his 
estate ; but either the account was a little confused, or I was 
rather dull of comprehension, for 1 could not clearly under- 
stand how that should keep him in town a fortnight after me. 
Still less can I now comprehend how it should keep him a 
ffiOnth-^for it is nearly that time since I left him, and no 
signs of his return as yet. In every letter he promises to be 
with me in a few days, and every time deceives me — or de- 
teives himself. His excuses are vague and insufficient. I 
cannot doubt that he is got among his former companions 
again — Oh, why did I leave him ! 1 wish — I do intensely 
wish he would return I 

June 29th. — ^No Arthur yet ; aud for many days t have 
been looking and longing in vain for a letter. His letters, 
When they come, are kind — ^if fair words and endearing epi- 
thets can give them a claim to the title — ^but very short, and 
fdU of trivial excuses and promises that I cannot trust ; and 
yet how anxiously I look forward to them ! how eagerly I 
dpen and devour one of those little, hastily-scribbled returns 
for the three or four long letters, hitherto unanswered, he 
has had from m^ I 

Oh, it is cruel to leave me so long alone ! He knows I 
hove no one but Rachel to speak to, for we have no neigh- 
bours here, except the Hargraves, whose residence I can 
difbly descrjr from these upper windows imbosomed among 
those low, woody hills beyond the bale* I was glad when f 
learnt that Milicent was so near us ; and her company would 
be a soothing solace to me now, but she is still in town with 
her mother: there is no one at the Grove but little Esther and 
het French governess, for Walter is always away. I saw 
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that paragon of manly perfections in London : he seemed 
scarcely to merit the euiogiums of his mother and sister, 
though he certainly appeared more conversahle and agreeable 
than Lord Lowborough, more candid and high-minded than 
Hr. Grimsby, and more polished and gentlemanly than Mr. 
Hattersley, Arthur's only other friend whom he judged fit to 
introduce to me. — Oh, Arthur, why won't you come 1 why 
won't you write to me at least I You talked about my health 
— how can you expect me to gather bloom and vigour here ; 
pining in solitude 'and restless anxiety from day to day? — It 
would serve you right to come back and find my good looks 
entirely wasted away. I would beg my uncle and aunt, or 
my brother, to come and see me, but I do not like to complain 
or my loneliness to them, — and indeed, loneliness is the least 
of my sufferings ; but what is he doing — ^what is it that keeps 
him away ? It is this ever-recurring question and the horri- 
ble suggestions it raises that distract me. 

July 3rd. — ^My last bitter letter has wrung from him 'an 
answer at last, — and a rather longer one than usual ; but 
still I don't know what to make of it. He playfully abuses 
me for the gall and vinegar of my latest effusion, tells me I 
can have no conception of the multitudinous engagements 
that keep him away, but avers that, in spite of them all, he 
will assuredly be with me before the close of next week ; 
though it is unpossible for a man, so circumstanced as he is, 
to fix the precise day of his return : meantime, he exhorts me 
to the exercise of patience, " that first of woman's virtues," 
and desires me to remember the saying, ^^ Absence makes the 
heart grow fonder," and comfort myself with the assurance 
that the longer he stays away, the better he shall love me 
when he returns ; and till he does return, he begs I will con-^ 
tinue to write to him constantly, for, though he is sometimes 
too idle and often too busy to answer my letters as they 
come, he likes to receive them daily, and if I fulfil my threat 
of punishing his seeming neglect by ceasing to write, he shall 
be so angr^ that he wul do his utmost to forget me. He 
adds this piece of intelligence respecting poor Milicent Har- 
grave: 

"Your little friend Milicent is likely, before long, to 
follow your example, and take upon her the yoke of matrix 
mony in conjunction with a friend of mine. Hattersley, you 
know, has not yet fulfilled his direful threat of throwing his 
precious person away on the first old maid that chose to 
evince a tenderness for him ; but he still preserves a resolute 
determination ,to see himself a married man before the year 
is out : ' Only,* said he to me, ' I must have somebody that 
■will let me have my own way in everything — not like your 
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Wife, Huntingdon; she is a charming creature, but she looks 
as if she had a will of her own, and could play the vixen 
upon occasion ' (I thought, ' you're right there, man,' but I 
didn't say so). ^ I must have some good, quiet soul that will 
let me just do what I like and go where 1 like, keep at home 
or stay away, without a word of reproach or complaint ; for 
I can't do with being bothered.' ' Well,' said I, * I know 
somebody that will suit you to a tee, if you don't care for 
money, and that's Hargrave's sister, Milicent.' He desired 
to be introduced to her forthwith, for he said he had plenty 
of the needM himselfr-or should have, when his old go- 
vernor chose to quit the stage.. So you see, Helen, I have 
managed pretty well, both for your friend and mine." 

Poor Milicent ! But I cannot imagine she will ever be led 
to accept such a suitor — one so repugnant to all her ideas of a 
man to be honoured and loved. 

5th. — ^Alas ! I was mistaken. I have got a long letter from 
her this morning, telling me she is already engaged, and ex- 
pects to be married before the close of the month. 

" I hardly know what to say about it," she writes, " or 
what to think. To tell you the truth, Helen, I don't like the 
thoughts of it at all. If I am to be Mr. Hattersley's wife, I 
must try to love him ; and I do try with .all my might ; but I 
have made very little progress yet ; and the worst symptom 
of the case is, that the further he is from me the better 1 like 
him : he frightens me with his abrupt manners and strange 
hectoring ways, and I dread the thoughts of marrying him. 
^ Then why have you accepted him,' you will ask ; and I didn't 
know I had accepted him ; but mamma tells me I have, and 
he seems to think so too. I certainly didn't mean to do so ; 
but I did not like to give him a flat refrisal for fear mamma 
should be grieved and angry (for I knew she wished me to 
marry him), and I wanted to talk to her first about it, so I 
gave him what I thought was an evasive, half negative an- 
swer ; but she says it was as good as an acceptance, and he 
would think me very capricious if I were to attempt to draw 
back — and indeed, I was so confused and frightened at the 
moment, I can hardly tell what I said. And next time I saw 
him, he accosted me in all confidence as his afiianced bride, 
and immediately began to settle matters with mamma. I had 
not courage to contradict them then, and how can I do it 
now ? I cannot : they would think me mad. Besides, 
mamma is so delighted with the idea of the match; she 
thinks she has managed so well for me ; and I cannot bear 
to disappoint her. I do object sometimes, and tell her what 
I feel, but you don't know how she talks. Mr. Hattersley, 
you know, is the son of a rich banker, and as. Esther and I 
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baye no fcortimeg, and Walter very littU, our dear imuiima if 
very anxious to lee us all well manied, that i«» united to noli 
partner»^it is not my idea of being well married, but sba 
means it all for the best. She says when 1 am safe oW he? 
hands it will be such a relief to her mind ; and she apsure^ 
me it will be a good thing for the family as well aa f<^ me« 
Even Walter is pleased at the prospect, and when I confessed 
my reluctance to him, he said it was all childish nonaenie. 
Po you think it nonsense, Helen 7 I should not care if I 
could see any prospeot of being able to loye and admire him, 
but I can't There is nothing about him to hang one^a eeteem 
and afiection upon : be is so diametrically opposite to what I 
imagined my husband should be. Po write to me, and say 
all you can to encourage me. Pon^t attempt to dissuade me, 
for my fate is fixed : preparations for the important event are 
alrea'dy going on around me ; i^nd don't say a word agaiait 
|dr. Hattersley, for I want to think well of him ; and though 
I have spoken against him myself, it is for the last time : 
hereafter, I shall never permit myself to utter a word in his 
disju^aise, however he may seem to deserve it 5 and whoever 
ventures to speak slightingly of the man I have promised to 
love, to honour, and obey, must expect my serious displeasure. 
After all, I think be is quite as good as Mr. Huntingdon, if 
not better 5 and yet, you love him, and seem to be happy and 
contented : and perhaps I may manage as well. Xou must 
tell me, it you can, that Mr. ^attersley is better than he 
8eem3--*-that he is upright, honourable, and open^hearted-r-in 
fact, a perfect diamond»in the rough. IJe may be all thia, but 
J don't know him. I know only tn^ exterior and what I trust 
is the worst part ot him." 

She concludes with " Qood-bye, dear Helen, I am waitmg 
anxiously for yovp: advice— but mind you let it be all on the 
right side." 

Alas ! poor Milicent, what encouragement ean I give you ? 
or what advice-'^xcept that it is better to make a bold 
stand now, though at the expense of disappointing and anger'> 
ing both mother and brother, and lover, than to devote 
your whole life, hereafter, to mi«ery and vain regret? 

Saturday, 13th. — ^The week is over, and he is not come. All 
the sweet summer is passing away without one breath of plea** 
sure to me or benefit to him. And I had all along been look-* 
ing forward to this season with the fond, delusive hope that ' 
we should enjoy it so sweetly together ; and that, with Grod'a 
help and my exertions, it would be the means of elevating hia 
mind, and refining his taste to a due appreciation of the salu-* 
tary and pure delights of nature, and peace, and holy love. 
?ut now— at eveningi when I see tl^^ol^PSI^.S?^!?'^ ^^ 
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-IJliietly down bebind those woody liills, leaving them sleeping 
in tk wnrm, red, golden had^e, I only think another lorely day 
is lost to him and me ; and at morning, when roused by the 
flutter and chirp of the sparrows, and the gleeM twitter of 
the iwallowfl— Hul intent upon feeding their youUg, and fUll of 
life and joy in their own little frames^I open the window to 
inhalb the balmy, soul-reviying air, and look out upon the 
ioYely landscape, laughing in dew and sunshine — I too often 
fthaihe that glorious scene with tears of thankless misery, be^ 
eause he cannot feel its freshening influence ; and when I 
wander in the ancient woods, and meet the little wild-flowers 
smiling in my path, or sit in the shadow df our noble ash- 
treea by the water-side, with their branches gently swaying 
in the light summer breeze that murmurs through theit 
&athcry foliage—my ears Ml of that low music mingled with 
the dreamy hum of insects, my eyes abstractedly gaeing on 
the glassy surface of the little lake before me, with the trees 
that erowd about its bank, some gracefully bending to kiss its 
waters, some rearing their stately heads high above^ but 
Hretching their wide arms over its margin, all faithfully imr- 
Tored far^ far down in its glassy depth — ^thoush sometimes the 
images are partially broken by the sport of aquatic insects, 
and sometimes, fl>r a moment, the whole is shiyered into 
trembling fragments by a transient breeze that swept the sur- 
face too roughly — still I have no pleasure ; for the greater 
the happiness that nature bets befbre me, the more I lament 
Ihlftt he is not here to taste it : the greater the bliss We might 
enjoy together, the more I feel our present wretchedness 
Impart (yes, ours \ he must be wretched, thoueh he may not 
know it) ; and the more my senses are pleased, the tnore my 
heart in opprtflsed ; for he keeps it with him cohfined amid 
the dust and smoke of London — perhaps, shut up within the 
walls Of his own abominable club. 

But most of all, at nighty when I enter my lonely chamber, 
and look out upon the summer moon, ^ sweet regent of the 
iky,^ floating above me in the * black blue vault of heaVen,* 
Ihedding a flood of silver radiance over park, and wood, and 
Water, so pure, io peaceful, so divine — and think, Where is he 
boW? — what is he doing at this moment? wholly unconscious 
df this heavenly scene — ^perhaps, revelling with his boon 
eompanions, perhaps-^Qud help me, it is too— too much I 

S3rd.-— Thtmk Heaven, he is come at last ! But how altered I 
flushed and feverish, listless and languid, his beauty strangely 
diminished, his vigour and vivacity quite departed. I have 
not upbraided him by word or look ; I have not aven asked 
him what he has been doing. I have not the heart to do it, 
&)t I think he is ashamed of himself— he must be po indeed, 
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ftnd snch inquiries could- not fail to be painful to botb. My 
forbearance pleases bim — toucbes him even, I am inclined to 
think. He says he is glad to be home again, and God knows 
how glad I am to get him back, even as he is. He lies on the 
sofa nearly all day long ; and I play and sing to him for hours 
together. I write his letters for him, and get him everything 
he wants ; and sometimes I read to him, and sometimes I talk, 
and sometimes only sit by him and soothe him with silent 
caresses. I know he does not deserve it ; and I fear I am 
spoiling him ; but this once, I will forgive him, freely and en- 
turely. I will shame him into virtue u I can, and I will never 
let him leave me a^ain. 

He is pleased with my attentions — it may be, grateful for 
them. He likes to have me near him ; and though he is 
peevish and testy with his servants and his dogs, he is gentle 
and kind to me. What he would be, if I did not so watch- 
fully anticipate his wants, and so carefully avoid, or imme- 
' diately desist from doine anything that has a tendency to irri- 
tate or disturb him, with however little reason, I cannot tell. 
How intensely I wish he were worthy of all this care 1 Last 
night as I sat beside him, with his head in my lap, passing my 
fingers throueh his beautiful curls^ this thought made my eyes 
overflow with sorrowful tears — as at oflens does; but this 
time, a tear fell on his face and made him look up. He 
smiled, but not insultingly. 

"Dear Helen!" he said — "why do you cry? you know 
that I love you" (and he pressed m^ hand to his feverish 
lips), "and what more could you desire?" 

" Only, Arthur, that you would love yourself, as truly and 
as faithfully as you are loved bv me." 

"That would be hard, indeed 1" he replied, tenderly 
squeezing my hand. 

August 24th. — ^Arthur is himself again, as lusty and reckless, 
as light of heart and head as ever, and as restless and hard 
to amuse as a spoilt child, and almost as full of mischief too, 
especially when wet weather keeps him within doors. I wish 
he had something to do, some useful trade, or profession, or 
employment — anything to occupy his head or his hands for a 
few hours a-day, and give him something besides his own 
pleasure to think about. If he would play the country gen- 
tleman, and attend to the farm — ^but that he knows nothing 
about, and won't give his mind to consider, — or if he would 
take up with some literary study, or learn to draw or to play 
—as he is so fond of music, I often try to persuade him to 
learn the piano, but he is far too idle for such an undertaking: 
he has no more idea of exerting himself to overcome obstacles 
than he has of restraining his natural appetites; and these 
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two things are the ruin of him. I lay them hoth to the charge 
of his harsh yet careless father, .and his madly indulgent 
mother. If ever I am a mother I will zealously strive against 
this crime of over indulgence. I can hardly giye it a milder 
name when I think of the evils it hrings. 

Happily, it will soon be the shooting season, and then, if 
the weather permit, he will find occupation enough in the 
pursuit and destruction of the partridges and pheasants : we 
have no grouse, or he might have been similarly occupied at 
this moment, instead of lying under the acacia tree pulling 
poor Dash's ears. But he says it is dull work shooting alone ; 
he must have a IHend or two to help him. 

" Let them be tolerably decent then, Arthur," said I. The 
word ^^ friend,^' in his mouth, makes me shudder : I know it 
was some of his *' friends " that induced him to stay behind 
me in London, and kept him away so long — ^indeed, from 
what he has imguardedly told me, or hinted from tune to 
time, I cannot doubt that he frequentl^r showed them my^ 
letters, to let them see how fondly his wife watched over his^ 
Interests, and how keenly she regretted his absence ; and that 
they induced him to remain week after week, and to plunge 
into all manner of excesses to avoid being laughed at for a 
wife-ridden fool, and, perhaps, to show how far he could ven- 
ture to go without danger of shaking the fond creature's 
devoted attachment. It is a hateM idea, but I cannot be- 
lieve it is a false one. 

" Well," replied he, " I thought of Lord Lowborough for 
one ; but there is no possibility of getting him without his 
better half, our mutusd friend, Annabella; so we must ask 
them both. You're not afraid of her, are you, Helen?" he 
asked, with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes. 

" Of course not," I answered : *' why should I? — ^And who 
besides?" 

" Hargrave for one — ^he will be glad to come, though his 
own place is so near, for he has little enough land of his own 
to shoot over, and we can extend our depredations into it, if 
we like ; — and he is thoroughly respectable, you know, Helen, 
quite a lady's man : — and I think, Grimsby for another : he's 
a decent, quiet fellow enough — ^you'll not object to Gfecimsby?" 

" I hate him : but, however, if you wish it, I'll Ixj to en- 
dure his presence for a while." 

"All a prejudice, Helen — a mere woman^s antipathy," 

^^Iffo: I have solid grounds for my dislike. And is that 
all?" 

" Why, yes, I think so. Hattersley wiU be too busy billing 
and cooing with his bride to have much time to spare for guns 
ttnd dogs, at present," he replied. And that remmds me, 
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that I hAve hAd seyerAl letters from Milieent since her mtr- 
ria^e, and that she either is^ or pretetids to be, quite recon- 
ciled to her lot. She profiesses to have discovered numberless 
yirtties and pferfectionB in her husband^ some of which, I fear, 
less partial eyes would fail to distinguish, though they sought 
them Carefully with tears ; and now that she is accustomed to 
his loud voice) and abrupt, Uncourteoul manners^ she affirms 
the finds no difficulty in loving him as a wife should do, and 
begs I will burn thttt letter wherein she spoke so unadvisedly 
against him. So that I trust she may yet be happy ; but, if 
jihe is, it will be entirely the reward of her own goodness of 
heart ; for had she chosen to consider herself the victim of 
fate, or of her mother^s worldly wisdom, she might have been 
thoroughly mis^erable ; and if^ for duty's sake, she had not 
made eveir effort to love her husbahd, she would^ doubtless, 
have bated him to the end of her days* 

. CHAI»TER XXVI. 

BefT. 23rd. — Our guests arrived about three weeks ago. Lord 
and Lady Lowborough have now been married above eight 
months ; and t will do the lady the credit to say that her hus- 
band is quite an altered man ; his looks, his spirits, and his 
temper, are all perceptibly changed for the better since I last 
saw him. But there is room for improvement still. He is 
not always cheerful, nor always contented, and she often com- 
plains of his ill-humour, which, however, of all persons, she 
ought to be the last to accuse him of^ as ne never displays it 
against her^ except for such conduct as would provoke a saint. 
He adores her still, and would go to the world's end to please 
her. She knows her power, and she uses it too.; but well 
knowing, that to wheedle and coax is safer than to command, 
she judiciously tempers her despotism with flattery and blan- 
dishments enough to make him deem himself a favoured and 
ft happy man. 

But she has a way of tormenting him, in which I am a fel- 
low-sufferer, or might be, if I chose to regard myself as such, 
trhis is by openly, but not too glaringlv, coquettmg with Mr. 
Himtingdon, who is quite willing to oe her partner in the 
pame ; but I don't care for it, because, with him, I know there 
IS nothing but personal vanity, and a mischievous desire to 
excite my jealousy, and, perhaps, to torment his firiendi and 
she, no doubt, is actuated by much the same motives ; only, 
there is more of malice, and less of playfulness, in her ma- 
HceuvreS. It is obviously, therefore, my interest to disappoint 
them both, as far as t am concerned, by preserving a cheerful| 
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nndisturbed terenii^ throughout ; and, tcoordsagly, I ended^ 
vour to show the ndlest confidence in my hushaud, md tho 
greatest hi(U£^renoe to the arts of my attractive guest, I havt 
Bever reproached the former but once, and that waa for laugb<r 
ing at Lord Lowborough's depressed and anxious countenance 
one evening, when they had both been particularly prpvokw 
ing ; and then, indeed, I said a good deal on the iulyectt 
and rebuked hun ttenily enough ; but he only laughed) and 
said, — 

•' You can feel for him, Helen-*-can't you ? '* 

'* I can feel fbr any one that is unjustly treated," I repliedi 
^^ and I can feel for uiose that ii\jure them too," 

^^ Why, Helen, you are as jealous as he is 1" cried he, laugh- 
ing still more ; and I found it impossible to convince him of 
bis mistake. So, from that time, I have carefully refrained 
from any notice of the subject vrhatever, and left Lord Low* 
borough to take care of himself. He either has not the sense 
or the power to follow my example, though he does try to 
conceal nis uneasiness as weU as he can ; but still, it will ani« 
pear in his face, and his ilUhumour will peep out at intervfUa^ 
though not in the expression of open resentment — they never 
go far enough for that. But, I confess, I do feel jealous at 
times-^most pamfully, bitterly so— when she sings and plays 
to him, and he hangs over the instrument, and dwells upon 
her voice with no afibcted interest ;^or then, I know he is 
really delighted, and | have no power to awaken similar fer* 
vour. I can amuse and please lum with my simple songs, but 
not delight him thus. 

28th. — ^Yesterday, we all went to the Grove, Mr. Hargrave's 
much-neglected home. His mother frequently asks us over/ 
that she may have the pleasure of her dear Walter's company ; 
and this time she had invited us to a dinner party, and got 
together as mauy of the country gentry as were withiu reacli 
to meet us. The entertainment was very well got up j but I 
could not help thinking about the cost of it all the time. I 
don't like Mrs. JIargrave ; she is a hard» pretentiouSj worldly-^ 
ininded woman. She has money enough to live very com? 
fortably, if ^he only knew how to use it judiciously, and had 
taught her son to do the s^me ; but she is ever straining to 
keep up appearances, with that despicable pride that shuns 
the semblance of poverty as of a shameful crime. She grinds 
her dependants, pinches her servants, and deprives even her 
daughters and herself of the real comforts of life, because she 
will not Qousent to yield the palm in outward show to thosQ 
who have three times her wealth ; and, above all, because she 
is determined her cherished son shall be enabled to ^^ hold up 
his head,with the highest gentleman in the land." This same 
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son, I imagine, is a man of expensive habits— no reckless 
spendthriftf and no abandoned sensualist, but one who likes to 
have *^ eyer^hing handsome about him," and to ^o to a cer- 
tain length in youthful indulgences — not so much to gratify 
his own tastes as to maintain his reputation as a man of fashion 
in the world, and a respectable fellow among his own lawless 
companions ; while he is too selfish to consider how many com- 
forts might be obtained for his fond mother and sisters wiUi 
the money he thus wastes upon himself : as long as they can 
contriye to make a respectable appearance once a-year, when 
they come to town, he gives himself little concern about their 
private stintings and struggles at home. This is a harsh judg- 
ment to form of ^^ dear, noble-minded, generous-hearted Ws3- 
ter," but I fear it is too just. 

Mrs. Hargrave^s anxiety to make good matches for her 
daughters is partly the cause, and partly the result, of these 
errors : by making a figure in the world, and shovmig them 
off to advantage, sue hopes to obtain better chances for them ; 
and by thus living beyond her legitimate means, and lavishing 
so much on their brother, she renders them portionless, and 
makes them burdens on her hands. Poor Milicent, I fear, 
has already fisdlen a sacrifice to the manceuvrings of this mis- 
taken motner, who congratulates herself on having so satis- 
factorily discharged her maternal duty, and hopes to do as 
well for Esther. But Esther is a child as yet— a little merry 
romp of fourteen : as honest-hearted, and as guileless and 
simple as her sister, but with a fearless spirit of her own, that 
I fancy her mother will find some difficulty in bending to her 
purposes* 

CHAPTEB XXVn. 

October 9th.— It was on the night of the 4th, a little after tea, 
that Annabella had been singing and playing, with Arthur as 
usual at her side : she had ended her song, but still she sat at 
the instrument ; and he stood leaning on the back of her chair, 
conversing in scarcely audible tones, with his face in very 
close proximity with hers. I looked at Lord Lowborough. 
He was at the other end of the room, talking with Messrs. 
Harmve and Grimsby ; but I saw him dart towards his lady 
and his host, a quick, impatient glance, expressive of intense 
disquietude, at which Gnmsby smiled. Determined to inter- 
rupt the tdte-k-tSte, I rose, and, selecting a piece of music from 
the music-stand, stepped up to the piano, intending to ask the 
lady to play it ; but I stood transfixed and speechless on see- 
ing her seated there, listening, with what seemed an exul^t 

/ 
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smile on her flushed £ice, to his soft mnrmiiiiiigs, with her 
hand quietly surrendered to his clasp. The blood rushed first 
to my heart, and then to my head ; for there was more than 
this ; almost at the moment of my approach, he cast a hurried 
glance over his shoulder towards the other occupants of the 
room, and then ardently pressed the unresisting hand to his 
lips. On raising his eyes, he beheld me, and dropped them 
again, confounded and dismayed. She saw me too, and con- 
fronted me with a look of hard defiance. I laid the music on 
the piano, and retired. I felt ilJ ; but I did not leave the 
room : happily, it was getting late, and coiild not be long be- 
fore the company dispersed. I went to the fire, and leant my 
head against the chimney-piece. In a minute or two, some one 
asked me if I felt unwell. I did not answer ; indeed, at the 
time, I knew not what was said ; but I mechanically looked up, 
and saw Mr. Hargrave standing beside me on the rug. 

*^ Shall I get you a glass of wine ? ^' said he. 

" No, thtmk you," 1 replied ; and, turning from him, I 
looked round. ' Lady Lowborough was beside her husband, 
bending over him as he sat, with her hand on his shoulder, 
softly talking and smiling in his face ; and Arthur was at the 
table, tmming over a book of engravings. I seated myself 
in the nearest chair; and Mr. Hargrave, finding his services 
were not desired, judiciously withdrew. Shortly after, the 
company broke up, and, as the guests were retirmg to their 
rooms, Arthur approached me, smiling with the utmost as- 
surance. 

"Are you very angry, Helen?" murmured he. 

"Tbis is no jest, Arthur," said I, seriously, but as calmly 
as I could — " unless you think it a jest to lose my afiection 
for ever." 

"Whatl so bitter?" he exclaimed, laughingly, clasping my 
hand between both his ; but I snatched it away, in indigna- 
tion — almost in disgust, for he was obviously afiected with 
wine. 

" Then I must go down on my knees," scdd he ; and kneel- 
ing before me, with clasped hands, uplifted in mock humilia- 
tion, he continued imploringly — ^*' Forgive me, Helen I — dear 
Helen, forgive me, and 111 never do it again 1" and, burying 
his face in his handkerchief, he affected to sob aloud. 

Leaving him thus employed, I took my candle, and, slip- 
ping quietly from the room, hastened up^ stairs as fast as I 
could. But he soon discovered that I had left him, and, rush- 
ing up after me, caught me in his arms, just as I had entered 
the chamber, and was about to shut the door in his face. 

"No, no, by heaven, you shan^t escape me so!" he cried. 
Then, alarmed at my agitation, he begged me^ot to put my- 
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self in eudt a passion, telling me I was white In the face, and 
should kill myself if I did so. 

^^ Let me go, then," I murmured ; and immediately^ he re« 
leased me^and it was well he did, for I was really m a pas* 
aion. I sank into the easy^ohair and endeavoured to eomposa 
myself, for I wanted to speak to him calmly. He stood 
beside me, but did not venture to touch me or to speak, for a 
few seconds ; then approaching a little nearer, he dropped on 
one knee — ^not in mock humility, but to bring himself nearev 
my level, and leaning his hand on the arm of the chair, he 
began in a low voice,— ^ 

^< It is all nonsense, Helen^-a jest, a mere nothing — ^not 
worth a thought. Will you never learn?" he continued 
more boldly, ^^ that you have nothing to fear from me ? that 
I love you wholly and entirely ?-*or if," he added with a 
lurking smile, ^^ I ever give a thought to another you mav 
well spare it, for those fancies are here and gone like a flash 
of lightning, while my love for you bums on steadily, and 
for ever like the sun. You little exorbitant tyrant, will not 
that ^ 

^^Be quiet a moment, will you, Arthur," said I, ^*and 
listen to me—- and don't think I'm in a jealous fUry : I am 
perfectly calm. Feel my hand." And I gravely extended it 
towards him — but closed it upon his with an enStgy that 
seemed to disprove the assertion, and made him smile. ^^ Yoa 
needn't smile, sir," said I, still tightening my grasp, and look-* 
ing steadfastly on him till he almost quaued before me. ♦* You 
may think it all very fine, Mr. Huntingdon, to amuse your- 
self with rousing mv jealousy ; but take care you don't rouse 
my hate instead. And when you have once extinguished my 
love, you will find it no easy matter to kindle it again." 

*' Well, Helen, I won't repeat the offence. But I meant 
nothing by it, I assure you. I had taken too much wine, and 
I was scarcely myself, at the time." 

" You often take too much ; and that is another practice I 
detest." He looked up astonished at my warmth. " Yes," I 
continued. ♦*! never mentioned it before, because I was 
ashamed to da so ; but now I'll tell you that it distresses me, 
and may disgust me, if you go on and sutler the habit to 
grow upon you, as it will if you don't check it in time. But 
the whole system of your conduct to Lady Lowborough is 
not referable to wine ; and this ni^t you knew perfectly well 
what you ware doing." 

'♦ Well, I'm sorry for it," replied he, with more of sulki- 
ness than contrition : *' what more would you have ?" 

" You are sorry that I ea^ you, no doubt,*' I answered 
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^' If you had not seen me/* lie muttered, fixing his eyes on 
the carpet, " it would hare done no harm." 

My heart felt ready to burst ; but 1 resolutely swallowed 
back my emotion, and answered calmly, " You think not ? " 

*^ No," replied he, boldly. ^* After all, what have I done ? 
It*s nothing— except as you ohoose to make it a subject of 
•eousation and distress." 

^^ What would Lord Lowborough, your friend, think, if he 
knew all ? or what would you yourself think, if he or any 
ether had acted the same part to me, throughout, b$ you 
Itere to Annabella?" 

*' I would blow his brains out." 

" Well, then, Arthur, how can you call It nothing— ^in 
offence for which you would think yourself justified in blow- 
ing another man's brains out? Is it nothing to trifie with 
your friend's feelings and mine — to endeayour to steal a 
woman's affections from her husband— what he values more 
than his gold, and therefore what it is more dishonest to take? 
Are the marriage vows a je6t ; and is it nothing to make it 
your sport to Break them, and to tempt aUother to do the 
same ? Can I love a man that does such things, and coolly 
tnaintfdtis it is nothing?" 

" You are breaking your marriage voWs yourself," said he, 
indignantly rising and pacing to and fro. ^^ You proUiised to 
honour atid obey me, and now you attempt to hector over me, 
and threaten and accuse me and call me worse than a high- 
Waymiin. If it were not for your situation, Helen, I would 
not submit to it so tamely^ I won't be dictated to by a woman, 
though she be my wife." 

"AVhat Will you do then? Will you go on till I hate you $ 
and then accuse me of breaking my vows ?" 

He was silent a moment, and then replied, — 

" You never will hate me." Keturning and resuming his 
former position at my feet, he repeated more vehemently— 
"You cannot hate me, as long as I love you." 

" But how can I believe that you love me, if you continue 
to act in this way? Just imagine yourself in my place : 
would you think I loved you, if I did so ? Would you be- 
lieve tny protestations, and hoUour and trust me under such 
GiTcumstances?" 

"The cases arfe dlfiferent," he replied. "It is a woman's 
nature to be constant— to love one and one only, blindly, ten- 
derly, and for ever— bless thetn, dear creatures ! and you 
above them all— but you ttiust have some commiseration fi)r 
us, Helen ; vou must give us a little more Heence, fbr as 
Shakespeare has it— « 
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* However we do praise otirsdves. 
Our fancies are more giddj and unfixm. 
More longing, wavering^ sooner lost and won 
Than women's are.* " 

^^ Do you mean by that, that your fancies are lost to me 
and won by Lady Lowborough ?" 

" No ; Heaven is my witness that I think her mere dust 
and ashes in comparison with you, — ^and shall continue to 
think so, unless you drive me from you by too much severity 
She is a daughter of earth ; you are an angel of heaven ; only 
be not too/austere in your divinity, and remember that I am a 
poor, fallible mortal. Come now, Helen ; won't you forgive 
me?'' he said, gently taking my hand, and looking up with 
an innocent smile. 

" If I do, you will repeat the offence." 

" I swear by " 

" Don't swear ; I'll believe your word as well as your oath. 
I wish I could have confidence in either." 

^^Try me, then, Helen: only trust and pardon me this 
once, and you shall see 1 Come, I am in hell's torments till 
you speak the word." 

I did not speak it, but I put my hand on his shoulder and 
kissed his forehead, and then burst into tears. He embraced 
me tenderly ^ and we have been good Mends ever since. He 
has been decently temperate at table, and well-conducted to- 
wards Lady Lowborough. The first day, he held himself 
aloof firom her, as far as he could without any flagrant breach 
of hospitality : since that, he has been friendly and civil, but 
nothing more — ^in my presence, at least, nor, I think, at any 
other time ; for she seems haughty and displeased, and Lord 
Lowborough is manifestly more cheerful, and more cordial to- 
wards his host than before. But I shidl be glad when they 
are gone, for I have so little love for Annabella that it is quite 
a task to be civil to her, and as she is the only woman here 
besides myself, we are necessarily thrown so much together. 
Next time Mrs. Hargrave calls, I shall hail her advent as 
quite a relief. I have a good mind to ask Arthur's leave to 
invite the old lady to stay with us till our guests depart. I 
think I will. She will take it as a kind attention, and, though 
I have little relish for her society, she will be truly welcome 
as a third t(^ stand between Lady Lowborough and me. 

The first time the latter and I were alone together, after^ 
that unha^y evening, was an hour or two after breakfast on^ 
the following day, when the gentlemen were gone out after 
the usual time spent in the writing of letters, the reading of 
newspapers, and desultory conversation. .We sat silent for 
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two or three minutes. She was busy with her work, and I was 
running over the columns of a paper from which I had ex-* 
tracted all the pith some twenty minutes before. It was a 
moment of painful embarrassment to me, and I thought it 
must be infinitely more so to her ; but it seems I was mis- 
taken. She was the first to speak ; and, smiling with the 
coolest assurance, she began, — 

*^ Your husband was merry last night, Helen: is he often 

80?"< 

My blood boiled in my flEice ; but it was better she should 
seem to attribute his conduct to this than tQ anything else. 

" Ko," replied I, " and never will be so again, I trust." 

♦' You gave him a curtain lecture, did you?" 

^^ No ; but I told him I disliked such conduct, and he pro- 
mised me not to repeat it." 

'^ I thought he looked rather subdued this morning," she 
continued ; " and you, Helen ; youVe been weeping 1 see — 
that^s our grand resource, you know — ^but doesn't it make 
your eyes smart? — and do you always find it to answer?" 

" I never cry for eftect i nor can I conceive how any one 
can." 

*' Well, I don't know : I never had occasion to try it ; but 
I think if Lowborough were to commit such improprieties, 
rd make him cry. I don't wonder at your being angry, for 
I'm sure Td give my husband a lesson he would not soon 
forget for a lighter offence than that. But then he never will 
do anything of the kind ; ibr I keep him in too good order 
for that." 

" Are you sure you don't arrogate too much of the credit 
to yourself ? Lord Lowborough was quite as remarkable for 
his abstemiousness for some time before you married him, as 
he is now, I have heard." 

" Oh, about the wine you mean — ^yes, he's safe enough for 
that. And as to looking askance to another woman — ^he's 
safe enough for that too, while I live, for he worships the very 
ground' I tread on." 

" Indeed ! and are you sure you deserve it ?" 

" Why, as to that, I can't say : you know we're all fallible 
creatures, Helen ; we none of us deserve to be worshipped. 
But are you sure your darling Huntingdon deserves all the 
love you give to him ? " 

I knew not what to answer to this. I was burning with 
anger ; but I suppressed all outward manifestations of it, and 
only bit my lip and pretended to arrange my work. 

"At any rate," resumed she, pursuing her advantage, 
" you can console yourself with the assurance that you are' 
worthy of all the love he gives to you."Dg tzedbyL3 00gre 
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«* You flatter me," tftid I ; ^' but, ftt leaftt^ I otn try to b« 
worthy oi it«" And then I turned the conversation. 



OHAPTEE XXVnU 

D£dtcMfi:eit 25th4^Lft8t Christmas I was a bride^ with a heart 
overflowing with present bliss, and full of ardent hopes for 
the fattire — though not unmiugled with foreboding foars. 
Kow I am a wife : my blisl is sobered, but not destroyed ; 
my hopes diminished, but not departed ; my fears increased, 
but not yet thoroughly confirmed ;-^and, thank Heaven, I 
am a mother too* God bail sent me a soul to educate for 
heaven, and give me a new and calmer bliss, and stronger 
hopes to Comfort me. 

Dec. 26th, 1823.*-Another year is gone. My little Arthur 
lives and thrives. He is heathy but not robust, foil of gentle 
playfolness and vivacity, abeaay affectionate, and susceptible 
of passions and emotions it will be long ere he can find words 
to express. He has won his father^s heart at last ; and now 
my constant terror is, lest he should be ruined by that father^s 
thoughtless indulgence. But I must beware of my own weak- 
ness too, for I never knew till now how strong are a parentis 
temptations to spoil an only child* 

I have need of consolation in my son, for (to this silent 

t)aper I may confess it) I have but little in my husband. I 
ove him still; and he loves me, in his own way^-^but oh, 
how difier^nt fi-om the, love I could have eiven, and once had 
hoped to receive ! how little read sympathy there exists be- 
tween us ; how many of my thoughts and feelings are gloomily 
cloistered within my own mind ; how much of my higher and 
better self is indeed unmarried — doomed either to harden and 
6our in the sunless shade of solitude, or to quite degenerate 
and fkll away for lack of nutriment in this unwholesome soil ! 
But, I repeat, I have no right to complain ; only let me state 
the truth — some of the truth at least, — and see hereafter if 
any darker truths will blot these pages. We have now been 
full two years united*-the * romance* of our attachment must 
be worn away. Surely I have now got down to the lowest 

fradation in Arthur^s aflection, and discovered all the evils of 
is nature : if there be any forther change, it must be for the 
better, as we become still more accustomed to each other: 
surely we shall find no lower depth than this. And, if so, I 
can bear it well — as well, at least, as I have borne it hitherto. 
Arthur is not what is commonly called a bad man : he has 
many good qualities ; but he is a man without self^-restraint 
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or lofty 8fpiration»^a lover of pleasure, given up to animal 
enjoyments : he is not a bad husband, but bis notions of ma« 
trimonial duties and comforts are not my notions. Jud^g 
from appearances, his idea of a wife is a thing to love one 
devotedly and to stay at home — ^to wait upon her husband, 
and amuse him and minister to his comfort in every possible 
way, while he chooses to stay with her ; and, when he is abn 
sent, to attend to his interests, domestic or otherwise, and 
patiently wait his return ; no matter how he may be occupied 
in the meantime. 

Early in spring, he annonneed his intention of gdng to 
London : his affairs there demanded his attendance, he sdd, 
and he oould refVise it no longer. He expressed his regret at 
having to leave me, but hoped I would amuse myseff with 
the baby till he returned. 

♦' But why leave me ? " I said. " I can go with yon : I can 
be ready at any tune." 

^« You would not take that child to town?'* 

«* Yes— why not?" 

I'he thing was absurd : the air of the town would be eer- 
tain to disagree with him, and with me as a nurse ; Hhe late 
hours and London habits would noV suit me under such eir« 
cumstances ; and altogether he assured me that it would be 
excessively troublesome, injurious, and unsafe. I overruled 
his objections as well as I could, for I trembled at the thoughts 
of his going alone, and would sacrifice almost anything for 
myself, much even for my child, to prevent it ; but at length 
he told me, plainly, and somewhat testily, that he could not 
do with me : he was worn out with the baby^s restless nights, 
and must have some r^pos0i I propo9ed separate apartments ; 
but it would not do. 

" The truth i^, Arthur," I said at last, " you are weary of 
mj company, and determined not to have me with you, xou 
might as well have said so at once." 

Be denied it ; but I immediately left the room, and flew tq 
the nursery to hide my feeUngs, if I could not soothe them, 
there. 

I was too much hurt to express any further dissatisfaction 
with his plans, or at all to refer to the subject again, except 
fbr the necessary arrangements concerning his departure and 
the conduct of affairs during his absence, till the day before 
he went, when I earnestly exhorted him to take care of him- 
self and keep out of the way of temptation. He laughed at 
my anxiety, but assured me there was no cause for it, and 
promised to attend to my advice. 

^*' I suppose it is no use asking you to fix a day for your 
Wtum?" saidL ogzedby^^oogie • 
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^( Why, no ; I hardly can, under the circumstances ; but 
be assured, love, I shall not be long away." 

" I don't wish to keep you a prisoner at home," I replied : 
" I should not grumble at your staying whole months away — 
if you can be happy so long without me — ^provided I knew you 
were safe; but I don't like the idea of your being there 
among your friends, as ^ou call them." 

" Pooh, pooh, you silly girl 1 Do you think I can't take 
care of myself?" 

" You didn't last time. — ^But this time, Arthur," I added, 
earnestly, ^^ show me that you can, and teach me that I need 
not fear to trust you I" 

He promised fair, but in such a manner as we seek to soothe 
a child. And did he keep his promise ? No ; — ^and, hence- 
forth, I can never trust his word. Bitter, bitter confession ! 
Tears blind me while I write. It was early in March that he 
went, and he did not return till July. This time he did not 
trouble himself to make excuses as before, and his letters 
were less frequent, and shorter, and less afiectionate, espe- 
cially after the first few weeks : they came slower and slower, 
and more terse and careless every time. But still, when I 
omitted writing he complained of my neglect. When I wrote 
sternly and coldly, as I confess I frequently did at the last, he 
blamed my harshness, and said it was enough to scare him 
&om his home : when I tried mild persuasion, he was a little 
more gentle in his replies, and promised to return ; but I had 
learnt, at last, to disregard his promises. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

Those were four miserable months, alternating between in- 
tense anxiety, despair, and indignation ; pity for him, and 
pity for myself. And yet, through all, I was not wholly com- 
fortless ; I had my darling, sinless, inoffensive little one to 
console me, but even this consolation was embittered by the 
constantly-recurring thought, ^^ How shall I teach him here- 
after to respect his father, and yet to avoid his example ?" 

But I remembered that I had brought all these afflictions, 
in a manner wilfully, upon myself; and I determined to bear 
them without a murmur. At the same time I resolved not 
to give myself up to misery for the transgressions of another, 
and endeavoured to divert myself as much as I could ; and 
besides the companionship of my child, and my dear, faithful 
Eachel, who evidently guessed my sorrows and felt for them, 
though she was too discreet to allude to them, — ^I had my 
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books and pencil, my domestic affairs, and the welfare and 
comfort of Arthur's poor tenants and labourers tO attend to ; 
and I sometimes sought and obtained amusement in the com- 
pany of my young friend Esther Hargrave : occasionally I 
rode over to see her, and once or twice I had her to spend the 
day with me at the manor. Mrs. Hargrave did not visit 
London that season : having no daughter to marry, she 
thought it as well to stay at home and economise ; and, for a 
wonder, Walter came down to join her in the beginning of 
June and stayed till near the close of August. 

The first time I saw him was on a sweet, warm evening, 
when I was sauntering in the park with little Arthur and 
Kachel, who is head-nurse and lady's-maid in one — ^for, with 
my secluded life and tolerably active habits, I require but 
little attendance, and as she had nursed me and coveted to nurse 
my child, and was moreover so very trustwortiiy, I preferred 
committing the important charge to her, with a young nursery^ 
maid under her directions, to engaging any one else : besides, 
it saves money ; and since I have made acquaintance with Ar- 
thur's afiairs, I have learnt to regard that as no trifling recom- 
mendation ; for, by my own desire, nearly the whole of the 
income of my fortune is devoted, for years to come, to the 
aying off of his debts, and the money he contrives to squan- 
er away in London is incomprehensible. — ^But to return to 
Mr. Hargrave : — I was standing with Kachel beside the water, 
amusing the laughing baby in her arms, with a twig of wil- 
low laden with golden catkins, when, greatly to my surprise, 
he entered the park, mounted on his costly black hunter, and 
crossed over the grass to meet me. He saluted me with a 
very fine compliment, delicately worded, and modestly de- 
livered withal, which he had doubtless concocted as he rode 
along. He told me he had brought a message firom his mo- 
ther, who, as he was riding that way, had desired him to call 
at the manor and beg the pleasure of my company to a friendly 
fiimily dinner to-morrow. 

" There is no one to meet but ourselves," said he ; " but 
Esther is very anxious to see you ; and my mother fears you 
will feel solitary in this great house so much alone, and wishes 
she could persuade you to give her .the pleasure of your com- 
pany more frequently, and make yourself at home in our more 
humble dwelling, till Mr. Huntingdon's return shall render 
this a little more conducive to your comfort." 

" She is very kind," I answered, " but I am not alone, you 
see ; — and those, whose time is fully occupied, seldom com- 
plain of solitude." 

" Will you not come to-morrow, then? She will be sadly 
disappointed if you refuse." d, zed.yL.oogie 
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I did tiot relisli being thus com][>ii8sionated for tttj^loneli^ 
ness ; but, however, I promigcd to come. 

"What a Bweet evening this is!'* observed he, looking 
round upon the sunny park, with its imposing swell and slope, 
its placid water, and m^estic clumps of trees. *^ And what a 
paradise you live in I " 

" It is a lovely evening," answered I : and I sighed to think 
how little I had felt its loveliness, and now little of a paradise 
sweet Grassdjde was to me — ^how still less to the voluntary 
exile from its scenes. Whether Mr. Hargrave divined my 
thoughts, I cannot tell, but, with a half-hesitating, sympathi- 
sing seriousness of tone and manner, he asked if I had lately 
heard from Mr. Huntingdon. 

" Not lately," I replied. 

*• I thought not," he muttered, as if to himself, looking 
thoughtfully on the ground. 

" Are you not lately returned from London?" 1 asked. 

" Only yesterday." 

" And did you see him there ? " 

" Yes— I saw him." 

"Was he well?" 

" Yes— that is," said he, with tncreasing hesitation and art 
appearance of suppressed indignation, " he was as well as— as 
he deserved to be, but under circumstances 1 should have 
deemed incredible for a man so favoured as he is." He here 
looked up and pointed the sentence with a serious bow to me* 
I suppose my face was crimson. 

"Pardon me, Mrs. Huntingdon," he continued, "but t 
cannot suppress my indignation when I behold such infatuated 
blindness and perversion of taste ; — ^but, perhaps you are not 
aware " He paused. 

" I am aware of nothing, sir— eiccept that he delays his 
coming longer than 1 expected ; and iff at present, he prefers 
the society of his friends to that of his wife, and the dissipa- 
tions of the town to the quiet of country life, I suppose I have 
those friends to thank for it. Their tastes and occupations are 
similar to his, and I don^t see why his conduct should awaken 
either their indignation or surprise." 

" You wrong me cruelly," answered he. " I have shared but 
little of Mr. Huntingdon's society for the last few weeks ; and 
as for his tastes and occupations, they are quite beyond me — 
lonely wanderer as 1 am. Where I have but sipped and tasted, 
he drains the cup to the dregs ; and if ever for a moment I 
have sought to drown the voice of reflection in madness and 
folly, or if I have wasted too much of my time and talents 
among reckless and dissipated companions, God knows I would 
gladly renounce them entirely and for ever, if I had but half 
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the blessings that man so thanklessly easts behind his back — 
but half the inducements to virtue and domestic orderly habits 
that he despises — ^but such a home, and such a partner to share 
it ! It is inikmous ! " he muttered, between his teeth. ^< And 
don't think, Mrs. Huntingdon," he added aloud, " that I could 
be guilty of inciting him to persevere in his present pursuits : 
on the contrary, I have remonstrated with him again and again. 
I have frequently expressed my surprise at his conduct, and 
reminded him of liis duties and his privileges — but to no purr 
pose ; he only " 

^'Enouprh, Mr. Hargrave; you ought to be aware that 
whatever my husband's faults may be, it can only aggravate 
the evil for me to hear them from a stranger's lips." 

•* Am I then a stranger?" said he in a sorrowful tone. ** I 
api your nearest neighbour, your son's godfather, and your 
husband's friend ; may I not be yours also?" 

" Intimate i^cquaintance must precede real friendship ; { 
know but littje of you, Mr. Hargrave, except from report." 

*' Have you then forgotten the six or seven weeks I spent 
under your roof last autumn ? I have not forgotten them. An4 
I know enovigh of you, Mrs. Huntingdon, to think that your 
husband is the most enviable man in the world, and I should 
he the next if you would deem me worthy of your friendship." 

*' If you knew more of me, you would not think it, or if you 
did you would not say it, ai^d expect me to be flattered by the 
compliment." 

I stepped backward as I spoke. He saw that I wished the 
conversation to end ; and immediately taking the hint, he 
gravejv bowed, wished me good evening, and turned his horse 
towards the road. He appeared grieved aiid hurt at mj 
unkind reception of his sympathising overtures. I was not sure 
that I had done right in speaking so harshly to him ; but at 
the time, 1 had frit irritated — almost insulted by his conduct ; 
it seemed as if he was presuming upon the absence and neglect 
of my husband, and insinuating even more than the truth 
against him. 

Rachel had moved onf, during our conversation, to some 
yards' distance. He rode up to her, and asked to see the child. 
He took it carefully into his arms, looked upon it with an 
almost paternal smile, and I heard him say, as I approached, — 

*' And this, too, he has forsaken 1" 

He then tei^derly kissed it, and restored it to the gratified 
nurse. 

** Are you fond of children, Mr. Hargrave?" said I, a little 
softened towards him. 

" Not in general," be replied, " but that is such a sweet child| 
and so like its mother," he added in a lower tone. 
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<^ You are mistaken there ; it is its &ther it resembles." 
^' Am I not right, nurse ?^' said he, appealing to Eachel. 
^^ I think, sir, there's a bit of both," she replied* 
He departed ; and Eachel pronounced him a very nice gen- 
tleman. I had still my doubts on the subject. 

In the course of the following six weeks, I met him several 
times, but always, save once, in company with his mother, or 
his sister, or both. When I called on them, he always hap- 
pened to be at home, and, when they called on me, it was iL" 
ways he that drove them over in the phaeton. His mother, 
evidently, was quite delighted with his dutiful attentions, and 
newly-acquired domestic habits. 

The time that I met him alone was on a bright, but not 
oppressively hot, day, in the beginning of July : 1 had taken 
little Arthur into the wood that skirts the park, and there 
seated him on the moss-cushioned roots of an old oak ; and, 
having gathered a ^andful of bluebells and wild roses, I was 
kneeling before him, and presenting them, one by one, to the 

frasp of his tiny fingers ; enjoying the heavenly beauty of the 
owers, through the mediimi of his smiling eyes ; forgetting, 
for the moment, all my cares, laughing at his gleeful laughter, 
and delighting myself with his delight, — when a shadow sud- 
denly eclipsed the little space of sunshine on the grass before 
us ; and looking up, I beheld Walter Hargrave standing and 
gazing upon us. 

" Excuse me, Mrs. Huntingdon,*' said he, " but I was spell- 
bound ; I had neither the power to come forward, and inter- 
rupt you, nor to withdraw from the contemplation of such a 
scene. How vigorous my little godson grows I . and how 
merry he is this morning ! " He approached the child, and 
stooped to take his hand ; but, on seeing that his caresses 
were likely to produce tears and lamentations, instead of a 
reciprocation of friendly demonstrations, he prudently drew 
back. 

^* What a pleasure and comfort that little creature must be 
to you, Mrs. Huntingdon I " he observed, with a touch of sad- 
ness in his intonation, as he admiringly contemplated the infant. 

*^ It is," replied I ; and then I asked after his mother and 
sister. 

He politely answered my inquiries, and then returned again 
to the subject I wished to avoid ; though with a degree of 
timidity that witnessed his fear to offend. 

" You have not heard fjrom Huntingdon lately?" he said. 

" Not this week," I replied. Not these three weeks, I 
nught have said. 

• " I had a letter from him this morning. I wish it were 
such a one as I could show to his lady." He half drew from 
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his waistcoat pocket a letter with Arthur's stiU-beloyed hand 
on the address, scowled at it, and put it back again, adding — 
^^ But he tells me he is about to return next week." 

" He tells me so every time he writes." 

^^ Indeed !— -Well it is like him. But to me he always 
avowed it his intention to stay till the present month." 

It struck me like a blow, this proof of premeditated trans- 
gression and systematic disregard of truth. 

" It is only of a piece with the rest of his conduct," observed 
Mr. Hargrave, thoughtfully regarding me, and reading, I sup- 
pose, my feelings in my face. 

"Then he is really coming next week?" said I, after a 
pause. 

" You may rely upon it, if the assurance can give you any 
pleasure. And is it possible, Mrs. Huntingdon, that you can 
rejoice at his return? " he exclaimed, attentively perusing my 
features again. 

*' Of course, Mr. Hargrave ; is he not my husband ? " 

*'0h, Huntingdon; you know not what you slight!" he 
passionately murmured. 

I took up my baby, and, wishing him good morning, de- 
parted, to indulge my thoughts unscrutinised, withm the 
sanctum of my home. 

Add was I glad ? Yes, delighted ; though I was angered 
by Arthur's conduct, and though I felt that he had vnronged 
me, and was determined he should feel it too. 



CHAPTER XXX 

On the following morning, I received a few lines from him 
myself, confirming Hargrave's^ intimations respecting his 
approaching return. And he did come next week, but in 
a condition of bpdy and mind even worse than before. I 
did not, however, intend to pass over his derelictions this 
time without a remark ; — I found it would not do. But the 
first day he was weary with his journey, and I was glad 
to get hinv back: I would not upbraid him then; I would 
wait till to-morrow. Next morning he was weary still: 
I would wait a little longer. But at dinner, when, after 
breakfasting at twelve o'clock on a bottle of soda-water 
and a cup of strong coffee, and lunching at two on another 
bottle of soda-water miiigled with brandy, he was finding 
feult with everything on the table, and declaring we must 
change our cook — I thought the time was come. 

" It is the same cook as we had before you went, Arthur/ 
said I. *^ You were generally pretty well satisfied with her then.*^ 
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*^ You must haye been letting her get into sloyenly habits 
then, while 1 was away. It is enough to poison one, eating 
such a disgusting mess!" And he .pettishly pushed away 
nis plate, and leant back despairingly in his chair. 

^^1 think it is you that are changed, not she,'* said I, but 
with the utmost gentleness, for I did not wish to irritate him. 

^^ it may be so,** he replied carelessly, as he seized a tum- 
bler of wine and water, adding, when he had tossed it o% 
^* for I have an infernal fire in my veins, that all the waters of 
the ocean cannot quench !*' 

^^ What kindled it ?*' I was about to ask, but at that moment 
the butler entered and began to take away the things. 

"Be quick, Benson; do have done with that infernal 
clatter)** cried his master. ^^And don*t bring the cheese, 
unless you want to make me sick outright T* 

Benson, in some surprise, removed the cheese, and did hia 
best to effect a quiet and speedy clearance of the rest^ but, 
unfortunately, there was a rumple in the carpet, caused by 
the hasty pushing back of his master*s chair, at which he 
tripped and stumbled, causing a rather alarming conoussioii 
with the trayful of crockery In his hands, but no positive 
damage, save the fall and breaking of a sauce tureen ; but, to 
my unspeakable shame and dismay, Arthur turned furiously 
around upon him, and swore at him with savage coarseness. 
The poor man turned pale, and visibly trembled as he stooped 
to pick up the fragments. 

" He couldn't help it, Arthur,'* said I ; " the carpet caught 
his foot, and there's no great harm done. Never mind the 
pieces now, Benson, you can dear them away afterwards.** 

Glad to be released, Benson expeditiously set out the 
dessert and withdrew. 

^' What could you mean, Helen, by taking the servant's 
part against me,** said Arthur, as soon as the door was dosed) 
" when you knew I was distracted ? '* 

" I did not know you were distracted, Arthur, and the poor 
man was quite frightened and hurt at your sudden ex- 
plosion.** 

" Poor man, indeed t and do you think I could stop to con- 
sider the feelings of an insensate brute like that, when my 
own nerves were racked and torn to pieces by his confounded 
blunders?*' 

** I never heard you complain of your nerves before." 

*' And why shouldn't I have nerves as well as you ? *' 

*' Oh, I don't dispute your daim to their possession, but I 
never complain of mine.*' . 

** No — ^bow should you, when you never do anything to try 
them?*' ^ p If 
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« Then why do you try yours, Atthut?'^ 

" Do you think I hare nothmg to do but to Stay at home 
and take care of myself like a woman?" 

" Is it impossible, then, to take care of yourself like a man 
when you go abroad ? You told me that you could*— and 
would too; and you promised " 

'^ Come, come, Helen, don*t begin with that nonsense now ; 
I can't bear it." 

" Can't bear what ? — to be reminded of the promises you 
have broken?" 

"Helen^ you ate Cruel. If you knew how my heart 
throbbed, and how every nerve thrijled through me while 
you spoke, you would spare me. You can pity a dolt of a 
servant for breaking a dish ; but you have no compassion for 
me, when my head is split in two and all on fire with this 
consuming fever." 

He leant his head on his hand, and sighed. I Went to him 
and put my hand on his forehead. It was burning indeed. 

*' Then come with me into the drawitig-room, Arthur; and 
don't take any more wine; you have taken several glasses 
since dinner, and eaten next to nothing all the day. How 
can that make you better?" 

With some coaxing and persuasion, I got him to leave the 
table. When the baby was brought I tried to amuse him 
with that ; but poor little Arthur was cutting his teeth, and 
his father could not bear his complaints ; sentence of imme- 
diate banishment was passed upon him on the first indication 
of fk-etiUlness ; and because, in the course of the evening, I 
went to share his exile for a little while, I was reproached, on 
my return, for preferring my child to my husband. I found 
the latter reclining on the sofa just as I had left him. 

" Well !" exclaimed the injured man, in a tone of pseudo- 
resignation. ** I thought I wouldn't send for you ; I thought 
I'd just see — ^how long it would please you to leave me 
alone." 

" I have not been very long, hare I, Arthur? I have not 
been an hour, I'm sure." 

" Oh, of course, an hour is nothing to you, so pleasantly 
employed : but to me " 

'* It has not been pleasantly employed," interrupted I. "I 
have been nursing our poor little baby, who is very far from 
well, and I could not leave him till I got him to sleep." 

"Ob, to be sure, you're overfiowing with kindness and 
pity for. everything but me." 

"And why should I pity you? what is the matter with 
you?" 

"Well! that passes everything! After all ^gjm^ and 
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tear that Fve had, when I come home sick and weary, long- 
ing for comfort, and expecting to find attention and kindness, 
at least, from my wife, — she calmly asks what is the matter 
with me J" 

" There is nothing the matter with you," returned I, "ex* 
cept what you have wilfully brought upon yourself against 
my earnest exhortation and entreaty." 

" Now, Helen," said he, emphatically, half rising from his 
recumbent posture, " if you bother me with anoUier word, 
ru ring the bell and order six bottles of wine — and, by 
Heaven, I'll drink tiiem dry before I stir from this place !" 

I said no more, but sat down before the table and drew a 
book towards me. 

"Do let me have quietness at least!" continued he, "if 
you deny me every other comfort," and sinking back into his 
former position, with an impatient expiration between a sigh 
and a groan, he languidly closed his eyes as if to sleep. 

What the book was, tnat lay open on the table before me^ 
I cannot tell, for I never looked at it. With an elbow on eadi 
side of it, and my hands clasped before my eyes, I delivered 
myself up to silent weeping. But Arthur was not asleep : 
at the first slight sob, he raised his head and looked rounid, 
impatiently exclaiming, — 

" What are you crying for, Helen ? What the deuce is the 
matter now?" 

" Tm crying for you, Arthur," I replied, speedily drjdng my 
tears; and starting up, I threw myself on my -knees before 
him, and, clasping his nerveless hand betwe^ my own, con- 
tinued: " Don't you know that you are a part of myself? 
And do you think you can injure and degrade yourself, and I 
not feel it?" 

" Degrade myself, Helen ? " 

" Yes, degrade 1 What have you been doing all this time?" 

" You'd better not ask," said he, with a faint smile. 

" And you had better not tell ; but you cannot deny that 
you have degraded yourself miserably. You have shame- 
fully wronged yourself, body and soul, and me too; and 
I can't endure it quietly — and I won't!" 

"Well, don't squeeze my hand so frantically, and don't 
agitate me so, for Heaven's sake I Oh, Hattersley ! vou were 
right ; this woman will be the death of me, with ner k^en 
feelings and her interesting force of character. There, there, 
do spare me a little." 

" Arthur, you must repent !" cried I, in a frenzy of despe- 
ration, throwing my arms around him and bundng my face 
in his bosom. _" You shall say you are sorry fer what you 
have done!" *" 
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"Well, well, I am." 

" You are not ! you'll do it again." 

" I shall never live to do it agun, if you treat me so 
savagely," replied he, pushing me from him.. " YouVe nearly 
squeezed the breath out of my body." He pressed Ids hand 
to his heart, and looked really agitated and ill. 

" Now get me a glass of wine," said he, "to remedy what 
you've done, you she tiger! I'm almost ready to faint." 

I flew to get the required remedy. It seemed to revive 
him considerably. 

" What a shame it is," said I, as I took the empty glass 
from his hand, " for a strong young man like you to reduce 
yourself to such a state !" 

" If you knew all, my girl, you'd say rather, * What a 
wonder it is you can bear it so well as you do!' I've lived 
more in these four months, Helen, than you have in the whole 
course of your existence, or will to the end of your days, if 
they numbered a hundred years; so I must expect to pay 
tor it in some shape." 

" You will have to pay a higher price than you anticipate, 
if you don't take care : there will be the total loss of your 
own health, and of my affection too, if that is of any value 
to you." 

" What, you're at that game of threatening me with the 
loss of your affection again, are you? I think it couldn't 
have been verv genuine stuff to begin with, if it's so easily 
demolished. If you don't mind, my pretty tyrant, you'U 
make me regret my choice in good earnest, and envy my 
friend Hattersley his meek little wife ; she's quite a pattern 
to her sex, Helen. He had her with him in London all the 
season, and she was no trouble at all. He might amuse him- 
self just as he pleased, in regular bachelor stvle, and she 
never complained of neglect ; he might come home at any 
hour of the night or morning, or not come home at all; 
be sullen, sober, or glorious drunk ; and play the fool or the 
madman to his own heart's desire without any fear or bother- 
ation. She never gives him a word of reproach or complaint, 
do what he will. He says there's not such a jewel in all 
England, and swears he wouldn't take a kingdom for her." 

" Bat he makes her life a curse to her." 

" Not he ! She has no will but his, and is always contented 
and happy as long as he is enjoying himself." 

" In that case she is as great a fool as he is ; but it is not 
so. I have several letters from her, expressing the greatest 
anxiety about his proceedings, and complaining that you in- 
cite hmi to commit those extravagances-M>ne especially, in 
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which she implores me to use my infltieiwe with jtfo. to get 
you away from London, and affirms that het husband never 
did such things before you came, and would certainly dis- 
continue them as soon as you departed and left him to th6 
guidance of his own good sense." 

'' The detestable little traitor 1 Give me the letter, and hb 
shall see it as sure as Tm a living man/' 

^^ No, he shall not see it without her consent ; but if he did, 
there is nothing there to anger him — nor in any of the others. 
She never speaks a word against him ; it is only anxiety for 
him that she expresses. She only alludes to his conduct in 
the most delicate terms, and makes every eJccuse for him that 
she can possibly think of — and as for her own misery, I 
rather feel it than see it expressed in her letters." 

^^ But she abuses me ; and no doubt you helped her.*' 

" No ; I told her she over-rated my influence With you, 
that I would gladly draw you away from the temptations of 
the town if I could, but had little hope of success, and that I 
thought she was wrong in supposing that you enticed Mr. 
Pattersley or any one else into error. I had myself held the 
contrarv opinion at One time, but I now believed that you 
iputually corrupted each other ; atid, perhaps^ if she used A 
little gentle but serious remonstrance with her husband, it 
might be of some service ; as though he was more rough-hewn 
than mine, I believed he was of a less impehetrabk mate- 
rial." 

" And so that is the way you go on — ^heartening each 
other up to mutiny, and abusing each other's partners, and 
throwing out implications against your oWn, to the mutual 
gratificction of both!" 

" According to your own account," said I, " my evil Coun- 
sel has had but little effect upon her. And as to abuse and as- 
persions, we are both of us far too deeply ashamed of the errors 
and vices of our other halves, to make them the common sub- 
ject of our correspondence. Friends as we are, we would 
willingly keep your failings to ourselves— even from ourselves 
if we could, unless by knowing them we could deliver you 
from them." 

" Well, well I don't worry me about them : you'll never 
effect any good by that. Have patience with me, and bear 
With my languor and crossness a little while, till I get this 
cursed low lever out of my veins, and then you'll find me 
cheerful and kind as ever. Why can't you be gentle and 
good as you wete last time ? — ^I'm sure 1 was very grateful 
tor it." 
; ^^ And what good did your gratitude do ? I deluded myself 
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^tb iflkea that you were ashamed of your transgressions, 
and n^fi you would never repeat them again; but now, you 
bare left me nothing to hope T* 

(i My case is quite desperate, is it ? A very blessed con- 
sideration, if it will only secure me from the pain and worry 
of my dear anxious wife^s efforts to convert me, and her from 
the toil and trouble of such exertions, and her sweet face and 
tnlver accents from the ruinous effects of the same. A burst 
of passion is a fine rousing thing upon occasion, Helen, and a 
flood of tears is marvellously affecting, but, when indulged 
too of\en, they are both deuced plaguy things for spoihng 
one's beauty and tiring out one's fnends.'* 

Thenceforth, I restrained my tears and passions as much as 
I could. I spared him. my exhortations and fruitless efforts 
at conversion too, for I saw it was all in vain : Grod might 
awaken that heart, supine and stupified with self-indulgence, 
and remove the film of sensual darkness from his eyes, but I 
could not. His injustice and ill-humour towards his inferiors, 
who could not defend themselves, I still resented and with- 
stood ; but when I alone was their object, as was frequently 
the case, I endured it with calm forbearance, except at times 
when my temper, worn out by repeated annoyances, or stung 
to distraction by some new instance of irrationality, gave way 
ia spite of myself, and exposed me to the imputations of 
fierceness, cruelty, and impatience. I attended caretuUy to 
bis wants and amusements, but not, I own, with the same 
devoted fondness as before, because I could not feel it ; be- 
sides, I hfl4 now another claimant on my time and care — ^my 
luling infant, for whose sake I frequently braved and suffered 
the reproaches and complaints of his unreasonably exacting 
father. 

But Arthur is not naturally a peevish or irritable man — so 
far from it, that there was something almost ludicrous in the 
incongruity of this adventitious fretfulness and nervous irri- 
tability, rather calculated to excite laughter than anger, if it 
were not for the intensely painful considerations attendant 
upon those symptoms of a disordered frame, — and his temper 
gpradually improved as his bodily health was restored, which 
was much sooner than would have been the case, but for my 
strenuous exertions ; for there was still one thing about him 
that I did not give up in despair, and one effort for his pre- 
servation that I would not remit. His appetite for the sti- 
mulus of wine had increased upon him, as I had too well 
foreseen. It was now something more to him than an acces- 
sary to social enjoyment : it was an important source of en- 
loyment in itself. In this time of weakness and depression 
D» would have made it his medicine and eupnort. his com- 
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fprter, his recreation, and his friend, — ^and ''thereby sunk' 
deeper and deeper — ^and bound himself down for ever'in the 
bathos whereinto he had fallen. But I determined this should 
never be, as long as I had any influence left ; and though I 
could not prevent him from taking more than was good for 
him, still, by incessant perseverance, by kindness, and firm- 
ness, and vigilance, by coaxing, and daring, and determina- 
tion, — I succeeded in preserving him from absolute bondage 
to that detestable propensity, so insidious in its advances, so 
inexorable in its tyranny, so disastrous in its effects. 

And here, I must not forget that I am not a little indebted 
to his fi-iend, Mr. Hargrave. About that time he frequently 
called at Gra^sdale, and often dined with us, on which occa- 
sions, I fear, Arthur would willingly have cast prudence and 
decorum to the winds, and made *^ a night of it," as often as 
his friend would have consented to join him in that exalted 
pastime ; and if the latter had chosen to comply, he might, in 
anight or two, have ruined the labour of weeks, and over- 
thrown with a touch the frail bulwark it had cost me such 
trouble and toil to construct. I was so fearful of this at first, 
that I himibled myself to intimate to him in private, my ap- 
prehensions of ArthurV proneness to these exxsesses, and to 
express a hope that he would not encourage it. He was 
pleased with this mark of confidence, and certainly did not 
betray it. On that and every subsequent occasion, his pre- 
sence served rather as a check upon his host, than an incite- 
ment to further acts of intemperance; and he always sue-* 
ceeded in bringing him from the dining-room in good time, 
and in tolerably good condition ; for if Arthur disregarded 
such intimations, as " Well, I must not detain you from your 
lady," or, "We must not forget that Mrs. Huntingdon is 
alone," he would insist upon leaving the table himself, to join 
me, and his host, however unwillingly, was obliged to follow. 

Hence, I learned to welcome Mr. Hargrave as a real friend 
to the family, a harmless companion for Arthur, to cheer his 
spirits and preserve him from the tedium of absolute idleness, 
and a total isolation from all society but mine, and a useful 
ally to me. I could not but feel grateful to him under such 
circumstances; and I did not scruple tp acknowledge my obli- 
gation on the first convenient opportunity ; yet, as I did so, 
my heart whispered all was not right, and brought a glow to 
my face, which he heightened by his steady, serious gaze, 
while, by his manner of receiving those acknowledgments, he 
more than doubled my misgivings. His high delight at being 
able to serve me, was chastened by sympathy for me and com- 
miseration for himself-— about, I know not what, for I would 
not stay to inquire, or sufi'er him to unburden his sorrows to 
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me. His sighs and intimations of suppressed affliction seemed 
to come from a full heart ; but either he must contrive to re- 
tain them within it, or breathe them forth in other ears than 
mine : there was enough of confidence between us already. 
It seemed wrong that there should exist a secret understand- 
ing between my husband^s friend and me, unknown to him, of 
which he was the object. But my afterthought was, " If it 
is wrong, surely Arthur's is the fault, not mine." 

And indeed, I know not whether, at the time, it was not for 
him rather than myself that I blushed ; for, since he and I 
are one, I so identify myself with him, that I feel his degra- 
dation, his failings, and transgressions as my own ; I blush 
for him, I fear for him ; I repent for him, weep, pray, and 
feel for him as for myself; but I cannot act for him ; and 
hence, I must be, and I am, debased, contaminated by the 
union, both in my own eyes, and in the actual truth. I am 
so determined to love him — so intensely anxious to excuse his 
errors, that I am continually dwelling upon them, and labour- 
ing to extenuate the loosest of his principles, and the worst of 
his practices, till I am familiarised with vice, and almost a 
partaker in his sins. Things that formerly shocked and dis- 
gusted me, now seem only natural. I know them to be wrong, 
because reason and Grod's word declare them to be so ; but I 
am gradually losing that instinctive horror and repulsion 
which were given me by nature, or instilled into me by the 
precepts and example of my aunt. Perhaps, then, I was too 
severe in my judgments, for I abhorred the sinner as well as 
the sin ; now, I flatter myself I am more charitable and con- 
siderate ; but am I not becoming more indifferent and insen- 
sate too? Fool that I was, to dream that I had strength and 
purity enough to save myself and him I §uch vain presump- 
tion would be rightly served, if I should perish with him 1.1 
the gulf from wnich I sought to save him 1 — ^Yet, God pre- 
serve me from it I — and him too. Yes, poor Arthur, I will 
still hope and pray for you ; and though I write as if you 
were some abandoned wretch, past hope, and past reprieve, 
it is only my anxious fears -^y strong desires that make me 
do so ; one who loved you Ips would be less bitter — ^less dis- 
satisfied. 

His conduct has, of late, been what the world calls irre- 
proachable ; but then I know his heart is still unchanged ;— • 
and I know that spring is approaching, and deeply dread the 
consequences. 

As ne began to recover the tone and vigour of his ex- 
hausted frame, and with it something of his former impatience 
of retirement and repose, I suggested a short residence by 
the, sea*side, for his recreation and further restoratbn, and 
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for the benefit of our little one as well. Bnt no ; watering- 
places were so intolerably dull — ^besides, he had been invited 
by one of bis friends to spend a month or two in Scotland for 
the better recreation of grouse -shooting and deer- stalking, 
and bad promised to go. 

" Then you will leave me again, Arthur?" said I. 

** Yes, dearest, but only to love you the better when I 
come back, and make up for all past offences and short- 
comings ; and you needn^t fear me this time ; there are no temp-, 
tations on the mountains. And during my absence you may 
pay a visit to Staningley, if you like : your uncle and aunt 
nave long been wanting us to go there, you know ; but some- 
how, there's such a repulsion between the good lady and me, 
that I never could bring myself up to the scratch." 

About the third week in August, Arthur set out for Scot- 
land, and Mr. Hargrave accompanied him thither, to my 
private satisfaction. Shortly afler, I, with little Arthur and 
Bachel, went to Staningley, my dear old home, which, as well 
as my dear old friends its inhabitants, I saw again with min- 

fled feelings of pleasure and pain so intimately blended that 
could scarcely distinguish the one from the other, or tell 
to which to attribute the various tears, and smiles, and sighs 
awakened by those old familiar scenes, and tones, and faces. 

Arthur did not come home till several weeks after my 
return to Grassdale ; but I did not feel so anxious about him 
now: to think of him engaged in active sports among the 
wild hills of Scotland, was very different from knowing him 
to be immersed amid the corruptions and temptations of 
London. His letters, now, though neither long nor lover- 
like, were more regular than ever they had been before ; and 
when he did return, to my great joy instead of being worse 
than when he went, he was more cheerful and vigorous, and 
better in every respect. Since that time, I have had little 
cause to complain. He still has an unfortunate predilection 
for the pleasures of the table, against which I have to 
struggle and watch ; but he has begun to notice his boy, and 
that is an increasing source of amusement to him within doors, 
while his fox-hunting and coursing are a sufficient occupation 
for him without, when the ground is not hardened by frost ; 
so that he is not wholly dependent on me for entertainment. 
But it is now January : spring is approaching ; and, I re- 
peat, I dread the consequences of its arrival. That sweet 
season, I once so joyously welcomed as the time of hope and 
gladness, awakens, now, far other anticipations by its return^ 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

MarCih 20th, 1824.— Thfe dreaded time i^ come, And Atthlii 
is gone^ aft I expected. This titrie he annonnced it' his inteii- 
tion tb tnake but a short stajr in London, and pass over to the 
Continent, t^here he should probably stay a feit ^eeks ; but 1 
shall not expect him till aiier the lapse of maliy Weeks : t 
now know that, with him, days signify weeks, and weeks 
months. 

July 80th. — He returned about three weeks ago, rather 
better in health, certainly, than before, but still worse in 
temper. And yet, perhaps, I am wrong : it is I that am less 
patient aild forbearinff. I am tired out with his injuiitice^ his 
selfishness and hopeless depravity. I wish a milder wtird 
would do ; — I am no angel, and my ccJrruption rises against it. 
My |)Oor father died last week : Arthur was vexed to hear 6f 
it, because he saw that I was shocked and grieved, and he 
fbared the circumstance would mar his comfort. When 1 
spoke of ordering my mourning, he exclaimed, — 

"Oh, I hate black ! But, however, I suppose you must 
wear it awhile, for form's srtke ; but I hope, Helen, you won't 
think it your boUnden duty to compose your face and man* 
liers intcf^ conformity with vour funereal garb. Why should 
ydU sigh and groan, and I be made uncomfortable because an 

old gentleman in shire, a perfect stranger to us both, 

has thought proper to drhik himtelf to death ? There, now, 
1 declare you're crying ! Well, it must be affectation." 

He would not hear of my attending the funeral, or going 
for a day or two, to cheer poor Frederick's solitude. It was 
quite unnecessary, he said, and 1 was unreasonable to wish it. 
What was my father to me ? I had never seen him, but once 
since I was a baby, and I well knew he had never cated a 
stiver about me ; — and my brother, too, was little better than 
a stranger. " Besides, dear Helen," said he, embracing me 
with flattering fondnesSi *' I Cannot spare yoii for a single 
day." 

" Then how have you managed without me these many 
days?" said I. 

" Ah I then I was knocking about the world, how I am at 
home ; and home without you, my household deity, would be 
intolerable." 

" Yes, as long as I am necessary to your comfbrt ; but yoU 
did not say so before, when you urged me to leave you, in 
order that you might get away from your home without me," 
retorted I ; but before the Words were well out of my mouth, 
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I regretted having uttered them. It seemed bo heavy a 
charge : if false, too gross an insult ; if true, too humiliating 
a fact to be thus openly cast in his teeth. But I might have 
spared myself that momentary pang of self-reproach. The ac- 
cusation awoke neither shame nor indignation in him : he at- 
tempted neither denial nor excuse, but only answered with a 
long, low, chuckling lau^h, as if he viewed the whole transac- 
tion as a clever, merry jest from beginning to end. Surely 
that man will make me dislike him at last I 

** Sine as ye brew, my maiden fair. 
Keep mind that ye maun diink the yiU." 

Yes ; and I will drink it to the very dregs : and none but 
myself shall know how bitter I find it! 

August 20th. — ^We are shaken down again to about our 
usual position. Arthur has returned to nearly his former con- 
dition and habits ; and I have found it my wisest plan to shut 
my eyes agdnst the past and future, as far as he, at least, is 
concerned, and live only for the present ; to love him when I 
can ; to smile (if possible) when he smiles, be cheerful when 
he is cheerful, and pleased when he is agreeable ; and when 
he is not, to try to make him so — and if that won't answer, to 
bear with him, to excuse him, and fordve him, as well as I 
can, and restrain my own evil passions from aggravating his ; 
and yet, while I thus yield and minister to his more harmless 

Eropensities to self-indulgence, to do all in my power to save 
im from^ the worse. 

But we shall not be long alone together. I shall shortly be 
called upon to entertain the same select body of friends as we 
had the autumn before last, with the addition of Mr. Hatters- 
ley and, at my special request, his wife and child. I long to 
see Milicent — and her little girl too. The latter is now above 
a year old ; she will be a charming playmate for my litde 
Arthur. 

September 30th. — Our guests have been here a week or 
two ; but I have had no leisure to pass any comments upon 
them till now. I cannot get over my dislike to Lady Low- 
borough. It is not founded on mere personal pique ; it is the 
woman herself that I dislike, because I so thoroughly disap- 
prove of her. I always avoid her company as much as I can 
without violating the laws of hospitality ; but when we do 
speak or converse together, it is with the utmost civility — 
even apparent cordiality on her pkrt ; but preserve me from 
such cordiality! It is like handling briar-roses and may- 
blossoms — bright enough to the eye, and outwardly soft to 
the touch, but you know there are thorns beneath, and every 
now and then you feel them too ; and perhaps resent the 
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injury by crushing them in till you have destroyed their 
power, though somewhat to the detriment of your own 
fingers. 

Of late, however, I have seen nothing in her conduct to- 
wards Arthur to anger or alarm me. During the first few 
days I thought she seemed very solicitous to win his admi- 
ration. Her efforts were not unnoticed by him : I frequently 
saw him smiling to himself at her artful manoeuvres : but, to 
his praise be it spoken, her shafts fell powerless by his side. 
Her most bewitching smiles, her haughtiest frowns were ever 
received with the same immutable, careless good-humour; 
till, finding he was indeed impenetrable, she suddenly re- 
mitted her efforts, and became, to all appearance, as perfectly 
indifferent as himself. Nor have t since witnessed any symp- 
tom of pique on his part, or renewed attempts at conquest 
upon hers. 

This is as it should be ; but Arthur never will let me be 
satisfied with him. I have never, for a single hour since I 
married him, known what it is to reahze that sweet idea, ^*In 
quietness and confidence shall be your rest." Those two. 
detestable men, Grimsby and Hattersley, have destroyed all 
.my labour against his love of wine. They encourage him 
daily to overstep the bounds of moderation, and, not unfre- 
quently, to disgrace himself by positive excess. I shall not 
soon forget the se,cond night alter their arrival. Just as I had 
retired from the dining-room, with the ladies, before the door 
was closed upon us, Arthur exclaimed, — 

" Now then, my lads, what say you to a regular jollifi- 
cation?" 

Milicent glanced at me with a half-reproachful look, as if I 
could hinder it ; but her countenance changed when she heard 
Hattersley's voice shouting through door and wall, — 

^^ Pm your man 1 Send for more wine : here isn^t half 
enough I " 

We had scarcely entered the drawing-room before we were 
]oined by Lord Lowborough. 

^^ What can induce you to come so soon?" exclaimed his 
lady, with a most ungracious air of dissatisfaction. 

"You know I never drink, Annabella," replied he, 
seriously. 

" Well, but you might stay with them a little : it looks so 
silly to be always dangling after the women ; I wonder you 
can!" 

He reproached her with a look of mingled bitterness and 
surprise, and, sinking into a chair, suppressed a heavy sigh, 
bit his pale lips, and fixed his eyes upon the floor. 

" You did right to leave them, Lord Lowborough,'' said I. 
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'^ I trust you will alwa:^8 continue tc bononr m so ei^ly with 
youf company. And if Annabella knew the value of true 
wisdom, and the misery of folly and — and intemperance, she 
would not talk such nonsense — even in jest." 

He raised his eyes while I spoke, and gravely turned them 
upon me, with a half-surprised, half- abstracted look, i^d then 
bent them on his wife. 

** At least," said she, '^ I know the value of a warm heart, 
and a bold, manly spirit." 

^^ Well, Annabella^" said he, in a deep and hollow tone, 
^* since my presence is disagreeable to you, X will relieve you 
of it." 

^^ Are you going back to them, then ?" said shp, carelessly. 

^^ Ko," exclaimed he, with h^rsh and startling efupbasis; 
*' I will not go back to them ! And J will never stay with 
them one moment longer than I think right, tor you or apy 
other tempter 1 But you needo^t mind that ; I shall never 
trouble you ag^, by intruding my company upon you so un- 
seasonably." 

He left the room, I heard the hall door open and shut, and, 
imn^ediately after, on putting aside the curtaiu, I saw him 
pacing down the park, m the comfortless gloon^ of the damp, 
cloudy twilight. 

^^ It would serve you rig})t, Apnabella," said I, at length, 
^' if I^ord Lowborougl^ were to return to his old habits, w^ich 
l)ad so nearly effected his ruin, and which it cqst him such an 
effort to break: you wQuld then see cause to repent such 
conduct as this." 

^^ Kot at all, my dear I I should not mind, if his lordship 
were to see fit to intozici^te himself every day: I should only 
{tie sponer be rjd of hifu." 

"Oh, Annabella!" cried Milicent. ** How can yqu ssy 
such wielded things! It would, indeed, be a just punisliH^ent, 
as far as you are concerned, if Providence should take you at 

your word, and make you feel what others feel th^ " She 

paused as a sudden burst of loud talking and laughter reached 
us fi:pm the dining-room, in which the voice of Hattersley was 
pre-eminently conspicuous, even to my unpractised ear. 

"What you feel at this moment, I suppose?" said Lady 
Lowborough, with a malicious smile, fixing her eyes upon her 
cousin's distressed countenance. 

The latter offered no reply, but averted her face and brushed 
away a tear. At that moment the door opened and admitted 
Mr. Hargrave ; just a little flushed, his dark eyes sparkling 
with unwonted vivacity. 

" Oh, I'm glad you're come, Walter I " cried his sister-f?? 
*^ B^ I w|sh you could have got Ealph to come too." 
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" Utteriy initHMiiblte, dear MiHcent," replied he, gaily. " I 
had much ado to get away myself. Ralph attempted to keep 
me by violence ; Uutltingdoti threatened me with the eterntl 
loss of his friendship ; and GHmsby, worse than all, endea- 
voured to make me abhamed of my virtue, by feilch galling 
tarcastnt and innuendos as he knew would wound me the 
most. Bo you see, ladies, you ought to make me welcome 
when I have braved and suffered so much fbr the favour of 
your sweet society. He smilingly turned to me and bowed 
as he finished the sentence. 

^^ Isn*t he handsome how, Helen!" whinpered Miliceiit, hex 
sisterly pride overcoming, fbr the moment, all other consi- 
derations. 

•' He would be," I returned, " if that brilliance of eye, and 
lip, and cheek were natural to him ; but look again, a few 
hours hence." 

Here the gentleman took a seat near me at the table, and 
petitioned for a cup of coffee. 

" I consider this an apt illustration of lleaven taken by 
storm," said he, as I handed one to him. " I am in paradise 
now : but I have fought my way through flood and fire to 
win it. Ralph Hattersley's* last resource was to set his back 
against the door, and swear I should find no passage but 
through his body (a pretty substantial ohe top). Happily, 
however, that was not the only door, and t effectea my 
escape by the side entrance, through the butler's pantry, to the 
infinite amazement of Benson, Who was cleaning the plate." 

Mr. Hargrave laughed, and So did his cousin; but his 
sister and I remained silent and grave. 

" Pardon my levity, Mrs. Huntingdon," muntttited he, 
more seriously, as he raised his eyes to my face. " You are 
not used to these things : you suffer them to affect your deli- 
cate mind too sensibly. But 1 thought of you in the midst of 
those lawless roisterers ; and I endeavoured to persuade Mr. 
Huntingdon to think of you too ; but to no purpose : 1 feftr 
he is fully determined to enjoy himself this night ; and it will 
be no use keeping the coffee waiting for him or his com- 
panions ; it Will be much if they join us at tea. Meantime, t 
earnestly wish I could banish the thoughts of them from yout 
mind — and my own too, fbr I hate to think of them — ^yes — 
even of my dear friend Huntingdon, when I consider the 
power he possesses over the happiness of one so immeasurably 
superior to himself, and the use he makes of it — I positively 
detest the man !" 

" You had better not say so to me, then," said I ; " for, bad 
as he is, he is part of myself, and you cannot abuse him with- 
out offending me." Dgized by boogie 
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^* Pardon me, then, for I would sooner die than offend yon. 
But let ns say no more of him for the present, if you please.** 

Af last they came ; hut not till after ten, when tea, which had 
heen delayed for more than half an hour, was nearly over. 
Much as I had longed for their coming, my heart failed me 
at the riotous uproar of their approach ; and Milicent turned 
pale and almost started from her seat as Mr. Hattersley burst 
mto the room with a clamoFous volley of oaths in his mouth, 
which Hargrave endeayoiured to check by entreating him to 
remember the ladies. 

*^ Ah I you do well to remind me of the ladies, you dastardly 
deserter,** cried he, shaking his formidable fist at his brother- 
in-law ; " if it were not lor them, you well know, I'd de- 
molish you in the twinkling of an eye, and give your body to 
the fowls of heaven and the lilies of the fields !*' Then, 
planting a chair by Lady Lowborough*s side, he stationed 
himself in it, and began to talk to her, with a mixture of ab- 
surdity and impudence that seemed rather to amuse than to 
offend her ; though she affected to resent his insolence, and 
to keep him at bay with sallies of smart and spirited repartee. 

Meantime, Mr. Grimsby seated himself by me, in the chair 
vacated by Hargrave as they entered, and gravely stated that 
he would thank me for a cup of tea : and Arthur placed him- 
self beside poor Milicent, confidentially pushing his head into 
her face, and drawing in closer to her as she shrunk away 
from him. He was not so noisy as Hattersley, but his face 
was exceedingly flushed, he laughed incessantly, and while I 
blushed for all I saw and heard of him, I was glad that he 
chose to talk to his companion in so low a tone that no one 
could hear what he said but herself. 

"What fools they are!** drawled Mr. Grimsby, who had 
been talking away, at mj elbow, with sententious gravity all 
the time ; but I had been too much absorbed in contem- 
plating the deplorable state of the other two — especially 
Arthur — ^to attend to him. 

"Did you ever hear such nonsense as they talk, Mrs. 
Huntingdon?** he continued. "I*m quite ashamed of them 
for my part: they can*t take so much as a bottle between 
them without its getting into their heads ** 

" You are pouring the cream into your saucer, Mr. 
Grimsby.** 

" Ah ! yes, I see, but we*re almost in darkness here. Har- 
grave, snufl* those candles, will you ?** 

" They're wax ; they don't require snuffing,** said L 

" 'The light of the body is the eye,*** observed Hargrave, 
with a sarcastic smile. " ' If thine eye be single, thy whole 
body shall be full of light'" o,....,^oogie 
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GrimsbjT repnlsed him with a solemn wave of the hand, and 
then, turning to me, continued, with the same drawling tones, 
and strange uncertainty of utterance and heavy gravity of 
aspect as before, ^^ But, as I was saying, Mrs. Huntingdon, — 
they have no head at all : they can't take halt* a bottle with- 
out being affected some way; whereas I — well, IVe taken 
three times as much as they have to-night, and you see I'm 
perfectly steady. Now that may strike you as very singular, 
but I think I can explain it : — ^you see their brains — I men- 
tion no names, but you'll understand to whom I allude — 
their brains are light to begin with, and the fumes of the 
fermented liquor render them lighter still, and produce an 
entire light-headedness, or giddiness, resulting in intoxica- 
tion ; whereas my brains being composed of more solid mate* 
rials, will absorb a considerable quantity of this alcoholic 
vapour without the production of any sensible result " 

^^ I think you wjll find a sensible result produced on that 
tea," interrupted Mr. Hargrave, " by the quantity of sugar 
you have put into it. Instead of your usual complement of 
one lump you have put in six." 

''Have I so?" replied the philosopher, diving with his 
spoon into the cup, and bringing up several half-dissolved 
pieces in confirmation of the assertion. ^' Um ! I perceive. 
Thus, Madam, you see the evil of absence of mind— of think- 
ing too much while engaged in the common concerns of life. 
Now, if I had had my wits about me, like ordinary men, instead 
of within me like a philosopher, I should not have spoiled 
this cup of tea, and been constrained to trouble you for 
another. 

" That is the sugar-basin, Mr. Grimsby. Now you have 
spoiled the sugar too ; and Til thank you to ring for some 
more — ^for here is Lord Lowborough, at last ; and I hope his 
lordship wiU'condescend to sit down with us, such as we arC) 
and allow me to give him some tea." 

His lordship gravely bowed in answer to my appeal, but 
said nothing. Meantime, Hargrave volunteered to ring for 
the sugar, while Grimsby lamented his mistake, and attempted 
to prove that it was owmg to the shadow of the um and tho 
badness of the lights. 

Lord Lowborough had entered a minute or two before, un- 
observed by any one but me, and had been standing before the 
door, grimly surveying the company. He now stepped up to 
Annabella, who sat with her back towards him, with Hat- 
tersley still beside her, though not now attending to her, 
being occupied in vociferously abusing and bullying his host. 

*'Well, Annabella," jsaid her husband,. «a he leant oyer 
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the back of ber chair, ''which of these ihr^e ^bold, matUy 
spirits' would you have me to resemble ?'* 

" By heaven and earth, you shall resemble tis all!'* cried 
Hattersley, starting up and rudely seiaitig hfm by the arm* 
" Hallo, Huntingdon I" he shouted — " IVe got him I Come, 
man, and help me 1 And d — n me if I don't make him drunk 
before I let him go ! He shall make up for all past delin-^ 
quencies as sure as I'm |t living soul 1" 

There followed a disgraceful contest; Lord LowborOugh, 
in desperate earnest, and pale with anger, silently struggling 
to release himself from the powerful roadman that was striv- 
ing to drag him from the room. I attempted to urge Arthttl* 
to interfere in behalf of his outraged guest, but he could do 
nothing but laugh. 

"Huntingdon, you fool, come and help me, can't you!" 
cried Hattersley, himself somewhat weakened by his excesses. 

" Tm wishing you God- speed, Hattersley," cried Arthur, 
'' and aiding you with my pravers : I can't do anything else 
if my life depended on it! I'm quite used up. Oh, ho!" 
and leaning back in his seat, he clapped his hands on his sides 
and groaned aloud. 

" Annabella, give me a candle ! ** said Lowborough, whode 
antagonist had now got him round the waist and was endea* 
vouring to root him from the door-post to which he madljr 
clung with all the energy of desperation. 

"I shall take no part in your rude sports!" replied the 
lady, coldly drawing back, " I 'wonder yott can expect it." 

But I snatched up a candle and brought it to him. He 
took it and held the flame to Hattersley *s hands till, roaring 
like a wild beast, the latter unclasped them and let him 
go. He vanished, I suppose to his own apartment, fbr no- 
thing more was seen of him till the morning. Swearing and 
cursing like a maniac, Hattersley threw himsell on to the 
ottoman beside the window. The door being now free, Mill* 
cent attempted to make her escape from the scene of her hus- 
band's disgrace ; but he called her back^ and insisted upon 
her coming to him. 

'^ What do you want, Balph ? " murmured she, reluctantly 
approaching him. 

*'I want to know what's the matter With you," said he, 
pulling her on to his knee like a child. '' What are yoti crying 
for, Milicent?— Tellme!" 

" I'm not crying." 

"You are," persisted he, rudely pulling her hands fh)m 
her face. " How dare you tell such a lie ? " 

" I'm not crying now," pleaded fche. 
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*^Bttt you hftve been — and just this mmute too ; and I Tvill 
know what for. Come now, you fthall tell me I '' 

*^ Do let me alone, Ealph ! remember, we are not at home.** 

"No matter: you shall answer my question I" exclaimed 
ber tormentor ; and he attempted to extort the confession by 
shaking her, and remoriely crushing her slight arms in the 
gripe of his powerful fingers. 

" Don*t let him treat your sister in that way,'* said I to 
Mr. Hargrave. 

"Gome now, Hattersley, I can't allow that," said that 
gentleman, stepping up to the ill-assorted couple. "Let 
my sister aloue, if you please.** And he made an eifort to 
unclasp the ruffian's fingers from her arm, but was suddenly 
driven backward, and nearly laid upon the floor by a violent 
blow in the chest accompanied with the admonition, 

" Take that for your insolence I — ^and learn to interfere be- 
tween me and mine again.** 

" If you were not drunk, I*d have satisfaction for that I** 
gasped Hargrave, white and breathless as much from passion 
as from the immediate effects of the blow. 

" Go to the devil !** responded his brother*in-Iaw. " Now, 
Milicent, tell me what you were crying for.** 

"1*11 tell you some other time,** murmured she, "when 
we are alone.** 

" Tell me now 1** said he, with another shake and a squeeze 
that made her draw in her breath and bite her lip to suppress 
a cry of pain. 

** 1*11 tell you, Mr. Hattersley,'* said I. " She was crying 
from pure shame and humiliation for you ; because she eould 
not bear to see you conduct yourself so disgracefully.*' 

" Confound you, Madam 1*' muttered he, with a stare of 
stupid amazement at my * impudence.' " It was not that — 
was it, Milicent?" 

She was silent. 

*' Come, speak up, child I" 

" I can't tell now,*' sobbed she. 

" But you can say *yes ' or ^ no * as well as ' I can't tell ' 
--Comel** 

" Yes,'* she whispered, hanging her head, and blushfng at 
the awful acknowledgment. 

"Curse you for an imnertinent hussjr, then!" cried he, 
throwing her from him with such violence that she fell on her 
side ; but she was up again before either I or her brother 
could come to her assistance, and made the best of her way out 
of the room, and, I suppose, up stairs, without loss of time. 

The next object of assault was Arthur,, who sat oppositCi 
and had, no doubt, richly enjoyed the whole scene. 
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'^ Now, Huntingdon/* exclaimed his irascible friend, *^ I 
will not have you sitting there, and laughing like an idiot ! " 

" Oh, Hattersley !" cried he, wiping his swimming eyes— 
** youll be the death of me." 

" Yes, I will, but not as you suppose : I'll have the heart 
out of your body, man, if you irritate me with any more of 
that imbecile laughter 1 — ^What I are you at it yet ?— There I 
ssee if thatll settle youl" cried Hattersley, snatching up a 
footstool and hurling it at the head of his host ; but he missed 
his aim, and the latter still sat collapsed and quaking with 
feeble laughter, with the tears running down his face ; a de- 
plorable spectacle indeed. 

Hattersley tried ciursing and swearing, but it would not do ; 
he then tooK a number of books from the table beside him, 
and threw them, one by one, at the object of his wrath, but 
Arthur only laughed the more ; and, finally, Hattersley 
rushed upon him in a phrenzy, and, seizing him by the shoul- 
ders, gave him a violent shaking, under which he laughed, 
and shrieked alarmingly. But I saw no more : I thought I 
had witnessed enough of my husband's degradation ; and, 
leaving Annabella and the rest to follow when they pleased, I 
withdrew, but not to bed. Dismissing Rachel to her rest, I 
walked up and down my room, in an agony of misery, for 
what had been done, and suspense, not knowing what might 
further happen, or how, or when, that unhappy creature 
would come up to bed. 

At last he came, slowly and stumblingly, ascending the 
stairs, supported by Grimsby and Hattersley, who neither of 
them walked quite steadily themselves, but were l>oth laugh- 
ing and joking at him, and making noise' enough for all the 
'servants to hear. He himself was no longer laughing now, 
but sick and stupid. I will write no more about that. 

Such disgraceful scenes (or nearly such) have been repeated 
more than once. I don't say much to Arthur about it, for, if 
I did, it would do more harm than good ; but I let him know, 
that I intensely dislike such exhibitions ; and each time he 
has promised they should never again be repeated ; but I fear 
he is losing the little self-command and self-respect he once 
possessed : formerly, he would have been ashamed to act thus 
— at least, before any other witnesses than his boon compa- 
nions, or such as they. His friend, Hargrave, with a prudence 
and self-government that I envy for him, never disgraces 
himself by taking more than sufficient to render him a little 
' elevated,' and is always the first to leave the table, after Lord 
Lowborough, who, wiser still, perseveres in vacating the 
dining-room immediately after us ; but never once, since Anna- 
bella offended him so deeply, has he entered the drawing-* 
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room before the rest; always spending the interim in the 
library, which I take care to have lighted for his accommoda- 
tion ; or, on fine moonlight nights, in roaming about the 
grounds. But I think she regrets her misconduct, for she has 
never repeated it since, and of late she has comported herself 
with wonderful propriety towards him, treating him with more 
uniform kindness and consideration than ever I have observed 
her to do before. I date the time of this improvement from ' 
the period when she ceased to hope and strive for Arthur's 
admiration. « 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

October 5th. — ^Esther Hargrave is getting a fine girl. She is 
not out of the school-room yet, but her mother frequently 
brings her over to 'call in the mornings when the gentlemen 
are out, and sometimes she spends an hour or two in company 
with her sister and me, and the children ; and when we go to 
the Grove, I always contrive to see her, and talk more to her 
than to any one else, for I am very much attached to my little 
i, and so is ' 



friend, and so is she to me. I wonder what she can see 
to like in me though, for I am no longer the happy, lively 
sirl I used to be ; but she has no other society — save that of 
'her uncongenial mother, and her governess (as artificial and 
conventiomil a person as that prudent mother could procure to 
rectify the pupil's natural qualities), and, now and then, her 
subdued, quiet sister. I often wonder what will be her lot in 
life — and so does she ; but her speculations on the future are 
foil of buoyant hope — so were mine once. I shudder to 
think of her being awakened, like me, to a sense of their delu- 
sive vanity. It seems as if I should feel her disappointment, 
even more deeply than my own. I feel, almost, as if I were 
bom for such a fate, but she is so joyous and fresh, so light 
of heart and free of spirit, and so guileless and unsuspecting 
too. Oh, it would be cruel to make her feel as I feel now, 
and know what I have known ! 

Her sister trembles for her too. Yesterday morning, one of 
October's brightest, loveliest days, Milicent and I were in the 
garden enjoying a brief half hour together with our children, 
while Annabella was lying on the drawing-room sofa, deep in 
the last new novel. We had been romping with the little 
creatures, almost as merry and wild as themselves, and now 
paused in the shade of the tall copper beech, to recover 
breath and rectify our hair, disordered by the rough play and 
the frolicsome breeze — while they toddled together along the 
broad, sunny walk ; my Arthur supporting the feebler steps 
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of her little Helen, wd sagaciously pointing out tp l^eir tbe 
brightest beauties of the border as they passed, with semi- 
articulate prattle, that did as well for her as any other naode 
of discourse. From laughing at the pretty sight, we began to 
talk of the children's future life ; and that vf^ade }xa thought- 
ful. We both rplapsed into silejit ipnsing as we slowly pro- 
ceeded up the walk ; and I suppose Milicent, by a train oi 
associations, was led to think of her sister. 

" Helen,'' said she, "you often see Esther* don't you?" 

" Not very often." 

"But you have more frequent opportunities of meeting 
her than I have ; and she loves you, I kno xr, and reverences 
you too ; there is nqbody's opinion she thinks so much of; 
and she says you have more sense than mamma." 

" That is because she is self-willed, and my opinions ^ore 
generally coincide with her own thtm your mamma's. But 
what then, Milicent?" 

" Well, since you have so muph influence witji her, I wish 
you would seriously impress it upon her, never, on any 
account, or for anybody's persuasion, to marry for the sake 
of money, or rai^k, or establishment, or any e^M^thly thing, 
but true ajOTection and well-groi;nded esteem." 

" There is no necessity for th^t," said I, " £)r we b^ve had 
somp discourse on that subject already, imd I assure you her 
ideas of love and matrimony are ^a rom^^tic as mj one could 
desire." 

" But romantia notions will not do : I w»nt ber to hftve 
true notions." 

** Very right ; bnt in my judgment, what tb^ world stigma- 
tises as romantic, is often more nearly allied to the truth than 
is commonly supposed ; for, if the generous ideas of youth 
are too often overclouded by the sordid views of ^Iter-life, 
that scarcely proves them to be false." 

" Well, but if you think her ideas are what they ought to 
be, strengthen them, will you ? and con^rm them, as far as 

you can; for I had romantic notions once, and J don't 

mean to say that I regret my lot, for Jam quite sure I don't— 
but " 

" I understand you," said I ; " you are contented for your-* 
self, but you would not have your sister to su^er the same as 
you." 

** No— or worse. Bhe might have far worse to tuiibr than 
I— for I am really contented, Helen, though you mayn't think 
it : I speak the solemn truth in saying that I would no^ 
exchange my husband for any man on earth, if I might do it 
by the plucking of this leaf" 

" WeU, I bliueve you } now that you have himy yon vouU 
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Aot exehiUgft him for another ; hut then yoa wovdd gladly et« 
ehange some of his qualities for those of better men.'' 

'^ Xes ; just as I would gladly exchange some of my own 
qualities for those of better women ; fbr neither he nor I are 
perfect, and I desire his improTement as earnestly as my own. 
Jixkd he will improve — don't jrou think so, Helen ? — ^he's only 
•iz aiid twenty yet." 

*' He mav," I answered. 

" He will— he will I" repeated she. 

*' Excuse the faintness of my acquiescence, Mili6ent| t 
would not discourage your hopes for the world, but mine hdve 
been so often disappointed, that I am become as cold and 
donbtful in my expectations as the flattest of octogenarians." 

" And yet you do hope, still— even for Mr. Huntingdon? " 

'^ I do, I confess — ' even ' for him ; fbr it seems as if lii^ 
and hope must cease together. And is he so much worsei 
Miiicent, than Mr. Hattersley?" 

** Well, to give you my candid opinion, I think there is ho 
Comparison between them. But you musn't be ofibnded, 
Helen, fbr you know I always speak my mind, and you may 
speak yours too ; I shan't care." 

'^ I am not ofibnded, love ; and my opinion is, that if thel^ 
be a comparison made between the two^ the difibrence, for 
the most part, is certainly in Hattersley's favour." 

Milicent's own heart told her how much it cost me to teake 
this acknowledgment ; and, with a childlike impulse, she ex- 
pressed her symptithy bv suddenly kissing my cneek, without 
a word of reply, and then tuming quickly away, caught up 
her baby, and hid her fkce in its irock. How odd it is that 
we so often weep for each other's distresses, when we shed 
not a tear for oUr own I Her heart had been fUll enough of 
her own borrows, but it overflowed at the idea of mine ; — and 
I, too, shed tears, at the sight of her sympathetic emotion^ 
though I had not wept for myself for many a week. 

It was one rainy day last week ; most of the company were 
killing time in the billiard-room, but Miiicent and I were 
with Httle Arthur and Helen in the library, and between our 
books, our children, and each other, we expected to make out 
a very agreeable morning. We had not been thus secluded 
above two hours, however, when Mr. Hattersley came in, at- 
tracted, I suppose, by the voice of his child, as he was cross- 
ing the hall, for he is prodigiously fond of her^ and she of 
him. 

He was redolent of the stables, where he had been regaling 
himself -with the company of his fellow-creatures, the horses, 
ever since breakfast. But that was lati matter to my little 
namesake : as soon as the^ colosnal person of h^gid^^dark- 
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ened the door, ehe tittered a shrill scream of delight, and* 
quitting her mother^s side, ran crowing towards him — 
balancing her course with outstretched arms, — and, embracing 
his knee, threw back her head and laughed in his face. He 
might well look smilingly down upon those small, fair fea- 
tures, radiant with innocent mirth, those clear, blue shining 
eyes, and that soft flaxen hair cast back upon the little ivory 
neck and shoulders. Did he not think how unworthy he was 
of such a possession? I fear no such idea crossed his mind. 
He caught her up, and there followed some minutes of very 
rough play, during which it is difficult to say whether the 
father or the daughter laughed and shouted the loudest. At 
length, however, the boisterous pastime terminated — suddenly, 
as might be expected: the little one was hurt, and began 
to cry ; and the ungenlle playfellow tossed it into its mother's 
lap, bidding her *'make all straight.*' As happy to return to 
that gentle comforter as it had been to leave her, the child 
nestled in her arms, and hushed its cries in a moment ; and, 
sinking its little weary head on her bosom, soon dropped 
asleep. 

Meantime, Mr. Hattersley strode up to the fire, and, inter- 
posing his height and breadth between us and it, stood, with 
arms akimbo, expanding his chest, and gazing round him as if 
the house and all its appurtenances and contents were his own 
undisputed possessions. 

" Deuced bad weather this!" he began. "There'll be no 
shooting to-day, I guess." Then, suddenly lifting up his 
voice, he regaled us with a few bars of a rollicking song, which 
abruptly ceasing, he finished the tune with a whistle, and 
then continued, — *^ I say, liirs. Huntingdon, what a fine stud 
your husband has I — not large, but good. — ^I've been looking 
at them a bit this morning ; and upon my word, Black Bess, 
and Grey Tom, and that young Nimrod, are the finest animals 
I've seen for many a dayl" Then followed a particular dis- 
cussion of their various merits, succeeded by a sketch of the 
ffreat things he intended to do in the horse-jockey line, when 
his old governor Ibougbt proper to quit the stage. "Not 
that I wish him to close his accounts," added he ; " the old 
Trojan is welcome to keep his books open as long as he 
jpleases for me." 

" I hope so, indeed, Mr. Hattersley." 

" Oh yes 1 It's only my way of talking. The event must 
come some time, and so I look to the bright side of it — ^that's 
the right plan, isn't it, Mrs. H. ? "Wbat are you two doing 
here, by-the-bye — ^where's Lady Lowborough?" 

" In the billiard-room." 

"What a splendid creature she is!" continued he, fiziDg 
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his eyes on his wife, who changed colour, and looked more 
and more disconcerted as he proceeded. What a nohle figure 
she has ! and what magnificent hlack eyes ; and what a fine 
spirit of her own ; — and what a tongue of her own, too, when 
she likes to use it — ^I perfectly adore her! But never mind, 
Milicent : I wouldn't have ner for my wife — ^not if she'd 
a kingdom for her dowry 1 I'm better satisfied with the one I 
have. Now then I what do you look so sulky for ? don't you 
believe me?" 

" Yes, I believe you," murmured she, in a tone of half sad, 
half sullen resignation, as she turned away to stroke the hair 
of her sleeping infant, that she had laid on the sofa beside 
her. 

" Well then, what makes you so cross ? Come here, Milly, 
and tell me why you can't be satisfied with my assurance." 

She went, and putting her little hand within his arm, 
looked up in his face, and said soflly, — 

" What does it amount to, Ralph ? Only to this, that though 
you admire Annabella so much, and for qualities that I don't 
possess, you would still rather have me than her for your 
wife, which merely proves that you don't think it necessary to 
love your wife ; you are satisfied if she can keep your house, 
and take care of your child. But I'm not cross ; I'm only 
sornr ; for," added she, in a low, tremulous accent, withdraw- 
ing her hand firom his arm, and bending her looks on the rug, 
" if you don't love me, you don't, and it can t be helped." 

" Very true ; but who told you I didn't? Did I say I loved 
Annabella?" 

" You said you adored her." 

" True, but adoration isn't love. I adore Annabella, but I 
don't love her ; and I love thee, Milicent, but I don't adore 
thee." In proof of his afiection, he clutched a handful of her 
light brown ringlets, and appeared to twist them immer- 
cifully. 

" Do you really, Ralph ? " murmured she, with a faint smile 
beaming through her tears, just putting up her hand to his, in 
token that he pulled rather too hard, 

** To be sure I do," responded he : " only you bother me 
rather, sometimes." 

"I bother you 1" cried she in very natural surprise. 

"Yes, you — ^but only by your exceeding goodness — when a 
boy has been eating raisins and sugar-plums all day, he longs 
for a squeeze of sour orange by way of a change. And did you 
Qever, Milly, observe the sands on the sea-shore ; how nice 
and smooth they look, abd how soft and easy they feel to the 
foot? But if you plod along, for half an hour, over this soft, 
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«My carpet— giving Way at ereiy step, yielding ibe mfttfe tb^ 
faurder you pteaSt — ^you'll find it rtither Wearisome wotk, and 
be glad enough to 6ome to a bit bf ^ood, firm rock, tbat 
won't budge an ineh whether yoti dtand, walk, or stamp upon 
it ; and, though it be hard as the nether millstone, you'll find 
it the easier footing afler all.** 

" I know what you tnean, Ralph," said sbe^ nenroUsly play- 
ing with her watcn-guard and tracing the figure on the rug 
with the point of her tiny foot, " I know what you mean, btit 
I thought you always liked to be yielded to ; and I can't alter 
now." 

" I do like it," replied he, bringing her to bim by another 
tug at her hair. " You mustn't mind my talk, Milly, A man 
must have something to grumble about ; and if he cati*t com- 
plain that his wife harries him to death with her perversity 
and ill-humour, he must complaiii that dhe wears him out With 
her kindness and gentleness." 

" But why cdmplain at all, Unless beeause you are tired 
and dissatisfied?" 

" To excuse my own fkilings, to be sure. Do yoU tbink I'll 
bear all the burden of my sins on my own shoulders, as long 
as there's another ready to help me^ with none of het' Own to 
carry?" 

* There is no such onfe on earth," said she seriously ; atid 
then, taking his hand from her head, she kissed it With ah ai^ 
of genuine devotion, and tripped away to the door. 

•' What now?" said he. " Where are you going?" 

" To tidy my hair," she answered, smiling through her dis- 
ordered locks : " you've made it all come down." 

" Off^ with you then ! — An excellent little Woinan," he re- 
marked when she was gone, " but a thought too 8oft---she al- 
most melts in one's hands. I positively think I ill-use her 
sometimes, when I've taken too mUch — but I can't help it, 
for she never complains, either at the time or after. I sup- 
pose she doesn't mind it." 

"I can enlighten you on that subject, Mr. Hattersley,** 
said I : ^^ she does mind it ; and some other things she minds 
still more, which, yet, you may never hear her complain bf." 

"How do you know? — does she complain to you?" de- 
manded he, with a sudden spark of fury ready to burst into a 
flame if I should answer ' Yes.' 

"No," I replied; "but I have known her lon^t and 
studied her more closely than you have done. — ^And 1 can teU 
you, Mr. Hattersley, that MiliceUt loves yim more than you 
deserve, and that you have it in your power to make her very 
happy, instead of which you are her evil genius, and* I wiu 
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y«pt|i7e to 09y, there 19 not a single day passes in which you 
do not inflict upon her some pang that you might spare hief il 
yon would." 

" Well — ^it's not my fault," said he, gaging carelessly up at 
the ceiling and plunging his hands into his pockets : ^^ if my 
ongoings don^t suit her, she should tell me so." 

^^ Is she not exactly the wife you wanted ? Did you not tell 
Mr. Huntingdon yoi; must have one that would submit to 
anything without a murmur, and never blame you, whatever 
you did?" 

*'True, but we shouldnH always have what we want: it 
spoils the best of us, doesn't it? How can I help playing the 
deuce when I see it's all one to her whether I behave like a 
Christian or like a scoundrel such as nature made me ? — and 
how can I help teasing her when she's so invitingly meek and 
mim — when she lies down hke a spaniel at my feet and never 
ao much as squeaks to tell me that's enough ? " 

" If you are a tyrant by nature, the temptation is strong, I 
allow ; but no generous mind delights to oppress the weak, 
but rather to cherish and protect." 

^^ I don't oppress her ; but it's so confounded flat to be al- 
ways cherishing and protecting; — and then how can I tell 
that I am oppressing her when she ^ melts away and makes no 
sign?' I sometimes thinks she has no feeling at all ; and then 
1 go on till she cries— and that satisfies me." 

" Tbew you do delight to oppress her ? " 

" X don't, I tell you ! — only when I'm in a bad humour — or 
a particularly good one, and want to afllict for the pleasure of 
comforting ; or when she looks flat and wants shaking up a 
bit* And sometimes, she provokes me by crying for nothing, 
ftud won't tell me what it's for ; and then, I allow, it enrages 
me past bearing— especially, when I'm not my own man." 

^f As is no doubt generally the case on such occasions," said 
I. " But in future, Mr. Hattersley, when you see her looking 
flatr or crying for • nothing ' (as you call it), ascribe it all to 
yourself; be assured it is something you have done amiss, or 
your general misconduct, that distresses her." 

" I don't believe it. If it were, she should tell me so : I 
don't like that way of moping and fretting in silence, and say- 
ing nothing — it's not honest. How can she e:&pect me to mend 
my ways at that rate ?'* 

^^ Perhaps she gives you credit fsr having more sense than 
you possess, and deludes herself with the hope that you will 
one day sre your own errors and repair them, if left to your 
own reflection. 

^^ If one of your sneers, Mrs. Huntingdon I have the sense 
to see that I'm not always quite corfect-^but sometimes I 

Digitized by La OOgle 



216 THE TENANT 

think thaf 8 no great matter, as long as I injure nobody but 
myself " 

** It is a great matter," interrupted I, "both to yourself (as 
you will hereafler find to your cost) and to all connected with 
you — most especially your wife. But, indeed, it is nonsense to 
talk about injuring no one but yourself; it ip impossible to 
injure yourself— especially by such acts as we allude to — with- 
out injuring hundreds, if not thousands, besides, in a greater 
or less degree, either by the evil you do or the good you 
leave undone." 

"And as I was saying," continued he — "or would have 
said if you hadn^t taken me up so short — ^I sometimes think I 
should do better if I were joined to one that would always 
remind me when I was wrong, and give me a motive for doing 
good and eschewing evil by decidedly showing her approv^ 
of the one, and disapproval of the other." 

" If you had no higher motive than the approval of your 
fellow mortal, it would do you little good." 

" Well, but if I had a mate that would not always be yield- 
ing, and always equally kind, but that would have the spirit 
to stand at bay now and then, and honestly tell me her mind 
at all times — such a one as yourself for instance. — ^Now if I 
went on with you as I do with her when Tm in London, you'd 
make the house too hot to hold me at times, I'll be sworn." 

" You mistake me : I*m no termagant." 

" Well, all the better for that, for I can't stand contradic- 
tion — in a general way — and I'm as fond of my own will as 
another : only I think too much of it doesn't answer for any 
man." 

" Well, I would never contradict you without a cause, but 
certainly I would always let you know what I thought of your 
conduct ; and if you oppressed me, in body, mind, or estate, 
you should at least have no reason to suppose ^ I didn't mind 
iV " 

" I know that, my lady ; and I think if my little wife were 
to follow the same plan it would be better for us both." 

"I'll tell her." 

" No, no, let her be ; there's much to tie said on both sides 
— ^and, now I think upon it, Huntingdon often regrets that 
you are not more like her — scoundrelly dog that he is — and 
you see, afler all, you can't reform him : he's ten times worse 
than I. He's afraid of you, to be sure — that is, he's always 
on his best behaviour in your presence — but '* 

" I wonder what his worst behaviour is like, then?" I could 
not forbear observing. 

" Why, to t^l you the truth, it's very bad indeed — ^isn't it, 
Hargrave ?" said he, addressing that gentleman, who had en-* 
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tered the room unperceived by me, for I was now standing 
near the fire with my back to the door. *' Isn't Hunting- 
don," he continued, " as great a reprobate as ever was d — d V '* 

" His lady will not hear him censured with impunity," re- 
plied Mr. Hargrave, coming forward; "but I must say, I thank 
Grod I am not such another." 

"Perhaps it would become you better," said I, "to look 
at what you are, and say, ^ God be merciful to me a sinner.'" 

" You are severe," returned he, bowing slightly and draw- 
ing himself up with a proud yet injured air. Hattersley 
laughed, and clapped him on the shoulder. Moving from 
under his hand with a gesture of insulted dignity, Mr. Har- 
grave took himself away to the other end of the rug. 

" Isn't it a shame, Mrs. Huntingdon ? " cried his brother-in- 
law — " I struck Walter Hargrave when I was drunk, the 
second night after we came, and he's turned a cold shoulder 
on me ever since ; though I asked his pardon the very morn- 
ing after it was done !" 

** Your manner of asking it," returned the other, " and the 
clearness with which you remembered the whole transaction, 
showed you were not too drunk to be fully conscious of what 
you were about, and quite responsible for the deed." 

"You wanted to interfere between me and my wife,' 
grumbled Hattersley, *^ and that is enough to provoke any 
man." 

"You justify it, then?" said his opponent, darting upon 
him a most vindictive glance. 

" No, I tell you I wouldn't have done it if I hadn't been 
und^r excitement ; and if you choose to bear malice for it 
aft^r all the handsome things I've said — do so and be 
d— d?" 

" I would refrain from such langus^e in a lady's presence, 
at least," said Mr. Hargrave, hiding his anger under a mask of 
disgust. 

" What have I said ?" returned Hattersley. " Nothing but 
Heaven's truth^ — he will be damned, won't he, Mrs. Hunting- 
don, if he doesn't forgive his brother's trespasses ? " 

" You ought to forgive him, Mr. Hargrave, since he asks 
you," said I. 

"Do you say so? Then I will!" And, smiling almost 
frankly, he stepped forward and offered his hand. It was 
immediately clasped in that of his relative, and the reconci- 
liation was apparently cordial on both sides. 

" The affront," continued Hargrave, turning to me, " owed 
half its bitterness to the fact of its bein^ offered in your 
presence ; and since you bid me forgive it, I wil^ and forget it 
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'^ I gne98 the belt rfeturn I eah make teill ht to tftke itf^ 
self off,'* miitteted Hattersley, with a broad grin. His com- 
panion smilfedt and he lef); the room. This put niei on my 
ffuard. Mr. Hargrave ttirned seriously to me, and earnestly 
began,— 

"Dear Mrs. Huntingdon, how I have longed fot, yet 
dreaded, this hour ! Do not be alarmed," he added, for my 
face Was crimson with anger ; ** 1 am not about to offend you 
with any useless entreaties or complaints. I am not gblng to 
presume to trouble you *«^ith the mention Of my own feelings 
or your perfections, but I have sOtaething to reveal to you 
which vou ought to knowj and ^hich, yet, it pains me inex- 
pressibly " 

" Then don't trouble yourself to reveal it !" 

*' But it is of importance " 

" If so I shall hear it soon enough, especially if it is bad 
news, as you seem to consider it. At present I am goiiig to 
take the children to the nursery." 

" But cati't you ring and send them?" 

" No ; I Want the exercise of a run to the top of the house 
i— come, Arthur." 

" But you will return ?" 

"Not yet; don't wait." 

"Then when may I see you again?" 

" At lunch," said I, departing with little Helen in one arm 
and leading Arthur by the hand. 

He turned away muttering some sentence of impatient 
censure or complaint, in which " heartless '* was the only dis- 
tinguishable word. 

"What nonsense is this, Mr. Hargrave?" said I, pausing 
in the doorway. " What do you mean?" 

" Oh, nothing — ^I did not intend you should heaf my soli- 
loquy. But the fact is, Mrs. Huntingdon, 1 have a disclosure 
to make — ^painful for me to offer as for you to hear — and I 
want you to give me a few minutes of your attention iti pri- 
vate at any time and place you like to appoint. It is from no 
selfish motive that I ask it, and not for any causfe that could 
alarm your superhuman purity, therefore you heed not kill 
me with that look of cold and pitiless disdain. I know too 
well the feelings with which the bearers of bad tidings are 
commonly regarded not to " 

" What is this wonderful piece of intelligence ? " Said h im- 
patiently interrupting him. "If it is any thing of real import- 
ance speak it in three wOrds before I go." 

" Jn three words I cannot. Send those children away atld 
stay with me." 

"No; keep your bad tidmgs to yoursel^^gipw it is 
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flomething I don't want to bear, and something you would 
displease me by telling." 

^^ You bave divined too truly, I fear, but still since I know 
it I feel it my duty to disclose it to you." 

^^ Oh, spare us both the infliction, and I will exonerate you 
from the duty. You have offered to tell ; I have refused to 
hear : my ignorance will not be charged on you." 

" Be it 80 — ^you shall not hear it from me. But if the blow 
fkU too suddenly upon you when it comes, remember I wished 
to soften it 1" 

I leH him. I was determined his words should not alarm 
me. What could he of all men have to reveal that was of 
importance for me to hear ? It was no doubt some exagge- 
rated tale about my unfortunate husband that he wished to 
make the most of to serve his own bad purposes. 

6th. — He has not alluded to this momentous mystery 
since, and I have seen no reason to repent of my unwilling- 
ness to hear it. The threatened blow has not been struck 
yet, and I do not greatly fear it. At present I am pleased 
with Arthur : he has not positively disgraced himself for up- 
wards of a fortnight, and all this last week has been so very 
moderate in his indulgence at table that I can perceive a 
marked difference in hia general temper und appearance. 
Dare I hope this will continue ? 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Sevekth. — ^Yes, I will hope I To-night I heard Grimsby 
and Hattersley grumbling together about the in hospitality of 
their host. They did not know I was near, for I happened to 
be standing behind the curtain in the bow of the window, 
watching the moon rising over the clump of tall, dark elm- 
trees below the lawn, ai^d wondering why Arthur was so sen- 
timental as to stand without, leaning against the outer pillar 
of the portico, apparently watching it too. 

*' So, I suppose we've seen the last of our merry carousals 
in this house," said Mr. Hattersley ; ^^ I thought his good fel- 
lowship wouldn't last long. But," added he, laughing, ^^ I 
didn't expect it would meet its end this way. I rather 
thought our pretty hostess would be setting up her porcu- 
pine quills, and threatening to turn us out of the house if we 
didn't mind our manners." 

" You didn't foresee this, then ? " answered Grimsby with a 
guttural chuckle. ^^ But he'll change again when he's sick of 
her. If we come here a year or two henoe, we shall have all 
our own way, you'll see." og i zed by L^oogie 
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** I don't know," replied the other : " she^s not the style ot 
woman you soon tire ot^— but be that as it may, iVs devilish 
provoking now that we can^t be jolly, because he chooses to be 
on his good behaviour/' 

"It's all these cursed women 1" muttered Grimsby. 
" They're the very bane of the world I They bring trouble 
and discomfort wherever they come, with their false, fair &ces 
and their deceitful tongues." 

At this juncture I issued from my retreat, and smiling on 
Mr. Grimsby as I passed, left the room and went out in search 
of Arthur. Having seen him bend his course towards the 
shrubbery, I followed him thither, and found him just enter- 
ing the shadowy walk. I was so light of heart, so overflow- 
ing with aflection, that I sprang upon him and clasped him in 
my arms. This startling conduct had a singular efl'ect upon 
him: first, he murmured, "Bless you, darling!" and re- 
turned my close embrace with a fervour like old times, and 
then he started, and, in a tone of absolute terror, ex- 
claimed,— 

" Helen I What the devil is this ?" and I saw, by the faint 
light gleaming throueh the overshadowing tree, that he was 
positively pale with the shock. 

How strange that the instinctive impulse of afiection should 
come first, and then the shock of the surprise I It shows, at 
least, that the affection is genuine : he is not sick of me yet. 

" I startled you, Arthur," said I, laughing in my glee. 
" How nervous you are 1" 

" What the deuce did you do it for ?" cried he, quite testily, 
extricating himself from my arms, and wiping his forehead 
with his handkerchief. " Go back, Helen — ^go back directly I 
You'll get your death of cold !" 

" I won't — till I've told you what I came for. They are 
blaming you, Arthur, for your temperance and sobriety, and 
Pm come to thank you for it. They say it is all *• these cursed 
women,' and that we are the bane of the world ; but don't let 
them laugh or grumble you out of your good resolutions, or 
your affection for me." 

He laughed. I squeezed him in my arms again^ and cried 
in tearful, earnest, — 

" Do— do persevere I and I'll love you better than ever I 
did before 1" 

" Well, well, I will ! " said he, hastily kissing me. " There 
now, go. You mad creature, how could you come out in your 
light evening dress this chill autunm night ?" 

" It is a glorious night," said I. 

" It is a night that will give you your death, in another 
minute, Kun away, do !" ogazed by^oogie 
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<^Do you see m^ death among those trees, Arthur?*' said 
I, for he was gazmg intently at the shrubs, as if he saw it 
coming, and I was reluctant to leave him, in my new-found 
happiness, and reyiyal of hope and love. But he grew angry 
at my delay, so I kissed him and ran back' to the house. 

I was in such a good humour that night : Milicent told me 
I was the life of the party, and whispered she had never seen 
me so brilliant. Certainly, I talked enough for twenty, and 
smiled upon them all. Grimsby, Hattersley, Hargrave, Lady 
Lowborough — all shared my sisterly kindness. Grimsby 
stared and wondered ; Hattersley laughed and jested (in spite 
of the little wine he had been suffered to imbibe), but stilli 
behaved as well as he knew how ; Hargrave and Annabella, 
from different motives and in different ways, emulated me, and 
doubtless both surpassed me, the former m his discursive ver-. 
satility and eloquence, the latter in boldness and animation at 
least. Milicent, delighted to see her husband, her brother, 
and her over-estimated friend acquitting themselves so well, 
was lively and gay too, in her quiet way. Even Lord Low- 
borough causht the general contagion: his dark, greenish 
eyes were lighted up beneath their moody brows ; his sombre 
countenance was beautified by smiles ; all traces of gloom, 
and proud or cold reserve had vanished for the time ; and he 
astonished us all, not only by his general cheerfulness and ani- 
mation, but by the positive flashes of true force and brilliance 
he emitted from time to time. Arthur did not talk much, but 
he laughed, and listened to the rest, and was in perfect good- 
humour, though not excited by wine. So that, altogether we 
made a very merry, innocent and entertaining party. 

9th. — ^Yesterday, when Rachel came to dress me for dinner, 
I saw that she had been crying. I wanted to know the cause 
of it, but she seemed reluctant to tell. Was she unwell ? No. 
Had she heard bad news from her friends ? No. Had any 
of the servants vexed her ? 

"Oh, no, ma*aml" she answered — "it's not for myself." 

" What then, Kachel ? Have you been reading novels ? " 

"Bless you, nol" said she with a sorrowful shake of the 
head ; and then she sighed and continued, ^^ But to tell you 
the truth, ma'am, I don't like master's ways of going on." 

" What do you mean, Rachel ? — He's going on very properly 
— at present." 

" Well, ma'am, if you think so, it's right." 

And she went on dressing my hair, in a hurried way, quite 
unhke her usual calm, collected manner, — murmuring, half to 
herself, she was sure it was beautiful hair, she " could like to 
see 'em match it." When it was done, she fondly stroked it, 
and gentiy patted my head. , D,,.ed.y boogie 
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^* Is that afl^ctioQate ebullition intended for my hdr, or my- 
lelf) nurse ? '* said I, laughingly turning round upon her '^ — 
but a tear was even now in her eye. 

*< What do you mean, Rachel ?" I exclaimed. 

" Well, ma'am, I don't know,— but if " 

♦'If what?" 

*' Well, if I was you, I wouldn't hare that Lady Low- 
borough in the house another mii^ute — ^not another minute I 
wouldn't 1" 

I was thunderstruck ; but befbre I could recover from the 
•hock sufficiently to demand ctn explanation, Milicent entered 
my room — as she frequently does, when she is dressed before 
me ; and she stayed with me tiWit was time to go down. She 
must have found me a very unsociable companion this time, 
for Rachel's last words rang in my ears. But still, I hoped — 
I trusted they had no foundation but in some idle rumour of 
tl|(e servants from what they had seen in Lady Lowborough's 
manner last month ; or perhaps, from something that had 
passed between their master and her during her former visit. 
At dinner, I narrowly observed both her and Arthur, and saw 
nothing extraordinary in the conduct of either — ^nothing cal- 
culated to excite suspicion, except in distrustful minds — ^which 
mine was not, and therefore I would not suspect. 

Almost immediately after dinner, Annabella went out with 
her husband to share his moon-light ramble, for it was a 
■plendid evening like the last. Mr. Hargrave entered the 
drawing-room a little before the others, and challenged me to 
a game of chess. He did it without any of that sad, but proud 
humility he usually assumes in addressing me, unless he is 
excited with wine. I looked at his face to see if that was the 
case now. His eye met mine keenly, but steadily : there was 
something about him I did not understand, but he seemed 
sober enough. Not choosing to engage with him, I referred 
him to Milicent. 

** She plays badly," said he ; ** I want to match ray skill 
with yours. Come now ! — you can't pretend you are reluc- 
tant to lay down your work — I know you never take it up 
except to pass an idle hour, when* there is nothing better you 
can 00.'^ 

" But chess players are so unsociable," I objected j " they 
are no company for any but themselves." 

" There is no one here — but Milicent, and she " 

*' Oh, I shall be delighted to watch you 1" cried our mutual 
friend — ''Two such players — it will be quite a treat I. I 
wonder which will conquer." 

I consented. 

"Now, Mrs. Huntingdon," said Har^y^,|j|^^l|rranged 
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the men oh the boArd, speaking distinctly, ftttd with H peculiar 
emphasis, as if he had a double meaning to all his trc^rds, ^* ytm 
are a good player, — but I am a better : we shall have a long 
game, and you will give me some trouble ; but I can be aft 
patient as you, and, in the end, I shall certainly will." Hfe 
fixed his eves upon me with a glance I did not like — ke^tii 
crafty, bold, and almost impudent ; already half triumphant 
in his anticipated success. 

** I hope not, Mr. Hargrave !*' returned I, with vehemence 
that must have startled Milicent at least ; but he only irmiled 
and murmured, — 

" Time will show." 

We set to work ; he, sufficiently intetested id the game, 
but calm and fearless in the consciousness of superior skill ; 
I, intensely eager to disappoint his expectations, for I con- 
sidered this the type of a more serious contest — as I imagined 
he did — and I felt an almost superstitious dread df being 
beaten : at all events, I coald ill endure that present success! 
should add one tittle to his conscious power, (his insolent self- 
confidence, I ought to say,) or encourage, fbr a mortient, his 
dream of fiiture conquest. His play was cautious and deep, 
but I struggled hard against him. For some time the combat 
was doubtful: at length, to my joy, the victory seemed inclin- 
ing to my siae : I had taken several of his best pieces, and 
manifestly baffied his projects. He put his hand to his btow 
and paused, in evident perplexity. I rejoiced in thy advan- 
tage; but dared Hot glory in it yet. At length, he liiled hid 
head, and, quietly making his move, looked at me and said, 
calmly, — 

" Now, you think you will win, don't yoil ?" 

" I hope so," replied I, taking his pawn that he had pushed 
into the way of my bishop with so careless an air that I 
thought it was an oversight, but was not generous enough, 
under the circumstances, to direct his attention to it, and too 
heedless, at the moment, to foresee the after consequences of 
my move. 

" It is^ those bishops that trouble me," said he ; " but the 
bold knight can overleap the reverend gentleman," taking iny 
last bishop with his knight ; '^ and, now, those sacred petsons 
once removed, I shall carry all before me." 

"Oh, Walter, how you talk!" cried Milicent; "the has 
far more pieces than you still." 

" I intend to give you some trouble, yet," said I ; " and, 
perhaps, sir, you will find yourself checkmated before you 
are aware. Look to your queen." 

The combat deepened. The game was a long one, and I 
ilid give him some trouble : btit he was a bgtter^pQj^^l^ L 
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"What keen gamesters you are!" said Mr. Hattersley^ 
who had now entered, and been watching ns for some time. 
" Why, Mrs. Huntingdon, your hand trembles as if you had 
staked your all upon it ! and Walter — ^you dog — ^yoii look as 
deep and cool as if you were certain of success — and as keen 
and cruel as if you would drain her heart's blood I But if I 
were you, I wouldn't beat her, for very fear : she'll hate you 
if you do— she will, by Heaven ! I see it in her eye." 

" Hold your tongue, will you?" said I — his talk distracted 
me, for I was driven to extremities. A few more moves, and 
I was inextricably entangled in the snare of my antagonist. 

"Check," — cried he: I sought in agony some means of 
escape — " mate 1" he added, quietly, but with evident delight. 
He had suspended the utterance of that last fatal syllable the 
better to enjoy my dismay. I was foolishly disconcerted by 
the' event. Hattersley laughed ; Milicent was troubled to see 
me so disturbed. Hargrave placed his hand on mine that 
rested on the table, and squeezing it with a firm but gentle 
pressure, murmured, " Beaten — beaten I " and gazed into my 
face with a look where exultation was blended with an expres- 
sion of ardour and tenderness yet more insulting. 

"No, never, Mr. Hargrave 1" exclaimed I, quickly with* 
drawing my hand. 

"Do you deny?" replied he, smilingly pointing to the 
board. 

" No, no," I answered, recollecting how strange my con- 
duct must appear ; " you have beaten me in that game." 

" Will you try another, then ? " " No." 

" You acknowledge my superiority?" 

" Yes — as a chess-player." 

I rose to resume my work. 

"Where is Annabella?" said Hargrave, gravely, after 
glancing round the room. 

"Gone out with Lord Lowborough^" answered I, for he 
looked at me for a reply. 

" And not yet returnea I" he said seriously. 

" I suppose not." 

"Where is Huntingdon?" looking round again, 

" Gone out with Grimsby — as you know," said Hattersley, 
suppressing a laugh, which broke forth as he concluded the 
sentence. 

Why did he laugh? Why did Hargrave connect them thus 
together? Was it true, then? And was this the dreadful 
secret he had wished to reveal to me ? I must know — and 
that quickly. I instantly rose and left the room to go in 
search of Rachel, and demand an explanation of her words ; 
but Mr. Hargrave followed me into the ante-room, and before 
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I could open its outer door, gently laid his hand upon the 
lock. 

"May I tell you something, Mrs. Huntingdon?" said he, 
in a subdued tone, with serious downcast eyes. 

" If it be anything worth hearing," replied I, struggling to 
be composed, ror I trembled in every limb. 

He quietly pushed a chair towards me. I merely leant my 
hand upon it, and bid him go on. 

" Do not be alarmed," said he : " what I wish to say is 
nothing in itself; and I will leave you to draw your own 
inferences from it. You say that Aimabella is not yet re- 
turned?" 

"Yes, yes — ^go on!" said I, impatiently, for I feared my 
forced calmness would leave me before the end of his disclo- 
sure, whatever it might be. 

" And you hear," continued he, " that Huntingdon is gone 
out with Grimsby?" 

"Well?" 

" I heard the latter say to your husband — or the man who 
calls himself so " 

"Goon, sir I" 

He bowed submissively, and continued, " I heard him say, 
— * I shall manage it, you'll see I They're gone down by the 
water ; I shall meet them there, and tell him I want a bit of 
talk with him about some things that we needn't trouble the 
lady with ; and she'll say she can be walking back to the 
house ; and then I shall apologise, you know, and all that, 
and tip her a wink to take the way of the shrubbery. I'll keep 
him talking there, about those matters I mentioned, and any- 
thing else I can think of, as long as I can, and then bring him 
round the other way, stopping to look at the trees, the fields, 
and anything else I can nnd to discourse of.' " Mr. Hargrave 
paused, and looked at me. 

Without a word of comment or further questioning, I rose, 
and darted from the room and out of the house. The torment 
of suspense was not to be endured : I would not suspect my 
husband falsely, on this man's accusation, and I would not 
trust him unworthily — I must know the truth at once. I flew 
to the shrubbery. Scarcely had I reached it, when a sound 
of voices arrested my breathless speed. 

" We have lingered too long ; he will be back," said Lady 
Lowborough's voice. 

" Surely not, dearest I" was his reply ; " but you can run 
across the lawn, and get in as quietly as you can : I'll follow 
in a while." 

My knees trembled under me ; my brain swam round : I 
was ready to faint. She must not see m^zetbt&o J shrunk 
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ainong tbe bushes, and leant against the trunk of a tree to let 
her pass. 

^*- Ah, Hnntingdonr* said she reproachfully, pausing where 
I had stood wiSi him the night before — *^it was here you 
kissed that woman l" she looked back into the leafy shade. 
Advancing thence, he answered, with a careless laugh, — 

^^ Well, dearest, I oouldn^t help it. You know I must keep 
straight with her as long as I can. Haven't I seen yoa kiss 
your dolt of a husband scores of times ? — and do I ever com- 
phun?" 

<( But tell me, don't you love her still — a little ?" said she, 

f lacing her hand on his arm, looking earnestly in his face — for 
could see them plainly, the moon shining full upon them 
from between the branches of the tree that sheltered me. 

^^Not one bit, by all that's sacred 1" he replied, kissing her 
glowing cheek. 

"Good heavens, I must be gone!" cried she, suddenly 
breaking from him, and away she flew. 

There he stood before me ; but I had not strength to con- 
front him now ; my tongue cleaved to the roof of my mouth, 
I was well nigh sinking to the earth, and I almost wondered 
he did not hear the beating of my heart above the low sigh- 
ing of the wind, and the fitful rustle of the falling leaves. 
My senses seemed to fail me, but still I saw his shadowy form 
pass before me, and through the rushinff sound in my ears, I 
distinctly heard him say, as he stood looking up the lawn, — 

" There goes the fool I Bun, Annabella, run I There — ^iu 
with you ! Ah, he didn't see I That's right, Grimsby, keep 
him back 1" And even his low laugh reached me as he walked 
away. 

'^ God help me now 1" I murmured, sinking on my knees 
amoi^ the damp weeds and brushwood that surrounded me, 
and looking up at the moonlit sky, through the scant foliage 
above. It seemed all dim and quivering now to my darkened 
sight. My burning, bursting heart strove to pour forth its 
agony to God, but could not frame its anguish into prayer ; 
until a gust of wind swept over me, which, while it scattered 
the dead leaves, like blighted hopes, around, cooled my fore- 
head, and seemed a little to revive my sinking frame. Then, 
while I lifted up my soul in speechless, earnest supplication, 
some heavenly influence seemed to strengthen me within : I 
breathed more freely; my vision cleared ; I saw distinctly 
the pure moon shining on, and the light clouds skimming the 
clear, dark sky ; and then, I saw the eternal stars twifikling 
down upon me ; I knew their God was mine, and he was 
strong to save and swiflb to hear. " I will never, leave thee, 
uer torsake thee," seemed whispered from above their myriad 
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di^« STO) &d ; I &lt he would not leave me eomfbrtless : in 
spite of earth and hell I should have strength for all my trials, 
tnd win a glorious test at last ! 

Refreshed, inyigorated, if not composed, I rose and re- 
turned to the house. Much of mj newhom strength and 
courage forsook me, I Confess, as I entered it, and shut out 
the fresh wind and the glorious sky i evetrthing I saw and 
heard seemed to sicken my heart — ^the hall, the lamp, the 
staircase, the doors of the different apartments, the social 
sound of talk and laughter from the drawing-room. How 
eould I hear my foture life ! In this house, among those 
people — O how could I endure to live I John just then 
entered the hall, and seeing me, told me he had heen sent in 
search of me, adding that he had taken in the tea, and master 
wished to know if 1 were coming. 

*^ Ask Mrs. Hattersley to he so kind as to make the tea, 
John,*' said 1. ^^ Say I am not well to-night, and wish to he 
excused." 

I retired into the large, empty dining-room, where all Was 
silence and darkness, hut for the soft sighing of the wind 
without, and the fkint eleam of moonlight that pierced the 
blinds and curtains; and there I walked rapidly up and down, 
thinking of my bitter thoughts alone. How different was this 
from the erening of yesterday ! That, it seems, was the last 
expiring flash of my nfe's happiness. Poor, blinded fool that 
I was, to be so happy! I could now see the reason of 
Arthur^s strange reception of me in the shrubbery ; the burst 
of kindness was for his paramour, the start of horror for his 
wife. Kow, too, I could better understand the conversation 
between Hattersley and Grimsby; it was doubtless of his lore 
for her they spoke, not for me. 

I heard the drawmg-room door open ; a li^ht quick step 
eame out of the ante-room, crossed the hall, and ascended the 
stairs. It was Milicent, poor Milicent, gone to see how I was 
— ^no one else cared for me ; but she still was kind. I shed 
no tears before, but now they came, fast and free. Thus she 
did me good, without approaching me. Disappointed in her 
search I heard her come down, more slowly than she had 
ascended. Would she come in there, and find me out ? JN^o, 
she turned in the opposite direction and re-entered the draw- 
inff-room. I was glad, for I knew not how to meet her, or 
what to say. I wanted no confidante in my distress. I de- 
served none, and I wanted none. I had taken the burden 
upon myself; let me bear it alone. 

As the usual hour of retirement approached I dried my 
eyes, and tried to clear my voice and caun my mind. I must 
•ee Arthur to-night, and spe^k to hun ; but I would do it 
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calmly : there should be no scene — ^nothing to complain or to 
boast of to his companions — ^nothing to laugh at wim his lady 
love. When the company were retiring to their chambers I 
gently opened the door, and just as he passed I beckoned 
him in. 

"What's to do with you, Helen?" said he. "Why couldn't 
you come to make tea for us? and what the deuce are yoii 
here for, in the dark ? What ails you, young woman ; you 
look like a ghost 1" he continued, surveying me by the light 
of his candle. 

" No matter," I answered, " to you ; you have no longer 
any regard for me, it appears ; and I have no longer any for 
you." 

" Hal-low! what the devil is this?" he muttered. 

"I would leave you to-morrow," continued I, " and never 
again come under this roof, but for my child" — ^I paused a 
moment to steady my voice. 

"What in the devil's name is this, Helen?" cried he. 
"What can you be driving at?" 

" You know, perfectly well. Let us waste no time in use- 
less explanation, but tell me, will you " 

^ He vehemently swore he knew nothing about it, and in- 
sisted upon hearing what poisonous old woman had been 
blackening his name, and what infamous lies I had been fool 
enough to believe. 

" Spare yourself the trouble of forswearing yourself and 
racking your brains to stifle truth with falsehood," I coldly 
replied. " I have trusted to the testimony of no third person. 
I was in the shrubbery this evening, and I saw and heard for 
myself." 

This was enough. He uttered a suppressed exclamation 
of consternation and dismay, and muttering, " I shall catch it 
now!" set down his candle on the nearest chair, and, rearing 
his back against the wall, stood confronting me with folded 
arms. 

"Well, what then?" said he, with the calm insolence of 
mingled shamelessness and desperation. 

" Only this,'! returned I : " will you let me take our child 
and what remains of my fortune, and go?" 

"Go where?" 

" Anywhere, where he will be safe from your contaminating 
influence, and I shall be delivered from yoiur presence, and 
you from mine." 

"No." 

"Will you let me have the child then, without the 
money?" 

" No, nor yourself without the child. D^jj^g Jtjlt^nk I'm 
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going to be made the talk of the country, for your fastidious 
caprices?" 

^^ Then I must stay here, to be hated and despised. But 
henceforth we are husband and wife only in the name." 

" Very good." 

" I am your child's mother, and your housekeeper, nothing 
more. So you need not trouble yourself any longer to feign 
the love you cannot feel: I will exact no more heartless 
caresses from you, nor offer, nor endure them either. I will 
not be mocked with the empty husk of conjugal endearments, 
when you have given the substance to another I" 

" Very good, if you please. We shall see who will tire 
first, my l^y." 

" If I tire, it will be of living in the world with you : not 
of living without your mockery of love. When you tire of 
your sinful ways, and show yourself truly repentant, I will 
forgive you, and, perhaps, try to love you again, though that 
will be hard indeed." 

" Humph ! and meantime you will go and talk me over to 
Mrs. Hargrave, and write long, letters to aunt Maxwell to 
complain of the wicked wretcn you have married ? " 

" I shall complain to no one. Hitherto, I have struggled 
hard to hide your vices from every eye, and invest you with 
virtues you never ppssessed ; but now you must look to 
yourself" 

I left him muttering bad language to himself, and went up 
stairs. 

" You are poorly, ma'am," said Rachel, surveying me with 
deep anxiety. 

*^ It is too true, Eachel," said I, answering her sad looks 
rather than her words. 

" I knew it, or I wouldn't have mentioned such a' thing." 

" But don't you trouble yourself about it," said I, kissing 
her pale, time- wasted cheek ; " I can bear it better than you 
imagine." 

*' Yes, you were always for ' bearing.* But if I was you I 
wouldn't bear it; I'd give way to it, and cry right hard! 
and I'd talk too, I just would — I'd let him know what it was 
to " 

" I have talked," said I : " I've said enough." 

" Then I'd cry," persisted she. " I wouldn't look so white 
and so calm, and burst my heart with keeping it in." 

" I have cried," said I, smiling, in spite of my misery ; "and 
I am calm now, really, so don't discompose me again, nurse : 
let us say no more about it, and don't mention it to the 
servants. There, you may go now. Good night ; and don't 
disturb your rest for me : I shall sleep ^f JferR^fc^ie 
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Notwithtianding this resolution^ I ibtind my bed so intole^ 
' Table that, before two o^clock, I rose, and, lighting my eandl« 
by the rushlight that was still burning, I got my desk and sat 
down in my £resBing-gown to recount the events of the part 
evening. It was better to be so occupied l^an to be lying in 
bed torturing my brain with recollections of the far past and 
anticipations of the dreadful future. I have fbund relief in 
describing the very circumstances that have destroyed my 
peace, as well as the little trivial details attendant upon their 
discovery. Ko sleep I could have got this night would have 
done 80 much towards composing my mind, and preparing 
me to meet the trials of the day^ ffcmey so, at least ; ana 
yet, when I cease writing, I find my head aches terribly; and 
when I look into the glass I am startled at my haggard, worn 
appearance. 

Kaehel has been to dress me, and says I have had a sad 
night of it she can see. Milicent has just looked in to ask 
me how I was. I told her I was better, but to excuse my 
appearance admitted I had had a restless night. I wish this 
day were over 1 I shudder at the thoughts of going down to 
breakfast. How shall I encounter them all? Yet let me 
remember it is not I that am guilty : I have no cause to fear ; 
and if they scorn me as the victim of their guilt, I can pity 
their folly and despise their scorn. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Evening. — ^Breakfast passed well over, I was calm and eool 
throughout. I answered composedly all inquiries respecting 
my health ; an^ whatever was unusual in my look or manner 
was generally attributed to the trifling indisposition that had 
occasioned my early retirement last night. But how am I to 
get over the ten or twelve days that must yet elapse before 
they go ? Yet why so long for their departure ? When they 
are gone, how shall I get through the months or years of my 
future life in company with that man — my greatest enemy? 
for none could injure me as he has done. Ohl when I think 
how fondly, how foolishly I have loved him, how madly I 
have trusted him, how constantly I have laboured, and stu- 
died, and prayed, and struggled for his advantage ; and how 
cruelly he has trampled on my love, betrayed my ^ust, 
scorned my prayers and tears, and efibrts for his preserva- 
tion, crushed my hopes, destroyed my youth^s best feelings, 
and doomed me to a life of hopeless misery— as far as man 
can do it — ^it is not enough to say that I no longer love my 
husband«^I hate him ! The word starts j^^n^^^f^e like 
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ft guilty eonfesakm, but it is true : I hdte bim — ^I bate him 1 
But God bare mercy on bis miserable soul ! and make bim 
see and feel bis guilt — ^I ask no other yengeance I if be eould 
but fully know and truly feel my wrongs, I should be well 
avenged, and 1 oould freely pardon all ; but be is so Ipst, so 
hardened in his heartless deprayity, that in this life I believe 
be never will. But it is useless dwelling on this theme : let 
me seek once more to dissipate reflection in the minor details 
of passing events. 

Mr* Hargrave has annoyed me all day long with his serious, 
t3rmpathi8ing, and (as be thinks) unobtrusive politeness — ^if 
it were more obtrusive it would trouble me less, for then I 
could snub him ; but, as it is, be contrives to appear so reaUy 
kind and thoughtful that I cannot do so without rudeness and 
seeming in^atitude. 1, sometimes think I ought to give him 
credit for Sie good feeling he simulates so well ; and then 
i^ain, I think it is my duty to suspect him under the peculiar 
eircumstanees in which I anf placed. His kindness may not 
all be feigned, but still, let not the purest impulse of grati- 
tude to bim, induce me to forget myself; let me remember 
the game of chess, the expressions he used on the occasion, 
and those indescribable looks of his, that so justly roused my 
indignation, and I think I shall be safe enough. I have done 
well to record them so minutely. 

I think he wishes to find an opportunity of speakbig to me 
alone : be has seemed to be on the watch all day ! but I have 
taken care to disappoint him; not that I fear anything he 
oould say, but I have trouble enough without the addition ot 
bis insulting consolations, condolences, or whatever else he 
might attempt; and, for MilicenVs sake, I do not wish to 
quarrel with him. He excused himself from going out to 
snoot with the other gentlemen in the morning, under the 
pretext of having letters to write ; and instead of retiring for 
that purpose into the library, be sent for his desk into the 
mommg-room, where I was seated with Milicent and Lady 
Lowborough. They had betaken themselves to their work ; 
I, less to divert my mind than to deprecate conversation, bad 
provided myself with a book. Milicent saw that I wished to 
be quiet, and accordingly let me alone. Annabella, doubtless, 
saw it too ; but that was no reason why she should restrain 
her tongue, or curb her cheerful spirits: she accordingly 
chatted away, addressing herself almost exclusively to me, 
and with the utmost assurance and familiarity, growing the 
more animated and friendly, the colder and briefer my an- 
iwers became. Mr. Hargrave saw that I could ill endure it ; 
and, looking up from his desk, he answered her questions and 
obeerrations lor me, as far as be could, and attempted to 
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transfer her social attentions from me to himself; but it would 
not do. Perhaps, she thought I had a headache and could 
not bear to talk — at any rate, she saw that her loquacious 
vivacity annoyed me, as I could tell by the malicious pertina- 
city with which she persisted. But I checked it effectually, 
by putting into her hand the book I had been trying to read, 
on the fly-leaf of which I had hastily scribbled, — 

" I am too well acquainted with your character and conduct 
to feel any real friendship for you, and, as I am without your 
talent for dissimulation, I cannot assume the appearance of it. 
I must, therefore, beg that hereafter all familiar intercourse 
may cease between us ; and if I still continue to treat you 
with civilit}?, as if you were a woman worthy of considera- 
tion and respect, understand that it is out of regard for your 
cousin Milicent's feelings, not for yours." 

Upon perusing this, she turned scarlet, and bit her lip. 
Covertly tearing away the leaf, she crumpled it up and put it 
in the fire, and then employed herself in turning over the 
pages of the book, and, really or apparently, perusing its 
contents. In a little while Milicent announced it her inten- 
tion to repair to the nursery, and asked if I would accompany 
her. 

" Annabella will excuse us," said she, " she's busy read- 
ing." 

" No, I won't," cried Annabella, suddenly looking up, and 
throwing her book on the table. " I want to speak to Helen 
a minute. You may go, Milicent, and she'll follow in a while." 
(IMilicent went.) " Will you oblige me, Helen?" continued 
she. 

Her impudence astounded me ; but I complied, and fol- 
lowed her into the library. She closed the door, and walked 
up to the fire. 

"Who told you this?" said she. 

" No one : I am not incapable of seeing for myself." 

"Ah, you are suspicious ! " cried she, smiling, with a gleam 
of hope—hitherto, there had been a kind of desperation in 
her hardihood ; now she was evidently relieved. 

"If I were suspicious," I replied, "I should have dis- 
covered your infamy long before. No, Lady Lowborough, I 
do not found my charge upon suspicion." 

" On what do you found it then?" said she, throwing her- 
self into an arm-chair, and stretching out her feet to the 
fender, with an obvious effort to appear composed. 

"I enjoy a moonlight ramble as well as you," I answered, 
steadily fixing my eyes upon her : " and the shrubbery hap- 
pens to be one of my favourite resorts." 

She coloured again, excessively, and j^epf^pf^^j^pl, press- 
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ing her finger against her teeth, and gazing into the fire. 
I watched her a few moments with a feeling of malevolent 
gratification ; then, moving towards the door, I calmly asked 
& she had anything more to say. 

"Yes, yes!" cried she eagerly, starting np from her re- 
clining posture. " I want to Know if you will tell Lord Low- 
borough?" 

"Suppose I do?" 

" Well, if you are disposed to publish the matter, I can- 
not dissuade you, of course — but there will be terrible work 
if you do— and if you don't, 1 shall think you the most gene- 
rous of mortal beings — and if there is anything in the world 
I can do for you — anything short of " she hesitated. 

" Short of renouncing your guilty connection with my hus- 
band, I suppose you mean," said I. 

She paused, in evident disconcertion and perplexity, min- 
gled with anger she dared not show. 

" I cannot renounce what is dearer than life," she muttered, 
in a low, hurried tone. Then, suddenly raising her head and 
fixing her gleaming eyes upon me, she continued earnestly, 
" But Helen— or Mrs. Huntingdon, or whatever you would 
have me call you — ^will you tell him ? If you are generous, 
here is a fitting opportunity for the exercise of your magna- 
nimity : if you are proud, here am I — ^your rival — ^ready to 
acknowledge myself your debtor for an act of the most noble 
forbearance." 

"I shall not tell him." 

"You will not!" cried she deh'ghtedly. "Accept my sin- 
cere thanks, then!" 

She sprang up, and ofiered me her hand. I drew back. 

" Give me no thanks ; it is not for your sake that I refrain. 
Neither is it an act of any forbearance : I have no wish to 
publish your shame. I should be sorry to distress your hus- 
band with the knowledge of it." 

"And Mlicent? will you tell her?" 

" No, on the contrary I shall do my utmost to conceal it 
from her. I would not for much that she should know the 
infancy and disgrace of her relation ! " 

" You use hard words, Mrs. Huntingdon— but I can pardon 
you." 

"And now, Lady Lowborough," continued I, "let me 
counsel you to Jeave this house as soon as possible. You 
must be aware that your continuance here is excessively dis- 
agreeable to me — not for Mr. Huntingdon's sake," said I, ob- 
serving the dawn of a malicious smile of triumph on her face 
— " You are welcome to him, if you like him, as far as I am 
concerned — but because it is painful to be always disguising 
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mj true $eiitimenifl respecting you, and straining to keep iu> 
an appearance of ciyility and respect towards one for whom % 
bare not the most distant shadow of esteem ; and because, if 
Tou stay, your conduct cannot possibly remun concealed mudi 
longer from the only two persons in the house who do not 
know it already. .Aiid, fi>r your husband's sake, AnnabelUf 
and even for your own, I wish — I earnestly advise and entreat 
you to break off this unlawM connection at once, and return 
to your duty while you may, before the dreadful conse- 
quences -" 

*^ Yes, yes, of course,** said she, interrupting me with a ge8« 
ture of impatience. — ^'But I cannot ffo, Helen, before the 
time appointed for our departure. What possible pretext 
could I frame for such a thing ? Whether I proposed going 
back alone — ^which Lowborough would not hear of— or taking 
him with me, the very circumstance itself, would be certain to 
excite suspicion — and when our visit is so nearly at an end too 
— little more than a week — surely, you can endure my pre- 
sence so long I I will not annoy you with any more of my 
friendly impertinences.** 

^^ Well, 1 have nothing more to say to you.'* 

'^Have you mentioned this affair to Huntingdoii?** asked 
she, as I was leaving the room. 

'* How dare you mention his name to me I** was the only 
answer I gave^ 

No words have passed between us since, but such ap putr 
ward decency or pure necessity demanded. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

NiirETEEKTH.-^Ia proportion bji Lady Lowborough finds she 
has nothing to fear from me, and as the time of departure 
draws nigh, the more audacious and insolent she becomes. 
She does not scruple to speak to my husband with affectionate 
familiarity in my presence, when no one else is by, and is 
particularly fond of displaying her interest in his health and 
welfare, or in anything that concerns him, as if for the pur- 
pose of contrasting her kind solicitude with my cold indifferp 
ence. And he rewards her by such smiles and glances, such 
whispered words, or boldly-spoken insinuations, indicative of 
his sense of her goodness and my neslect, as makes the blood 
rush into my face, in spite of mysel^for I would be utterly 
regardless of it all-— deaf and bknd to everything that passes 
between them, since the more I show myself sensible of their 
wickedness, the more she triumphs in her victory, and tb§ 



more lie flatters himself that I love him deyotedlj still, in 
spite of my pretended indifference. On such occasions I have 
sometimes been startled by a subtle, fiendish suggestion incit- 
ing me to show him the contrary by a seeming encouragement 
of Hargrave^s advances ; but such ideas are banished in a 
moment with horror and self-abasement ; an4 then I hate him 
tenfold more than ever for having brought me to this I — God 
pardon me for it — and all my smful thoughts 1 Instead ot 
being humbled and purified by my afflictions, I feel that they 
are turning my nature into gall. This must be my fiiult as 
much as theirs that wrong me* No true Christian could 
cherish such bitter feelings as I do against him and her-^ 
especially the latter : him, I still feel that I could pardon — 
^cely, gladly, — on the slightest token of repentance ; but she 
— ^words cannot utter my abhorrence. Reason forbids, but 
passion urges strongly { and I must pray and struggle long 
ere I subdue it* 

It is well that she is leaving to-morrow, for I could not well 
endure her presence for another day. This morning, she rose 
earlier than usual. I found her in the room alone, when I 
went down to breakfast. 

" Oh Helen I is it you?" said she, turning as I entered. 

I gave an involuntary start back on seeing her, at which she 
uttered a short laugh, observing, — 

" I think we are both disappointed.'' 

I came forward and busied myself with the breakfast''ihlngs« 

^' This is the last day I shall burden your hospitality," said 
she, as she seated herself at the table. '^ Ah, here comes one 
that will not rejoice at itl" she murmured^ half to herself, as 
Arthur entered the room. 

He shook hands with her and wished her good morning : 
then, looking lovingly in her face, and still retaining her hand 
in his, murmured pathetically,—* 

"Thelaslr-lastdayl" 

" Yes," said she with some asperity ; " and I rose early to 
make the best of it — ^I have been here alone this half hour, 
and you, you laay creature " 

** Well, I thought I was early too," said he — "but," drop- 
ping his voice lUmost to a whisper, "you see we are not 
alone." 

" We never are," returned she. But they were almost as 
j^ood as alone, for I was now standing at the window, watch- 
mg the clouds, ana struggling to suppress my wrath. 

Some more words passed between them, which, happily, I 
did not overhear ; but Annabella had the audacity to come 
and place herself beside me, and eyen to put her hiUD4 vpon 
my shoulder and iay softiy,— ° ^ fi by '^oogit 
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" You need not grudce him to me, Helen, for I lore him 
more than ever you could do." 

This put me beside myself. I took her hand and violently 
dashed it from me, with an expression of abhorrence and in- 
dignation that could not be suppressed. Startled, almost ap- 
plied, by this sudden outbresuc, she recoiled in silence. I 
would have given way to my fury and said more, but Arthur's 
low laugh recalled me to myself. I checked the half uttered 
invective, and scornfully turned away, regretting that I had 
given him so much amusement. He was still laughing when 
Mr. Hargrave made his appearance. How much of the scene 
he had witnessed I do not know, for the door was ajar when 
he entered. He greeted his host and his cousin both coldly, 
and me with a glance intended to express the deepest S3nn- 
pathy mingled with high admiration and esteem. 

"How much allegiance do you owe to that man?" he asked 
below his breath, as he stood beside me at the window, affect- 
ing to be making observations on the weather. 

" None," I answered. And immediately returning to the 
table, I employed myself in making the tea. He followed, 
and would have entered into some kind of conversation with 
me, but the other guests were now beginning to assemble, and 
I took no more notice of him, except to give him his coifee. 

After breakfast, determined to pass as little of the day as 
possible in company with Lady Lo^borough, I quietly stole 
away from the company and retired to the hbrary. Mr. Har- 
grave followed me thither, under pretence of coming for a 
book ; and first, turning to the shelves, he selected a volume ; 
and then, quietly, but b^ no means timidly, approaching me, 
he stood beside me, restmg his hand on the back of my chair, 
and said softly, — 

" And so you consider yourself free, at last ?" 
. " Yes," said I, without moving, or raising my eyes from my 
book, — "free to do any thing but offend God and my con- 
science." 

There was a momentary pause. 

" Very right," said he ; " provided your conscience be not 
too morbidly tender, and your ideas of God not too errone- 
ously severe ; but can you suppose it would offend that be- 
nevolent Being to make the happiness of one who would die 
for yours ? — to raise a devoted heart from purgatorial torments 
to a state of heavenly bliss, when you could do it without the 
slightest injury to yourself or any other ? " 

This was spoken in a low, earnest, melting tone as he bent 
over me. I now raised my head ; and steadily confronting 
his gaze, I answered calmly, — 

" Mr. Hargrave, do you mean to insult me V^oogie 
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He was not prepared for this. He paused a moment to re- 
cover the shock ; then, drawing himself up and removing his 
hand from my chair, he answered, with proud sadness, — 

" That was not my intention." 

I just glanced towards the door, with a slight movement of 
the head, and then returned to my hook. He immediately 
withdrew. This was better than if I had answered with more 
words, and in the passionate spirit to which my first impulse 
would have prompted. What a good thing it is to be able to 
command one's temper ! I must labour to cultivate this inesti- 
mable quality : God only knows how often I shall need it in 
this rough, dark road that lies before me. 

In the course of the morning, I drove over to the Grove 
with the two ladies, to give Milicent an opportunity for bid- 
ding farewell to her mother and sister. They persuaded her 
to stay with them the rest of the day, Mrs. Hargrave pro- 
mising to bring her back in the evening and remain till the 
party broke up on the morrow. Consequently, Lady Low- 
borough and I had the pleasure of returning t^te-k-tete in the 
carriage together. For the first mile or two, we kept silence, 
I looking out of my window, and she leaning back in her 
comer. "But I was not going to. restrict myself to any par- 
ticular position for her : when I was tired of leaning forward, 
with the cold, raw wind in my face, and surveying the russet 
hedges, and the damp, tangled grass of their banks, I gave it 
up, and leant back too. With her usual impudence, my com- 
panion then made some attempts to get up a conversation ; but 
the monosyllables ' yes,' or ' no,' or * humph,' were the ut- 
most her several remarks could elicit from me. At last, on 
her asking my opinion upon some immaterial point of discus- 
sion, I answered, — 

"Why do you wish to talk to me, Lady Lowborough? — 
you must know what I think of you." 

" Well, if you will be so bitter against me," replied she, 
" I can't help it ; — but I'm not going to sulk for anybody." 

Our short drive was now at an end. As soon as the car- 
riage door was opened, she sprang out, and went down the 
park to meet the gentlemen, who were just returning from the 
woods. Of course I did not follow. 

But I had not done with her impudence yet : — after dinne/*, 
I retired to the drawing-room, as usual, and she accompanied 
me, but I had the two children with me, and I gave them my 
whole attention, and determined to keep them till the gentle- 
men came, or till Milicent arrived with her mother. Little 
Helen, however, was soon tired of playing, and insisted upon 
going to sleep ; and while I sat on the sofa with her on my 
knee, and Arthur seated beside me, ggj^!yij,p}§]^^|pth her 
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soft, flaxen hair,-^Lad7 Lowborougli oompoieilly ciim« tnd 
pliu;ed herself on the other tide. 

"To-morrow, Mri. Huntinffdoni" said ihe^ ♦'you trill b^ 
delivered from my presence, which, no doubt, you will b^ very 
glad of— it is natural you should ; — but do you know I have 
Tendered vou a great service ? — Shall I tell you what it is ?" 

" I shall be glad to hear of anv service you have rendered 
me," said I, determined to be calm, for I knew by the tone of 
her voice she wanted to provoke me. 

" Well," resumed she, " have you not observed the salutary 
change in Mr, Huntingdon? I)on^t you see what a sober, 
temperate man he is become ? You saw with regret the sad 
habits he was contracting, I know ; and I know you did your 
utmost to deliver him from them, — ^but without suceess, until 
I came to your assistance. I told him in few words that I 
could not bear to see him degrade himself so, and that X 
should cease to — ^no matter what I told him, — ^but you see the 
reformation I have wrought ; and you ought to thank me for 
it." 

I rose, and rang for the nurse* 

*' But I desire no thanks," she continued ; ♦♦ all the return I 
ask is, that you will take care of him when I am gone, and 
not, by harshness and neglect, drive him back to his old 
courses." 

I was almost sick with passion, but Baohel was now at the 
door : I pointed to the children, for I could not trust myself 
to speak : she took them away, and I followed* 

" Will you, Helen?" continued the speaker. 

I gave ner a look that blighted the malicioiis smile to her 
face — or checked it, at least for a moment — and departed. In 
the ante-room I met Mr. Hargrave. He saw I was in no hu* 
mour to be spoken to, and suffered me to |»ass without a word ; 
but when, a^r a few minutes* seclusion m the library, I had 
regained my composure, and was returning, to join Mrs. Har- 
grave and Milicent, whom I had just heard qome down stairs 
and go into the drawing-room, I found him there stillf 1"^* 
gering in the dimly-lighted apartment, and evidently waiting 
tor me. 

"Mrs. Huntingdon,*' said he as I passed, "will you allow 
me one word?" 

" What is it then ?— -be quick if you please." 

^' I offended you this morning ; and I cannot live Under 
your displeasure." 

" Then, go, and sin no more," replied I, turning away. 

"No, nol" said he, hastily, setting himself before rae-^ 
" Pardon me, but I must have your forgiveness. I leave you 
lo*monrow, and I may not have an opportunity ^jueauog 
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to yoa agaJQ. I wm wrong to forget mjrtelf— aii4 yoa, M I 

did ; but let me implore you to forget and forgive ray r»ah 
presiimption, and think Q^ toe as if those words had nisver 
been spoken ; for* believe me, I regret them deeply, and the 
lo98 o{ your esteem is too severe a penalty— I cannot bear it.** 

(^ Forgetfulness is not to be purchased with a wish ; and I 
cannot bestow my esteem on all who desire it, unless they 
deserve it too.** 

" I shall thmk my life well spent in labouring to deserve 
it, if you will but pardon this offence — Will you?" 

"Yes.** 

" Yes I but that is coldly spoken. Give me your band 
and 111 believe you. You won't ? Then, Mrs. Huntingdon, 
you do not forgive me P* 

<' Yes — here it is, and my forgiveness with it : only*— ^ 
no more,^^ 

He pressed my eold hand with sentimental fervour, but 
•aid nothing, and stood aside to let me pass into the room, 
where all the company were now assembied. Mr. Grimsby 
was seated near the door : on seeing me enter, almost imme^ 
diately followed by Hargrave, he leered at me, with a glance 
of intolerable significance, as I passed. I looked him in the 
face, till he sullenly turned away, if not ashamed, at least 
confounded for the moment. Meantime, Hattersley had 
seized Hargrave by the arm, and was whispering something 
in his ear*^some coarse joke, no doubt, for the Utter neither 
lauffhed nor spoke in answer, but, turning from him with a 
slight curl of the lip, disengaged himself and went to his 
mother, who was telliuff Lord Lowborough how many reaaona 
she had to be proud of her son. 

Thank Heaven, they are all going to->morrow. 



CHAPTER XXXVL 

DsciaiBEB 20th| 1824.-- This is the third anniversary of our 
felicitous union. It is now two months since our guests left 
us to the enjoyment of each other's society ; and I have had 
nine weeks* experience of this new phase of conjugal life — 
two persons living together, as master and mistress of the 
house, and father and mother of a winsome, merry little 
child, with the mutual understanding that there is no love, 
friendship, or sympathy between them. As far as in me lies, 
I endeavour to live peaceably with him : I treat him vrith un- 
impeachable civility, eive up my oonvenienee to his, where- 
ever it may reasonably be done, and consult him in a bust> 
neasolike way on household affairs, deferriiu^Uf^^easttre 



240 THE TENANT 

and judgment, even when I know the latter to be inferior to 
my own. 

As for him : for the first week or two, he was peevish and 
low — ^fretting, I suppose, oyer his dear Aiinabella's departure 
— and particularly ill-tempered to me : everything I did was 
wrong; I was cold-hearted, hard, insensate; my sour, pale 
face was perfectly repulsive ; my voice made him shudder ; 
he knew not how he could live through the winter with me ; 
I should kill him by inches. Again I proposed a separation, 
but it would not do : he was not going to be the talk of all 
the old gossips in the neighbourhood : he would not have it 
said that he was such a brute his wife could not live with 
him ; — ^no ; he must contrive to bear with me. 

"I must contrive to bear with you, you mean;" said I, 
'^for so long as I discharge my functions of steward and 
housekeeper, so conscientiously and well, without pay and 
without thanks, you cannot afford to part with me. I shall 
therefore remit these dutie? when my bondage becomes in- 
tolerable." This threat, I thought, would serve to keep him 
in check, if anything would. 

I believe he was much disappointed that I did not feel his 
offensive sayings more acutely, for when he had said any- 
thing particularly well calculated to hurt my feelings, he 
would stare me searchingly in the face, and then grumble 
against my " marble heart," or my " brutal insensibility." 
K I had bitterly wept and deplored his lost affection, he 
would, perhaps, have condescended to pity me, and taken me 
into favour for a while, just to comfort his solitude and con- 
sole him for the absence of his beloved Annabella, until he 
could meet her again, or some more fitting substitute. Thank 
Heaven, I am not so weak as that I I was infatuated once 
with a foolish, besotted affection, that clung to him in spite 
of his un worthiness, but it is fairly gone now — ^wholly crushed 
and withered away ; and he has none but himseli and his 
vices to thank for it. 

At first (in compliance with his sweet lady^s injunctions, I 
suppose), he abstained wonderfully well firom seeking to solace 
his cares in wine ; but at length he began to relax his vir- 
tuous efforts, and now and then exceeded a little, and still 
continues to do so — ^nay, sometimes, not a little. ' When he is 
under the exciting influence of these excesses, he sometimes 
fires up and attempts to play the brute ; and then I take 
little pains to suppress my scorn and disgust: when he is 
under the depressing influence of the afler consequences, he 
bemoans his sufferings and his errors, and charges them both 
upon me ; he knows such indulgence injures his health, and 
does him more harm than good ; but he says I drive him to 
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it by my unnatural, unwomanly conduct ; it will be the ruin 
of him in the end, but it is all my fault ; — and then I am 
roused to defend myself, sometimes, with bitter recrimina- 
tion. This isl a kind of injustice I cannot patiently endure. 
Have I not laboured long and hard to save him from this very 
vice? would I not labour still to deliver him from it, if I 
could ? But could I do so by fawning upon him and caressing 
him when I know that he scorns me ? Is it my fault that I 
have lost my influence with him^ or that he has forfeited 
every claim to my regard? And should I seek a reconcilia- 
tion with him, when I feel that I abhor him, and that he 
despises me? — and while he continues still to correspond 
with Lady Lowborough, as I know he does? No, never, 
never, never I — he may drink himself dead, but it is not my 
fault 1 

Yet I do my part to save him still : I give him to imder- 
stand that drinking makes his eyes dull, and his face red and 
bloated; and that it tends to render him imbecile in body 
and mind ; and if Annabella were to see him as often as I do, 
she would speedily be disenchanted ; and that she certainly 
will withdraw her favour from him, if he continues such 
courses. Such a mode of admonition wins only coarse abuse 
for me — and, indeed, I almost feel as if I deserved it, for I 
hate to use such arguments, but they sink into his stupified 
heart, and make him pause, and ponder, and abstain, more 
than anything else I could say. 

. At present, I am enjoying a temporary relief from his pre- 
sence : he is gone with Hargrave to join a distant hunt, and 
will probably not be back before to-morrow evening. How 
differently I used to feel his absence ! 

Mr. Hargrave is still at the Grove. He and Arthur fre- 
quently meet to pursue their rural sports together : he oflen 
calls upon us here, and Arthur not unfrequently rides over to 
him. I do not think either of these eoi-disant friends is over- 
flowing with love for the other ; but such intercourse serves 
to get the time on, and I am very willing it should continue, as 
it saves me some hours of discomfort in Arthur's society, and 
gives him some better employment than the sottish indulgence 
of his sensual appetites. The only objection I have to Mr. 
Hargrave's being in the neighbourhood, is that the fear of 
meeting him at the Grove prevents me from seeing his sister 
so often as I otherwise should ; for, of late, he has conducted 
himself towards me with such unerring propriety, that I have 
almost forgotten his former conduct. I suppose he is striving 
to " win my esteem." If he continue to act in this way, he 
may win it ; — but what then ? The moment he attempts to 
demand anything more, he will lose it again, .^oogie 
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February lOth.— It is a bard, embittering tiling to hare 
one's kind feelinga and good intentions cast back in one'a 
teeth. I was beginning to relent towards my wretched partnei 
— ^to pity his forlorn, comfortless condition, unalleviated as it 
is by the consolations of intellectual resources and the answer 
of a good ponscieuee towards God — and to think I ought to 
sacrifice my pride, and renew my efforts once again to make 
his home agreeable and lead him back to the path of virtue ; 
not by false professions pf love, and not by pretended re- 
morse, but by nutigating my habitual coldness of manner, 
and ccHumuting my frigid ciyility into kindness wherever an 
opportunity occurred ; and not only was I beginning to think 
80, but I had already begun to act upon the thought — and 
what was the result ? No answering spark of kindness — ^no 
awakening penitence, but an unappeasable ilUhumour, and % 
npirit of tyrannous exaction that increased with indulgence, 
and a lurking gleam of self-complacent triumph, at every 
detection of relenting softness in my manner, that congealed 
me to marble again as oflen as it recurred ; and this morning 
he finished the business : — I think the petrifaction is so com- 
pletely effected at last, that nothing can melt me again. 
Among his letters was one which he perused with symptoms 
of unusual gratification, and then threw it ataross the table to 
me, with the admonition, — 

^^ There I read that, and take a lesson by it I*' 

It was in the free, dashing hand of Lady Lowborough. I 
glanced at the first page ; it seemed fUU of extravagant pro- 
testations of afiPection ; impetuous longings for a speedy re- 
union ; and impious defiance of God's mandates, and railings 
against his providence for having cast their lot asunder, and 
doomed them both to the hateful bondage of alliance with 
those they could not love. He gave a slight titter on seeing 
me change colour. I folded up the letter, rose, and retum^l 
it to him, with no remark, but, — 

" Thank you — ^I will take a lesson by it !" 

My little Arthur was standing between his knees, delight- 
edly playing with the bright, ruby ring on his finger. Urged 
by a sudden, imperative impulse to deliver my son from tnat 
contaminating influence, I caught him up in my arms and 
carried him with me out of the room. Not liking this abrupt 
removal, the child began to pout and cry. This was a new 
stab to my already tortured heart. I would not let him go ; 
but, taking him with me into the library, I shut the door, 
and, kneeung on the floor beside him, I embraced him, kissed 
him, wept over him with passionate fondness. Rather 
frightened than consoled by this, he turned struggling from 
me and cried out aloud for nis papa. X released hhn from my 
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arms, and never were more bitter tears than those that now 
concealed him from my blinded, burmiig ejes. Hearing his 
cries, the father came to the room. I instantly turned away 
lest he should see and misconstrue my emotion. He swore 
at me, and took the now pacified child away. 

It is hard that my little darling should love him more than 
me ; and that, when the well-being and culture of my son is 
all I have to live fon I should see my influence destroyed by 
one whose selfish afi^cUon is more injurious than the coldest 
indifference or the harshest tyranny could be. If I, for his 
good, deny him some trifling indulgence, he goes to his father, 
and the latter, hi spite of his selfish indolence, will even give 
himself some trouble to meet the child's desires : if I attempt 
to curb his will, or look gravely on him for some act of 
childish disobedience, he knows his other parent will smile 
and take his part against me. Thus, not only have I the 
father's spirit in the son to contend against, the germs of his 
evil tendencies to search out and eradicate, and his corrupt* 
ing intercourse and example in after-life to counteract, but 
already he counteracts my arduous labour for the child's ad- 
vantage, destroys my influence over his tender mind, and robs 
me of his very love ; I had no earthly hope but this, and he 
seems to take a diabolical delight in tearing it away. 

But it is wrong[ to despair ; I will remember the counsel of 
the inspired writer to him ^^that feareth the Lord and 
obeveth the voice of his servant, that sitteth in darkness and 
hath no light ; let him trust in the name of the I^rd, and 
stay upon his Godl" 



CHAPTER XXXVn. 

BsoBMfiER 20th, 1825.-^Another year is past) and I am 
weary of this life. And yet I cannot wish to leave it : what- 
ever afflictions assail me here, I cannot wish to go and leave 
my darling in this dark and wicked world alone, without a 
friend to guide him through its weary masses, to warn him of 
its thousand snares, and guard him from the perils that beset 
him on every hand. I am not well fitted to be his only com- 
panion, I know ; but there is no other to supply my place. I 
am too grave to minister to his amusements and enter into his 
infiintile sports as a nurse or a mother ought to do, and often 
bis bursts of gleeful merriment trouble and alarm me ; I see 
in them his father's spirit and temperament, and I tremble for 
the consequences ; and, too often, damp the innocent mirth I 
ought to share. That father, on the oontraiy, has no weight 
of 8adn«S9 on hii mind--is troubled with no fei^«jDoj|^plcs 
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concerning his sou's tuture welfare ; and at evenings especially, 
the times when the child sees him the most and the oftenest, 
he is always particularly jocund and open-hearted : ready to 
laugh and to jest with anything or anybody — but me — and I 
am particularly silent and sad : therefore, of course, the child 
dotes upon his seemingly joyous, amusing, ever-indulgent 
papa, and will at any time gladly exchange my company for 
his. This disturbs me greatly ; not so much for the sake of 
my son's affection (though I do prize that highly, and though 
I leel it is my right, and know 1 have done much to earn it) 
as for that influence over him which, for his own advantage, 
I would strive to purchase and retain, and which for very 
spite his father delights to rob me of, and, from motives of 
mere idle egotism, is pleased to win to himself; making no 
use of it but to torment me and ruin the child. My only con- 
solation is, that he spends comparatively little of his time at 
home, and, during the months he passes in London or else- 
where, I have a chance of recovering the ground I had lost, 
and overcoming with good the evil he has wrought by his 
wilful mismanagement. But then it is a bitter trial to behold 
him, on his return, doing his utmost to subvert my labours 
and transform my innocent, affectionate, tractable darling 
into a selfish, disobedient, and miscliievous boy ; thereby pre- 
paring the soil for those vices he has so auccessfully cultivated 
m his own perverted nature. 

Happily, there were none of Arthur's "friends" invited to 
Grassdale last autumn : he took himself off to visit some of 
them instead. I wish he would always do so, and I wish his 
friends were numerous and loving enough to keep him 
amongst them all the year round. Mr. Hargrave, con- 
siderably to my annoyance, did not go with mm; but I 
think I have done with that "gentleman at last. 

For seven or eight months, be behaved so remarkably well, 
and managed so skilfully too, that I was almost completely 
off my guard, and was really beginning to look upon him as 
a friend, and even to treat him as such, with certain prudent 
restrictions (which I deemed scarcely necessary) ; when, pre- 
suming upon my unsuspecting kindness, he thought he might 
venture to overstep the bounds of decent moderation and 
propriety that had so long restrained him. It was on a pleasant 
evening at the close of May : I was wandering in the park, 
and he, on seeing me there as he rode past, made bold to 
enter and approadi me, dismounting and leaving his horse at 
the ^ate. This was the first time he had ventured to come 
withm its inclosure since I had been left alone, without the 
sanction of his Another's or sister's company, or at least the 
excuse of a message from them. But he managed to appeal 
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BO calm and easy, so respectful and self-possessed in his 
friendliness, that, though a little surprised, I was neither 
alarmed nor oifended at the unusual liberty, and he walked 
with me under the ash-trees and by the water-side, and 
talked, with considerable animation, good taste, and intelli- 
gence, on many subjects, before I began to think about getting 
rid of him. Then, after a pause, during which we both stood 
gazing on the calm, blue water ; I revolving in my mind the 
best means of politely dismissing my companion, he, no doubt, 
pondering other matters equally alien to the sweet sights and 
sounds that alone were present to his senses, — ^he suddenly 
electrified me by beginning, in a peculiar tone, low, soft, but 
perfectly distinct, to pour forth the most unequivocal expres- 
sions of earnest and passionate love ; pleading his cause with 
all the bold yet artful eloquence he could summon to his aid. 
But I cut short his appeal, and repulsed him so determinately, 
so decidedly, and with such a mixtur^ of scornful indignation, 
tempered with cool, dispassionate sorrow and pity for his be- 
nighted mind, that he withdrew, astonished, mortified, and 
discomforted ; and, a few days after, I heard that he had de- 
parted for London. He returned, however, in eight or nine 
weeks — and did not entirely keep aloof fi-om me, but com- 
ported himself in so remarkable a manner that his quick- 
sighted sister could not fail to notice the change. 

"What have you done to Walter, Mrs. Huntingdon?" 
said she one morning, when I had called at the Grove, and he 
had just left the room after exchanging a few words of the" 
coldest civility. "He has been so extremely ceremonious 
and stately of late, I can^t imagme what it is all about, unless 
you have desperately offended him. Tell me what it is, that 
1 may be your mediator, and make you friends again." 

" I have done nothing willingly to offend him," said I. 
" If he is offended, he can best tell you himself what it is 
about." 

"I'll ask him," cried the giddy girl, springing up and 
putting her head out of the window; "he's only in the 
garden — ^Walter!" 

" No, no, Esther ! you will seriously displease me if you 
do ; and I shall leave you immediately, and not come again 
for months — ^perhaps years." 

" Did vou call, Esther ? " said her brother, approaching the 
window u:om without. 

" Yes ; I wanted to ask you ^" 

"Good morning, Esther," said I, taking her hand and 
giving it a severe squeeze. 

" To ask you," continued she, "to get me a rose for Mrs. 
Huntingdon." He departed. " Mrs. Huntingdon," she ex- 
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claimed) ttiriiing to me and still holding me fait hy the hand^ 
^^ I'm quite shocked at you«-*yau^re just as angry, and distant, 
and cold as he is : and Vm determined you shfUl be as good 
friends as ever, before you go." 

*^ Esther, how can you be so rude 1" cried Mrs* Hargrave, 
who was seated gravely knitting in her easy chair. *♦ Surely, 
you never will learn to conduct yourself like a lady I" 

"Well, mamma, you said, yourself " But the young lady 

was silenced by the uplifted finger of her mamma^ accom- 
panied with a very stem shake of the head. 

"Isn't she cross?" whispered she to me; but, before I 
could add my share of reproof, Mr. Hargrave reappeared at 
the window with a beautiful moss rose in his hand. 

" Here, Esther, I've brought you the rose," said he, ex- 
tending it towards her. 

" Give it her yourself, you blockhead 1" cried she, recoil- 
ing with a spring from between us. 

"Mrs. Huntingdon would rather receive it from you," re- 
plied he, in a very serious tone, but lowering his voice that 
his mother might not hear. His sister took the rose and gave 
It to me. 

"My brother's compliments, Mrs. Himtingdon, and he 
hopes you and he will come to a better understanding by-and- 
bye. Will that do, Walter?" added the saucy guT, turning 
to him and putting her arm round his neck, as he stood lean- 
ing upon the sill of the window — " or should I have said that 
you are sorry you were so touchy ? or that you hope she will 
pardon your offence?" 

" You silly girl I you don't know what you are talking 
about," replied he gravely. 

" Indeed I don't: for I'm quite hi the dark I" 

" Now, Esther," interposed Mrs. Hargrave, who, if equally 
benighted on the subject of our estrangement, saw at least 
that her daughter was behaving very improperly, " I must in- 
sist upon your leaving the room !" 

" rray don't, Mrs. Hargrave, for I'm going to leave it my- 
self,", said I, and immediately made my adieux. 

About a week after, Mr. Hargrave brought his sister to see 
me. He conducted himself, at first, with his usual cold, dis- 
tant, half-stately, half-melancholy, altogether injured air; 
but Esther made no remark upon it this time : she had evi- 
dently been schooled into better manners. She talked to me, 
and laughed and romped with little Arthur, her loved and 
loving playmate. He, somewhat to my discomfort, enticed 
her from the room to have a run in the hall, and thende into 
the garden. I got up to stir the fire. Mr. Hargrave asked if 
I felt cold, and shut the door— a very unseasonable piece of 
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officiotuiness, fi)r I had meditated following the noisy play- 
fellows if they did not speedily return. He then took the 
liberty of walking up to tne fire himself and asking me if I 
were aware that Mr. Huntingdon was now at the seat of Lord 
Lowborough, and likely to continue there some time. 

** No ; but it's no matter," I answered carelessly ; and if my 
cheek glowed like fire, it was rather at the question than the 
information it conveyed. 

" You don't object to it ?" he said. 

^^ Not at all, if Lord Lowborough likes his company." 

" You have no love left lor him, then?" 

"Not the least." 

" I knew that — ^I knew you were too high-minded and pure 
in your own nature to continue to regard one so utterly 
false and polluted with any feelings but those of indignfition 
and scornful abhorrence!" 

" Is he not your friend ?" said T, tuminff my eves from the 
fire to his face with perhaps a slight touch of tnose feelings 
he assigned to another. 

" He was," replied he, with the same calm gravity as be- 
fbre, " but do not wrong me by supposing that I could con- 
tinue my friendship and esteem to a man who could so infa- 
mously, 8Q impiously forsake and injure one so transcen- 

dently well, I won't speak of it But tell me, do you never 

think of revenge ? " 

** Revenge I No— what good would that do? — ^it would make 
him no better, and me no happier. " 

" I don't know how to talk to you, Mrs. Huntingdon," said 
he smiling ; " you are only half a woman — ^your nature must 
be half human, half angelic. Such goodness pverawps me ; I 
don't know what to make of it." 

" Then, sir, I fear you must be very much worse than you 
should be, if I, a mere ordinary mortal, am, by your own con- 
fessioUf so vastly your supenor ; and since tnere exists so 
little sympathy between us, I think we had better each look 
out for some more congenial companion." And forthwith 
moving to the window, I began to look out for my little son 
and his gay young friend. 

" No, I am the ordinary mortal, I maintain," replied Mr. 
Hargrave. " I will not iSlow myself to be worse than my 
fellows; but you, madam, I equally maintain there is no- 
body like you. But are you happy?" he asked in a serious 
tone. 

^^ As happy as some others, I suppose." 

" Are you as happy as you desire to be?" 

" T^Q one ii so blest as that comes to on this side eternity.** 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



248 THE TENANT 

" One thing I know," returned he, with a deep sad sigh 5 
" you are immeasurably happier than I am." 

"I am very sorry for you, then," I could not help re- 
plying. 

'*Are you, indeed? No, for if you were you would be 
glad to relieve me." 

" And so I should if I could do so without injuring myself 
or any other." 

" And can you suppose that I should wish you to ipjure 
yourself? No, on the contrary, it is your own happiness I 
long for more than mine. You are miserable now, Mrs. 
Huntingdon," continued he, looking me boldly in the face. 
" You do not complain, but I see — and feel — and know that 
you are miserable — and must remain so as long as you keep 
those walls of impenetrable ice about your still warm and pal- 
pitating heart ; and I am miserable, too. , Deign to smile on 
me and I am happy : trust me, and you shall be happy also, 
for if you are a woman I can make you so — and I will do it 
in spite of yourself! " he muttered between his teeth ; " and 
as for others, the question is between ourselves alone : you 
cannot injure your husband, you know, and no one else has 
any concern in the matter." 

" I have a son, Mr. Hargrave, and you have a mother," 
said I, retiring from the window, whither he had fol- 
lowed me. 

" They need not know," he began ; but before anything 
more could be said on either side Esther and Arthur re- 
entered the room. The former glanced at Walter's flushed, 
excited countenance, and then at mine — a little flushed and 
excited too, I dare say, though from far different causes. She 
must have thought we had been quarrelling desperately, and 
was evidently perplexed and disturbed at the circumstance ; 
but she was too polite or too much afraid of her brother's an- 
ger to refer to it. She seated herself on the sofa, and putting 
back her bright, golden ringlets, that were scattered in wild 
profusion over her face, she immediately began to talk about 
the garden and her little playfellow, and continued to chatter 
away in her usual strain till her brother summoned her to 
depart. 

" If I have spoken too warmly, forgive me," he murmured 
on taking his leave, '* or I shall never forgive myself." 

Esther smiled and glanced at me : I merely bowed, and her 
countenance fell. She thought it a poor return for Walter's 
generous concession, and was disappointed in her friend. Poor 
child, she little knows the world she lives in 1 

Mr. Hargrave had not an opportunity of meeting m6 again 
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in private for several weeks after this ; but when he did meet 
me there was less of pride and more of touching melancholy in 
his manner than before. Oh, how he annoyed me ! I was 
obliged at last almost entirely to remit my visits to the Grove 
at the expense of deeply offending Mrs. Har^rave and se- 
riously afflicting poor Esther, who really values my society 
for want of better, and who ought not to suffer for the fault 
*of her brother. But that indefatigable foe was not yet van- 
quished : he seemed to be always on the watch. I frequently 
saw him riding lingeringly past the premises, looking search- 
ingly round him as he went — or, if I did not, Rachel did. 
That sharp-sighted woman soon guessed how matters stood 
between us, and descrying the enemy's movements from her 
elevation at the nursery-window, she would give me a quiet 
intimation if she saw me preparing for a walk when she had 
reason to believe he was about, or to think it likely that he 
would meet or overtake me in the way I meant to traverse. I 
would then defer my ramble, or confine myself for that day 
to the park and gardens, or, if the proposed excursion was 
a matter of importance, such as a visit to the sick or afflicted, 
I would take Kachel with me, and then I was never mo- 
lested. 

But one mild, sunshiny day, early in November, I had 
ventured forth alone to visit the village school and a few of 
the poor tenants, and on my return I was alarmed at the 
clatter of a horse's feet behind me approaching at a rapid, 
steady trot. There was no stile or gap at hand by which I 
could escape into the fields, so I walked quietly on, saying to 
myself, — 

" It may not be he after all ; and if it is, iind if he do 
annoy me, it shall be for the last time, I am determined, if 
there be power in words and looks against cool impudence 
and mawkish sentimentality so inexhaustible as his." 

The horse soon overtook me, and was reined up close be- 
side me. It was Mr. Hargrave. He greeted me with a smile 
intended to be soft and melancholy, but his triumphant satis- 
faction at having caught me at last so shone through that it 
was quite a failure. After briefly answering his salutation 
and inquiring after the ladies at the Grove, I turned away 
and walked on ; but he followed and kept his horse at my 
side : it was evident he intended to be my companion all the 
way. 

" Well I I don't much care. If you want another rebuff 
take it — and welcome," was my inward remark. " Now, sir, 
what next?" 

This question, though unspoken, was not long imanswered : 
after a few passing observations upon indiffer^^g:|^^s, he 
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begsB in Bolemn tones the following appeal to my hn- 
manity : — 

^* It will be four years next April since I first saw yon, 
Mrs. Hnntingdonr-^yon may have forgotten the eircnmstance^ 
but I never can. I admired you then most deeply, but I 
dared not love you : in the following autumn I saw so much 
of your perfections that I conld not fiul to love you, though I 
dared not show it. For upwards of three years I have en- 
dured a perfect martyrdom. From the anguish of suppressed 
emotions, intense and fruitless longings, silent sorrow, crushed 
hopes, and trampled affections, I have suffered more than I 
can tell, or you imagine — and you were the cause of it, and 
not altogether the innocent cause. My youth is wasting 
away; my prospects are darkened; my Mfe is a desolate 
blank ; I have no rest day or night : I am become a burden 
to myself and others, and you might save me by a word — ^a 
glance, and will not do it — is this right?" 

" In the first place I don't believe you," answered I : " in 
the second, if you will be such a fool I can't hinder it." 

♦' If you affect," replied he eamestlv, " to regard as folly, 
the best, the strongest, the most godlike impulses of our na- 
ture, — ^I don't believe you ; I know you are not the heartless, 
icy being you pretend to be — ^you had a heart once and gave 
it to your husband. When you found him utterly unworthy 
of the treasure, you reclaimed it ; and you will not pretend 
that you loved that sensual, earthly-minded profligate so 
deeply, so devotedly, that you can never love another ? I 
know that there are feelings in your nature that have never yet 
been called forth — I know, too, that in your present neglected 
lonely state you are and must be miserable. You have it in 
your power to raise two human beings from a state of actual 
suffenng to such unspeakable beatitude as only generous, no- 
ble, self-forgetting love can give (for you can love me if you 
will) ; you may tell me that you scorn and detest me, but — 
since you have set me tbe example of plain speaking — I will 
answer that I do not believe you ! but you will not do it I you 
choose rather to leave us miserable ; and you coolly tell me 
it is the will of God that we should remain so. You may eall 
this religion, but I call it wild fanaticism !" 

" There is another life both for you and for me," said I. 
" If it be the will of God that we should sow in tears, now, 
it is only that we may reap in joy hereafter. It is his will 
that we should not injure others by the gratification of our 
own earthly passions ; and you have a mother, and sisters, and 
friends, who would be seriously injured by your disgrace ; and 
I, too, have friends, whose peace of mind shall never be sacri- 
ficed to my enjoyment-^oor yours either, with my consent— 
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Mid if I were alone in the world, I have atill my God and my 
religion, and I would sooner die than disgrace my calling and 
break my faith with Heaven to obtain a few brief years of 
false and fleeting happiness — ^happiness sure to end in misery^ 
even here — ^for myself or any other !" 

'^ There need be no disgrace — ^no misery or sacrifice in any 
qnarter,'* persisted he. ^^ I do not ask you to leave your home 
or defy the world's opinion." — But I need not repeat all his 
arguments. I refuted them to the best of my power ; but 
that power was provokingly small, at tl^e moment, for I was 
too much flurried with indignation — and even shame — ^that he 
should thus dare to address me, to retain sufllcient command 
of thought and language to enable me adequately to contend 
against his powerful sophistries. Finding, however, that he 
eoidd not be silenced by reason, and even eovertly exulted in 
his seeming advantage, and ventured to deride those assertions 
I had not the coolness to prove, I changed my course and tried 
«iother plan. 

**Do vou really love me?" said I seriously, pausing and 
looking nim calmly in the flioe. 

*' Do I love you I " cried he. 

"Truly?" I demanded. 

His countenance brightened ; he thought his triumph wu 
at hand. He commenced a passionate protestation of the 
truth and fervour of his attachment, whieh I cut short by 
another question : — 

"But is it not a selfish love? — ^have yon enough disin- 
terested afiection to enable you to sacrifice your own pleasure 
to mine?" 

" I would give my life to serve you." 

" I don't want your life — but have you enough real sympathy 
for my afflictions to induce you to make an effort to relieve 
them, at the risk of a little discomfort to yourself?" 

"Try me, and seel" 

"If you have — never mention this subject again." Yon 
cannot recur to it in any way, without doubling the weight of 
those sufferings you so feelingly deplore. I have nothing left 
me but the solace of a good conscience and a hopeful trust in 
Heaven, and you labour continually to rob me of these. K 
you persist, I must regard you as my deadliest Ibe." 

" But hear me a moment " * 

" No, sir ! you said you would give your life to serve me : 
I only ask your silence on one particular point. I have 
spoken plainly ; and what I say I mean. If you torment me 
in this way any more, I must conclude that your protestations 
are entirely false, and that you hate me in your heart aa 
fervendy as you proftss to love me I " d g zed by L^ oog le 
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He bit his lip, and bent his eyes upon the ground in silence 
for a while. 

"Then I must leave you," said he at length, looking steadily 
upon me, as if with the last hope of detecting some token of 
irrepressible anguish or dismay awakened by those solemn 
words. " I must leave you. I cannot live here, and be for 
ever silent on the all-absorbing subject of my thoughts and 
wishes." 

" Formerly, I believe, you spent but little of your time at 
home," I answered : " it will do you no harm to absent your- 
self again, for a while — ^if that be really necessary." 

" K that be really possible," he muttered — " and can you 
bid me go so coolly ? Do you really wish it ?" 

" Most certainly I do. If you cannot see me without tor- 
menting me as you have lately done, I would gladly say fare- 
well and never see you more." 

He made no answer, but, bending from his horse, held out 
his hand towards me. I looked up at his face, and saw 
therein such a look of genuine agony of soul that, whether 
bitter disappointment, or wounded pride, or lingering love, or 
burning wrath were uppermost, I could not hesitate to put my 
hand in his as frankly as if I bade a friend farewell. He 
grasped it very hard, and immediately put spurs to his horse 
and galloped away. Very soon after, I learned that he was 
gone to Paris, where he still is ; and the longer he stays there 
Sie better for me. 

I thank God for this deliverance I 



CHAPTER XXXVni. 

December 20th, 1826. — ^The fifth anniversary of my wed- 
ding day, and, I trust, the last I shall spend under this roof. 
My resolution is formed, my plan concocted, and already partly 
put in execution. My conscience does not blame me, but 
while the purpose ripens, let me beguile a few of these long 
winter evenings in stating the case for my own satisfaction — 
a dreary amusement enough, but having the air of a usefiil 
occupation, and being pursued as a task, it will suit me better 
than a lighter one. 

In September, quiet Grassdale was again alive with a party 
of ladies and gentlemen (so. called) consisting of the same in- 
dividuals as those invited the year before last, with the addi- 
tion of two or three others, among whom were Mrs. Hargrave 
and her younger daughter. The gentlemen and Lady Low- 
borough were invited for the pleasure and conjegijgpfi^ of the 
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host, the other ladies, I suppose for the sake 'of appearances, 
and to keep me in check, and make me discreet and civil in my 
demeanour. But the ladies stayed only three weeks, the 
gentlemen, with two exceptions, above two months, fo;: their 
hospitable entertainer was loath to part with them and be leffc 
alone with his bright intellect, his stainless conscience, and 
his loved and loving wife. 

On the day of Lady Lowborough's arrival, I followed her 
into her chamber, and plainly told her that, if I found reason 
to believe that she still continued her criminal connection with 
Mr. Huntingdon, I should think it my absolute duty to in- 
form her husband of the circumstance — or awaken nis sus- 
picions at least — ^however painful it might be, or however 
dreadful the consequences. She was startled at first, by the 
declaration, so unexpected, and so determinately yet calmly 
delivered ; but rallying in a moment, she coolly replied that, 
if I saw anything at all reprehensible or suspicious in her con- 
duct, she would freely give me leave to tell his lordship all 
about it. Willmg to be satisfied with this, I left her ; and 
certainly I saw nothing thenceforth particularly reprehensible 
or suspicious in her demeanour towards her host ; but then I 
had the other guests to attend to, and I did not watch them 
narrowly — ^for, to confess the truth, I feared to see anything 
between them. I no longer regarded it as any concern of 
mine, and if it was my duty to enlighten Lord Lowborough, 
it was a painful duty, and I dreaded to be called to perform it. 

But my fears were brought to an end, in a manner I had 
not anticipated. One evening, about a fortnight after the 
visitors' arrival, I had retired into the library to snatch a few 
minutes' respite from forced cheerfulness and wearisome dis- 
course — for after so long a period of seclusion, dreary indeed, 
as I had often found it, I could not always bear to be doing 
violence to my feelings, and goading my powers to talk, and 
smile and listen, and play the attentive hostess, or even the 
cheerful fi:iend : — ^I had just ensconced myself within the bow 
of the window, and was looking out upon the west where the 
darkening hills rose sharply defined against the clear amber 
light of evening, that gradually blended and faded away into 
the pure, pale blue of the upper sky, where one bright star 
was shining through, as if to promise — " When that dying 
light is gone, the world will not be left in darkness, and they 
who trust in God — whose minds are unbeclouded by the mists 
of unbelief and sin — are never wholly comfortleai,"— when I 
heard a hurried step approaching, and Lord Lowborough en- 
tered — this room was Still his favourite resort. He flung the 
door to with unusual violence, and cast his hat aside regardless 
where it fell. What could be the matter with hpn;^ Hi|i face 
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was gbMtly pale ; his eyes were fixed upon tbe ground ; bis 
teeth clenched ; his forehead glistened with the dews of agony. 
It was plain he knew his wrongs at last ! 

Unconscious of my presence, he began to pace the room in 
a state of fearftil agitation, Tiolently wringing his hands and 
uttering low groans or incoherent ejaculations. I made a 
movement to let him know that he was not alone ; but he was 
too preoccupied to notice it. Perhaps, while his back wag 
towards me, I might cross the room and slip awa^ unobserved. 
I rose to make the attempt, but then he perceived me. He 
started and stood still a moment ; then wiped his streaming 
forehead, and, advancing towards me, with a kind of unnatunu 
composure, ssdd in a deep, almost sepulchral tone, — 

" Mrs. Huntingdon, I must leave you to-morrow." 

♦* To-morrow I" I repeated. " I do not ask the cause.** 

"You know it then — ^and you can be so calm I** said hej 
surveyiuj? me with profound astonishment, not unmingled with 
a kind of resentM bitterness, as it appeared to me. 

** I have so long been aware of " I paused in time, and 

added, " of my husband's character, that nothing shocks 
me." 

"But this— how long have you been aware of this?*' de- 
manded he, laying his clenchea hand on the table beside him, 
and looking me keenly and fixedly in the face. 

I felt like a criminal. 

" Not long," I answered. 

" You knew it ! " cried he, with bitter vehemence—" and you 
did not tell me ! You helped to deceive me I" 

" My lord, I did not help to deceive you.*' 

" Then why did you not tell me ?" 

" Because I knew it would be painfiil to you — ^I hq>ed she 
would return to her duty, and then there would be no need to 
harrow your feelings with such " 

" O God ! how k>ng has ^his been going on ? how long has 
it been, Mrs. Huntingdon ? — ^Tell me — ^I must know I" he ex- 
claimedf with intense and fearful eagerness. ' 

" Two years, I believe." 

"Great Heaven! and she has duped me all this time!" 
He turned away with a suppressed groan of agony, and paced 
the room again, in a paroxysm of renewed agitation. My 
heart smote me ; but I would try to console Mm, though I 
knew not how to attempt it. 

"She is a wicked woman," I said, "She has basely 
deceived and betrayed you. She is as little worthy of your 
regret as she was of your afiection. I«t her injure you no 
ftirther: absti^ct yourself from her, and stand alone." 

"And you, madam," said he sterigjr^^^^^^ggglJiimsel^ 
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and tuimng round upon me — '* you here injured me too, by 
this ungenerous concealment 1 " 

There was a sudden revulsion in my feelings. Something 
lose widiin me, and urged me to resent this harsh return for 
my heartfelt sympathy, and defend myself with answering 
seyeritv. Happily, I did not yield to the impulse. I saw his 
anguish as, suddenly smiting his forehead, he turned abruptly 
to the window, and, looking upward at the placid sky, mur- 
mured passionately, *^ O God, that I might dieP' — ^and felt 
that to add one drop of bitterness to that already overflowing 
cup, would be ungenerous indeed. And yet, I fear there was 
more coldness than gentleness in the quiet tone of my 
reply :— 

^* I might offer many excuses that some would admit to be 
Tslid, but I will not attempt to enumerate them ^" 

"I know them,'* said he hastily, "you would say that 
it was no business of yours — ^that I ought to have taken care 
of myself— that if my own blindness has led me into this pit 
of hell, I have no right to blame another for giving me credit 
for a larger amount of sagacity than I possessed " 

" I confess I was wrong," continued I, without regarding 
this bitter interruption ; " but whether want of courage 
or mistaken kindness was the cause of my error, I think you 
blame me too severely. I told Lady Lowborough two weeks 
ago, the very hour she came, that I should certainly think it 
my duty to inform you if she eontinued to deceive you : she 

gave me full liberty to do so if I should see anything repre- 
ensible or suspicious in her conduct — ^I hare seen nothmg ; 
and I trusted she had altered her course." 

He eontinued gazing from the window while I spoke, and 
did not answer, but, stung by the recollections my words 
awakened, stamped his foot upon the floor, ground his teeth, 
and corrugated his brow, like one under the influence of 
acute physical pain. 

"It was wrong— it was wrong I" he muttered at length. 
" Nothing can excuse it — nothing can atone for it, — ^for nothing 
can recall those years of cursed credulity — nothing obliterate 
theml — ^nothing, nothing! "he repeated in a whisper whose 
despairing bitterness precluded all resentment. 

" When I put the case to myself, I own it was wrong," 
I answered ; " but I can only now regret that I did not 
see it in this light before, and that, as you say, nothing can 
recall the past." 

Something in my voice or in the spirit of this answer 
seemed to alter his mood. Turning towards me, and atten- 
tively surveying my face by the dim light, he said, in a milder 
tone than he had yet employed,— , ,^,^,^ , , 
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" You, too, have suffered, I suppose.'* 

" I suffered much, at first." 

"When was that?'* 

" Two years ago ; and two years hence you will be as calm 
as I am now, — ^and far, far happier, I trust, for you are a man, 
and free to act as you please." 

Something like a smile, but a very bitter one, crossed his face 
for a moment. 

" You have not been happy lately ? " he said, with a kind of 
effort to regain composure, and a determination to waive the 
turther discussion of his own calamity. 

** Happy 1" I repeated, almost provoked at such a question. 
" Could I be so, with such a husband?" 

** I have noticed a change in your appearance since the 
first years of your marriage," pursued he : "I observed it to 
— to that infernal demon," he muttered between his teeth — 
" and he said it was your own sour temper that was eating 
away your bloom : it was making you old and ugly before 
your time, and had already made his fire-side as comfortless 
as a convent cell. You smile, Mrs. Huntingdon — ^nothing 
moves you. I wish my nature were as calm as yours." 

"My nature was not originally calm," said L "I have 
learned to appear so by Sint of hard lessons and many 
repeated efforts." 

At this juncture Mr. Hattersley burst into the room. 

" Hallow, Lowborough I " he began — " Oh 1 I beg your 
pardon," he exclaimed on seeing me ; "I didn't know it was 
a tete-Jl-tdte. Cheer up, man," he continued, giving Lord 
Lowborough a thump on the back, which caused the latter to 
recoil from him with looks of ineffable disgust and irritation. 
" Come, I Avant to speak with you a bit." 

" Speak, then." 

" But I'm not sure it would be quite agreeable to the lady, 
what I have to say." 

" Then it would not be agreeable to me," said his lordship, 
turning to leave the room. 

"Yes, it would," cried the other, following him into the 
hall. " If you've the heart of a man it would be the very 
ticket for you. It's just this, my lad," he continued, rather 
lowering his voice, but not enough to prevent me from 
hearing every word he said, though the half-closed door 
stood between us. "I think you're an ill-used man — ^nay, 
now, don't flare up — ^I don't want to offend you : it's only my 
rough way of talking. I must speak right out, you know,' or 
else not at all ; — and I'm come — stop now 1 let me explain — 
I'm come to offer you my services, lor though Huntingdon is 
my friend, he's a devilish scamp, as we all know, and I'll 
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be your friend for the nonce. I know what it is you want, to 
make matters straight : it^s just to exchange a shot with him, 
and then youll leel yourself all right a^ain ; and if an acci- 
dent happens — why, that^ll be all right too, I dare say, 
to a desperate fellow like you. Come now, give me your 
hand, and don't look so black upon it. Name time and place, 
and ril manage the rest." 

" That," answered the more low, deliberate voice of Lord 
Lowborough, " is just the remedy my own heart— or the 
devil within it, suggested — ^to meet him, and not to part 
•without blood. Whether I or he should fall — or both, it 
would be an inexpressible relief to me, if ^* 

"Just so I Well then " 

"No!" exclaimed his lordship, with deep, determined 
emphasis. "Though I hate him from my heart, and should 
rejoice at any calamity that could befall nim — I'll leave him 
to God ; and though 1 abhor my own life, 1*11 leave that too^ 
to Him that gave it." 

" But you see in this case," pleaded Hattersley 

"I'll not hear you!" exclaimed his companion, hastily 
turning away. "Not another word! I've enough to do 
against the nend within me." 

" Then you're a white-livered fool, and I wash my hands of 
you," grumbled the tempter, as he swung himself round and 
departed. 

" Bight, right, Lord Lowborough," cried I, darting out and 
clasping his burning hand, as he was moving away to the 
stairs. " I begin to think the world is not worthy of you !" 

Not understanding this sudden ebullition, he turned upon 
me with a stare of ^oomy, bewildered amazement, that made 
me ashamed of the impulse to which I had yielded ; but soon 
a more humanised expression dawned upon his countenance^ 
and, before I could withdraw my hand, he pressed it kindly, 
while a gleam of genuine feehng flashed from his eyes as he 
murmured,-— 

"God help us both!" 

" Amen !" responded I ; and we parted. 

1 returned to the drawing-room, where, doubtless, my 
presence would be expected by most, desired by one or two. 
In the ante-room was Mr. Hattersley, raihng against Lord 
Lowborough's poltroonery before a select audience, viz. Mr. 
Huntingdon, who was lounging against the table, exulting in 
his own treacherous villany, and laughing his victim to 
scorn, and Mr. Grimsby, standing by, quietly rubbing his 
hands, and chuckling with fiendish satisfaction. 

In the drawing-room I found Lady Lowborough, evidantly 
in uo very enviable state of mind, t^ stru^^i|;^|^d to 
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conceal her discomposure by an oyerstrained affectatton of 
unusual cheerfulness and vivacity, very uncalled for under 
the circumstances, for she had herself given the company 
to understand that her husband had received unpleasant 
intelligence from home, which necessitated his immediate 
departure, and that he had suffered it so to bother his mind, 
that it had brought on a bilious headache, owing to which, and 
the preparations he judged necessary to hasten his departure, 
she believed they would not have the pleasure of seeing him 
to-night. However, she asserted, it was only a business con- 
cern, and so she did not intend it should trouble her. She 
was just saying this as I entered, and she darted upon me 
such a glance of hardihood and defiance as at once astonished 
and revolted me. 

" But I am troubled," continued she, " and vexed too, fori 
think it my duty to accompany his lordship, and of course I 
am very sorry to part with all my kind Mends so unexpect* 
edly and so soon." 

'* And yet, Annabella," said Esther, who was sitting beside 
her, " I never saw you in better spirits in my life." 

" Precisely so, my love ; beciiuse I wish to make the best 
of your society, since it appears this is to be the last night I 
am to enjoy it till Heaven knows when ; and I wish to leave a 

food impression on you all," — she glanced round, and seeing 
er aunt's eye fixed upon her, rather too scrutinizingly, as she 
probably thought, she started up and continued, ':'• to which 
end lUl give you a song — shall I, aunt? shall 1, Mrs. Hunt- 
ingdon? shall I, ladies and gentlemen — all? Very well, 
ril do my best to amuse you." 

She and Lord Lowborough occupied the apartments next 
to Aline. J know not how she passed the night, but I lay 
awake the greater part of it listening to his heavy step pacing 
monotonously up and down his dressing-room, which was 
nearest my chamber. Once I heard him pause and throw 
something out of the window with a passionate, ejaculation; 
and in the morning, af\er they were gone, a keen-bladed 
clasp-knife was found on the grass-plot below ; a razor, like- 
wise, ms snapped in two and thrust deep into the cinders of 
the gr#e, but partially corroded by the decaying embers. So 
strong had been the temptation to end his miserable life, so 
determined his resolution to resist it. 

My heart bled for him as I lay listening to that ceaseless 
tread. Hitherto I had thought too much of myself, too little 
of him : now I forgot my own afflictions, and thought ouly of 
his^-ot* the ardent affection so miserably wasted, the fond 
faith so cruelly betrayed, the no, X will not attempt to enu- 
merate his wrongs — ^but I hated his wife ^d mr husband 
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more intensely than ever, and not for my sake, but for 
his. 

They departed earljr in the morning, before any one else was 
down, except myseU, and just as I was leaving my room, 
Lord Lowborough was descending to take his place in the 
carriage where his lady was already ensconced ; and Arthur 
(or Mr. Huntingdon as I prefer calling him, for the other is 
my child's name) had the gratuitous insolence to come out in 
his dressing-gown to bid his " friend " good-bye. 

"What, going already, Lowborough!" said he. "Well, 
good morning." He smilingly oiFered his hand. 

I think the other would have knocked him down, had he 
not instinctively started back before that bony fist quivering 
with rage and clenched till the knuckles gleamed white and 
glistening through the skin. Looking upon him with a coun- 
tenance livid with furious hate, Lord Lowborough muttered 
between his closed teeth a deadly execration he would not 
have uttered had he been calm enough to choose his words, 
and departed. 

"Icall that an unchristian spirit now,'* said the villain. 
" But rd never give up an old friend for the sake of a wife. 
You nlay have mine if you like, and I call that handsome — I 
can do no more than offer restitution, can I ? " 

But Lowborough had gained the bottom of the stairs, and 
was now crossing the hall ; and Mr. Huntingdon, leaning 
over the banisters, c'alled out, " Give my love to Annab^lmr 
and I wish you both a happy journey," and withdrew, l^^HP 
ing to his chamber. ■'[' ^''^ 

He subsequently expressed himself rather glad' '^h^^ 'Hw 
gone: " ' 
" now 1 1 
my ease.' 



uDsequeniiy expressea nimseii rainer giaa sue way 
*she was so deuced imperious and exactiffe.**iJSd fiifef? 
'. shall be my own man again, and feel rk^eliP indife a^ 



CHAPTER XXXi;^.'^'^''''^'"'^';^''^ '''''^'^^ 

My greatest source ofuneEiainesg, itith lis time of t rid! ^^^^a^ my 
son, whom his father and his iath'e?? fr^^tJcTs deli^fit^d td en-' 
courage in all the embryo vices a little' eljild can showj Jitld to^ 
instruct in all the evil habits ^e qould ieqaire— iii n wbrO, to' 
" make a man of him '' was oAe erf theTt staple ktitfisicmenK j^ 
and I need say no more to justift my aXa^tn cm his accouVlt,; 
and my determination to deih^cr litii^ at ^ny hazard li*om the 
hands of such inytructors. I flr^'atteniptt'd to kcGj> hira al- 
ways with me or in th^ ntrrset^; add gdv^ Saclic] partitufaf 
injunctions never to let him ctime ^own to ides^crt as lim^ as 
these "gentlemen" stayed * biit' it was if^j^'CI^fe^ki'SeW 
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were immediately countermanded and overruled by his father; 
he was not going to have the little fellow moped to death 
between an old nurse and a cursed fool of a moUier. So the 
little fellow came down every evening in spite of his cross 
mamma, and learned to tipple wine like papa, to swear 
like Mr. Hattersley, and to have his own way like a man,, 
and sent mamma to the devil when she tried to prevent him. 
To see such things done with the roguish naiCvet^ of that 
pretty little child, and hear such things spoken by that small 
infantile voice, was as peculiarly piquant and irresistibly droll 
to them as it was inexpressibly distressing and painful to me ; 
and when he had set the table in a roar he would look round 
delightedly upon them aU, and add his shrill laugh ta 
theirs. But if that beaming blue eye rested on me, its light 
would vanish for a moment, and he would say, in some con- 
cern — ^^ Mamma, why don't you laugh? Make her laugh, 
papa — she never will." 

Hence was I obliged to stay among these human brutes, 
watching an opportunity to get my chfld away from them in- 
stead of leaving them immediately after the removal of the 
cloth, as I should always otherwise have done.. He was never 
willing to go, and I frequently had to carry him away by 
force, for which he thought me very cruel and unjust ; and 
sometimes his father would insist upon my letting him re- 
i^ain ; and then I would leave him to his kind friends, and 
tetire,to indulge my bitterness and despair alone, or to rack 
^y ]^rains for a remedy to this great evil. 

But' hiere again I must do Mr. Hargrave the justice to ac- 
]||fj!l^wl^(^C( th^t I never saw him laugh at the child's misde- 
iji^f^urSf 'n(ji^ heard him utter a word of encouragement to 
lasj^gifg|jtiC[^s^^r manly accomplishments. But when any- 
tning very'extradfdinary was said or done by the infant pro- 
fligate, I noticed, at times, a peculiar expression in his face 
that 1 could neither interpret nor define — a slight twitching 
about the muscles of t|if ^outh — a sudden flash in the eye, as 
he darted a sudden' glance at the child and then at me : and 
then Iponldfancy ttrere arose a gleam of bard, keen, sombre, 
EatratUc^iop in His ijountenfince at the look of impotent wrath 
arid abgmsh he was too certain to behold in mine. But on 
oa^ occjisioTjj when Artbur ha^ J>een behaviDg particularly 
10, and Hr. TluTitingdqii an4 hia ^uesfs had been particularly 
proYokiDg and in^ulijinjT to me iu th^ir cneourai^eitient of him, 
and I partjcul[irly anxicma to get him put of the room, and on 
tbe y^xy' poliitof demeaning rnygeifbj a burst of uncontroll- 
abk p^-ssipn— Mr. Ilar^rave suddctdj rose from bia seat with 
m aspect of stern determination^ Iittcci the child from his fa- 
thers knee. wJiexe be was isittinar iiaU' tipsyj coakinc his head 
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and laugbiug at me, and execrating me with words he little 
knew the meaning of— handed him out of the room, and, set- 
ting him down in the hall, held the door open for me, grayelv 
bowed as I withdrew, and closed it i^er me. I heard high 
words exchanged between him and his already half-inebriated 
host as I departed, leading away my bewildered and discon- 
certed boy. 

But this should not continue ; my child must not be aban- 
doned to this corruption: better far that he should live in 
pover^ and obscurity with a fugitive mother, than in luxury 
and amuence with such a father. These guests might not be 
with us long, but they would return again : and he, the most 
injurious of the whole, his child's worst enemy, would still 
remain. I could endure it for myself, but for my son it must 
be borne no longer : the world's opinion and the feelings of 
my friends must be alike unheeded here, at least, alike un- 
able to deter me from my duty. But where should I find an 
asylum, and how obtain subsistence for us both ? Oh, I would 
take my precious charge at early dawn, take the coach to 

M , flee to the port of , cross the Atlantic, and seek a 

quiet, humble,home in New England, where I would support 
myself and him by the labour of my hands. The palette and 
the easel, my darling playmates once, must be my sober toil- 
fellows now. But was I sufficiently skilful as an artist to ob- 
tain my liyelihood in a strange land, without friends and with- 
out recommendation? Ko; I must wait a little; I must 
laboiu: hard to improve my talent, and to produce something 
worth while as a specimen of my powers, something to speak 
favourably for me, whether as an actual painter or a teacher. 
Brilliant success, of course, I did not look for, but some de- 
gree of security from positive failure was indispensable — t 
must not take my son to starve. And then I must have 
money for the journey, the passage, and some little to support 
us in our retreat in case I should be unsuccessful at first : and 
not too little either, for who could tell how long I might have 
to struggle with the indifierence or neglect of others, or my 
own inexperience or inability to suit their tastes? 

What should I do then? Apply to my brother and 
explain my circumstances and my resolves to nim ? No, no : 
even if I told him all my grievances, which I should be very 
reluctant to do, he would be certain to disapprove of the 
step : it would seem like madness to him, as it would to my 
uncle and aunt, or to Milicent. . "No ; I must have patience 
and gather a hoard of my own. Rachel should be my only 
confidante — ^I thought I could persuade her into the scheme ; 
and she should help me, first, to find out a picture-dealer in 
some distant town ; then, through her mean^ I wpiUd pri^ 
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yately sell what pictures I had on hand that would do for such 
a purpose, and some of those 1 should thereafter paint. Be- 
sides this, I would contrive to dispose of my jewels — ^not the 
lamily jewels, but the tew I brought with me from home, and 
those my uncle gave me on my marria^. A few months' ar- 
duous toil might well be borne by me with such an end in 
view ; and in the interim my son could not be much more in- 
jured than he was already. 

Having formed this resolution, I immediately set to work 
to accomplish it. I might possibly have been induced to wax 
cool upon it afterwards, or perhaps to keep weighing the pros 
and cons in my mind till the latter overbalanced the former, 
and I was driven to relinquish the project altogether, or delay 
the execution of it to an indefinite period, — had not something 
occurred to confirm me in that determination to which I still 
adhere, which I still think I did well to form, and shall do 
better to execute. 

Since Lord Lowborough's departure, I had regarded the 
library as entirely my own, a secure retreat at all hours of the 
day. None of our gentlemen had the smallest pretensions to 
a literary taste, except Mr. Hargrave; and he, at present, 
was quite contented with the newspapers and periodicals of 
the day. And if, bv any chance, he should look in here, I 
felt assured he would soon depart on seeing me, for, instead 
of becoming less cool and distant towards me, he had become 
decidedly more so since the departure of his mother and 
sisters, which was just what I wished. Here, then, I set up 
my easel, and here I worked at my canvass from daylight till 
dusk, with very little intermission saving when pure necessity, 
or my duties to little Arthur, called me away — ^for I still 
thought proper to devote some portion of every day exclu- 
sively to his instruction and amusement. But, contrary to my 
expectation, on the third morning, while I was thus employed, 
Mr. Hargrave did look in, and did not immediately withdraw 
on seeing me. He apologised for his intrusion, and said he 
was only come for a book ; but when he had got it, he con- 
descended to cast a glance over my picture. Being a man of 
taste, he had something to say on this subject as well as 
another, and having modestly commented on it, without much 
encouragement from me, he proceeded to expatiate on the art 
in general. Receiving no encouragement in that either, he 
dropped it, but did not depart. 

"You don't give us much of your company, Mrs. Hun- 
tingdon," observed he, after a brief pause, during which I 
went on coolly mixing and tempering my colours ; " and I 
cannot wonder at it, for you mnst be heartily sick of us all. 
X myself am so thoroughly ashamed of my companions, and 
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BO weary of their irrational conversation and pnrfluits — ^now 
that there is no one to humanise them and keep them in check, 
since you have justly abandoned us to our own devices — that 
I think I shall presently withdraw from amongst them— 
probably within this week — and I cannot suppose you will re- 
gret my departure." 

He paused. I did not answer. 

" Probably," he added, with a smile, " your only regret on 
the subject will be, that I do not take all my companions 
along with me. I flatter myself, at times, that though among 
them, I am not of them ; but it is natural that you should be 
glad to get rid of me. I may regret this, but 1 cannot blame 
you for it." 

*' I shall not rejoice at your departure, for you can conduct 
yourself like a gentleman," said I, thinking it but right to 
make some acknowledgment for his good behaviour, "' but I 
must confess I shall rejoice to bid adieu to the rest, inhospi- 
table as it may appear." 

" No one can blame you for such an avowal," replied he 
gravely; "not even the gentlemen themselves, I imagine. 
ril just tell you," he continued, as if actuated by a sudden 
resolution, " what was said last night in the dining-room, after 
you left us — perhaps you will not mind it, as you're so very 
philosophical on certain points," he added with a slight sneer. 
" They were talking about Lord Lowborough and his delect- 
able lady, the. cause of whose sudden departure is no secret 
amongst them ; and her character is so well known to them 
all, that, nearly related to me as she is, I could not attempt 
to defend it. — Curse me," he muttered, par parenthese, " if I 
don't have vengeance for this ! If the villain must disgrace 
the family, must he blazon it abroad to every low-bred knave 
of his acquaintance ? — I beg your pardon, Mrs. Huntingdon. 
Well, they were talking of these things, and some of them 
remarked that, as she was separated from her husband, he 
might see her again when he pleased." 

" ''Thank you,' said he; 'I've had enough of her for the 
present : I'll not trouble to see her, unless she comes to me.' 

" 'Then what do you mean to do, Huntingdon, when we're 
gone?' said Ralph Hattersley. 'Do you mean to turn from 
the error of your ways, and be a good husband, a good father, 
and so forth— as I do, when I get shut of you and all these 
rollicking devils you call your friends ? I think it's time ; and 
your wife is fifty times too good for you, you know ' 

" And he added some praise of vou, which you would not 
thank me for repeating — nor him for uttering ; proclaiming it 
aloud, as he did, without delicacy or discrimination, in an 
audience where it seemed profanation to utter your name — 
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himself utterly incapable of understanding or appreciating 
your real excellences. Huntingdon, meanwhile, sat quietly 
drinking his wine, or looking smilingly into his glass and of- 
fering no interruption or reply, till Hattersley shouted out, — 

" * Do you hear me, man ? * 

" * Yes, go on,' said he. 

" ' Nay, IVe done,' replied the other : * I only want to 
know if you intend to take my advice.' 

"'What advice?' 

" * To turn over a new leaf, you double-dyed scoundrel,' 
shouted Ralph, ' and beg your wife^s pardon, and be a good 
boy for the future.' 

*' * My wife ! what wife ? I have no wife,' replied Hunting- 
don, looking innocently up from his glass—' or if I have, look 
you, gentlemen, I value her so highly that any one among 
you, uiat can fancy her, may have her and welcome — ^you may, 
by Jove, and my blessing into the bargain P 

" I — ^hem — some one asked if he reily meant what he said, 
upon which^ he solemnly swore he did, and no mistake. — 
What do you think of that, Mrs. Huntingdon?" asked Mr. 
Hargrave, after a short pause, during which I had felt he was 
keemy examining my half-averted face. 

" I say," replied I, calmly, " that what he prizes so lightly, 
will not be long in his possession." 

" You cannot mean that you will break your heart and die 
for the detestable conduct of an infamous villain hke that !" 

"By no means: my heart is too thoroughly dried to be 
broken in a hurry, and I mean to live as long as I can." 

" Will you leave him then ? " 

"Yes." 

" When — ^and how ? " asked he, eagerly. 

" When I am ready, and how I can manage it most effec- 
tually." ^ *-- . 

"But your child?" .V^ 

" My child goes with me." , .- ; 

" He will not allow it." y^ 

" I shall not ask him." ^ l^\^ 

"Ah, then, it is a secret flight you meditate! — ^but with 
whom, Mrs. Huntingdon?" 

" With my son — and, possibly, his nurse." 

"Alone — and improtected I But where can you go? what 
can you do ? He will follow you and bring you back." 

"1 have laid my plans too well for that. Let me once get 
clear of Grassdale, and I shall consider myself safe." 

Mr. Hargrave advanced one step towards me, looked me 
in the face, and drew in his breath to speak ; but tiiat look, 
that heightened colour, that sudden sparkle of the eye, made 
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my blood rise in wrath : I abruptly turned away, and, snatch- 
ing up my brush, began to dash away at my canvas with 
rather too much energy for the good of the picture. 

" Mrs. Huntingdon," said he with bitter solemnity, " you 
are cruel — cruel to me — cruel to yourself," 

*' Mr. Hargrave, remember your promise." 

" I must speak — ^my heart will burst if I don't I I have 
been silent long enough — and you must hear me I" cried he 
boldly intercepting my retreat to the door. " You tell me 
you owe no allegiance to your husband ; he openly declares ' 
himself weary of you, and calmly gives you up to anybody 
that wiU take you ; you are about to leave him ; no one will 
believe that you go alone — all the world will say, ' She has 
left him at last, and who can wonder at it ? Few can blame 
her, fewer still can pity him ; but who is the companion of 
her flight?* Thus you will have no credit for your virtue (if 
you ctul it such) : even your best friends will not believe in 
It ; because, it is monstrous, and not to be credited — ^but by 
those who suffer, from the effects of it, such cruel torments 
that they know it to be indeed reality. But what can you do 
in the cold, rough world alone? you, a young and inex- 
perienced woman, delicately nurtured, and utterly " 

" .In a word, you would advise me to stay where I am," in- 
terrupted I. " Well, I'll see about it." 

" By all means, leave him I" cried he earnestly, " but not 
alone 1 Helen 1 let me protect you 1" 

"Never! — ^while heaven spares my reason," replied I, 
snatching away the hand he had presumed to seize and press 
between his own. But he was in for it now ; he had fairly 
broken the barrier : he was completely roused, and determined 
to hazard all for victory. 

"I must not be denied!" exclaimed he vehemently; and 
seizing both my hands, he held them very tight, but dropped 
upon his knee, and looked up in my face with a half-implor- 
ing, half-imperious gaze. ''You nave no reason now: you 
are flying in the face of heaven's decrees. God has designed 
me to be your comfort and protector — ^I feel it — ^I know it as 
certainly as if a voice from heaven declared ' Ye twain shall 
be one flesh ' — and you spurn me from you " 

" Let me go, Mr. Hargrave 1" said I, sternly. But he 
only tightened his grasp. 

*' Let me go !" 1 repeated, quivering with indignation. 

His face was almost opposite the window as he knelt. With 
a slight start, I saw him glance towards it ; and then a gleam 
of malicious triumph lit up his countenance. Looking over 
my shoulder, I beheld a shadow just retiring round the 
comer. . D,g,t,zedby<^oogie 
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" That is Grimsby," said he deliberately. " He iinll I'epoft 
what he has seen to Huntingdon and all the test, with such 
embellishmeDts as he thinks proper. He has no love ior you, 
Mrs. Huntingdon — ^no reverence for your sex — ^no belief in 
virtue — no admiration for its image. He will give such a ver- 
sion of this story as will leave no doubt at all, about your 
character, in the minds of those who hear it. Your fair fame 
is gone ; and nothing that I or you can say can ever retrieve 
it. But give me the power to protect you, and show me the 
yniain that dares to insult !" 

^^No one has ever dared to insult me as you are doing 
now!*' said I, at length releasing my hands, and recoiling 
from him. 

" I do not insult you," cried he : "I worship you. You 
are my angel — ^my divinity ! I lay my powers at your feet— 
and you must and shall accept them I** he exclaimed impetu- 
ously starting to his feet — " I will be your consoler and de- 
fender I and if your conscience upbraid you for it, say I over- 
came you, and you could not choose but yield I" 

I never saw a man so terribly excited. He precipitated 
himself towards me. T snatched up my palette-knife and 
held it against him. This startled him : he stood and gazed 
at me in astonishment ; I dare say I looked as fierce and reso- 
lute as he. 1 moved to the bell, and put my hand upon ttie 
cord. This tamed him still more. With a half-authoritative 
half-deprecating wave of the hand, he sought to deter me from 
ringing. 

*' Stand off, then 1" said I — he stepped back — ** And listen 
to me.— I don't like you," I continued, as deliberately and 
emphatically as I could, to give the greater efficacy to my 
words ; " and if I were divorced from mv husband — or if he 
were dead-, 1 would not marry you. There now! I hope 
you're satisfied." 

His face grew blanched with anger. 

" 1 am satisfied," he replied, with bitter emphasis, " that 
you are the most cold-hearted, unnatural, ungratelul woman 
1 ever yet beheld!" 

"Ungrateful, sir?" 

" Ungrateful." 

**No, Mr. Hargrave; I am not. For all the good you 
ever did me, or ever wished to do, I most sincerely thank 
you : for all the evil you have done me, and all you would 
have done, I pray God to pardon you, and make you of a 
better mind." 

Here the door was thrown open, and Messrs. Huntingdon 
and Hattersley appeared without. The latter remained in 
the hall, busy witn his ram-rod and his gu90(|b^eformer 
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walked in, and stood with his back to the fire, snrreying Mr. 
Hargrave and me, particularly the lormer, with a smile oi in- 
supportable meaning, accompanied as it was by the impu- 
dence oi* his brazen brow, and the sly, malicious^ twinkle of 
his eye. 

" Well, sir?" said Hargrave, interrogatively, and with the 
air of one prepared to stand on the defensive. 

" Well, sir," returned his host. 

*' We want to know if you're at liberty to join us in a go at 
the pheasants, Walter," interposed Hattersley from without, 
" Come ! there shall be nothing shot besides, except a puss 
or two ; I'll vouch for that." 

Walter did not answer, but walked to the window to collect 
his faculties. Arthur uttered a low whistle, and followed him 
with his eyes. A slight flush of anger rose to Hargrave's 
cheek ; but in a moment, he turned calmly round, and said 
carelessly 

** I came here to bid farewell to Mrs. Huntingdon, and tell 
her I must go to-morrow." 

" Humph 1 You're mighty sudden in your resolution. What 
takes you off so soon, may I ask ? " ^ 

" Business," returned he, repelling the other's incredulous 
sneer with a glance of scornful defiance. 

" Very good," was the reply ; and Harcrave walked away. 
Thereup«in, Mr. Huntingdon, gathering his coat laps under 
his arms, and setting his shoulder against the mantle-piece, 
turned to me, and, addressing me in a low voice, scarcely 
above his breath, poured forth a volley of the vilest and 
grossest abuse it was possible for the imagination to conceive 
or the tongue to utter. I did not attempt to interrupt him; 
but my spirit kindled within me, and when he had done, 
I replied, — 

" If your accusation were true, Mr. Huntingdon, how dare 
you blame me ? '* 

" She's hit it, by Jove ! " cried Hattersley, rearing his gun 
against the wall; and, stepping into the room, he took his 
precious friend by the arm, and attempted to drag him away. 
*' Come, my lad," he muttered ; " true or false, you've no 
right to blame her, you know — ^nor him either; after what 
you said last night. So come along." 

There was something implied here that I could not endure. 

"Dare you suspect me, Mr. Hattersley?" said I, almost 
beside myself with fury. 

" Nay, nay, I si spect nobody. It's all right — it's all right. ; 
So come along, H. ntingdon, you blackguard." 

"She can't deny it I" cried the gentleman thus addressed, 
grinning in mingled rage and triumph. ".SJig^^d^y it if 
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her life depended on it!" and muttering some more abusive 
language, he walked into the hall, and took up his hat and 
gun from the table. 

" I scorn to justify myself to you !" said I. " But you,'* 
turning to Hattersley, " If you presume to have any doubts 
on the subject, ask Mr. Hargrave." 

At this, they simultaneously burst into a rude laugh that 
made my whole frame tingle to the fingers' ends. 

"Where is he? I'll ask him myself!" said 1, advancing 
towards them. 

Suppressing a new burst of merriment, Hattersley pointed 
to the outer door. It was half open. His brother-in-law was 
standing on the front without. 

"Mr. Hargrave, will you please to step this way?" said I. 

He turned and looked at me in grave surprise. 

"Step this way, if you please !" I repeated, in so deter- 
mined a manner that he could not, or did not choose to resist 
its authority. Somewhat reluctantlv he ascended the steps 
and advanced a pace or two into the hall. 

"And tell those gentlemen," I continued — "these men, 
whether or not I yielded to your solicitations." 

" I don't understand you, Mrs. Huntingdon." 

" You do understand me, sir ; and I charge you upon your 
honour as a gentleman, (if you have any,) to answer truly. 
Did I, or did I not?" 

" No," muttered he, turning away. 

" Speak up, sir ; they can't hear you. Did I grant your 
request?" 

"You did not." 

" No, I'll be sworn she didn't," said Hattersley, " or he'd 
never look so black." 

" I'm willing to grant you the satisfaction of a gentleman, 
Huntingdon," said Mr. Hargrave, calmly addressing his host, 
but with a bitter sneer upon his countenance. 

"Go to the deuce!" replied the latter, with an impatient 
jerk of the head. Hargrave withdrew with a look of cold 
disdain, saying, — 

" You know where to find me, should you feel disposed to 
send a friend." 

Muttered oaths and curses were all the answer this intima» 
tion obtained. 

" Now Huntingdon, you see ! " said Hattersley, " clear as 
the day." 

" I don't care what he sees," said I, "or what he imagines ; 
but you, Mr. Hattersley, when you hear my name belied and 
slandered, will you defend it?" 

♦'I will." Digitized by <^OOgle 
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I instantly departed, and shut myself into the library 
What could possess me to make such a request of such a 
man ? I cannot tell, but drowning men catch at straws : they 
had driven me desperate between them ; I hardly knew what 
I said. There was no other to preserve my name from being 
blackened and aspersed among this nest of boon companions, 
and through them, perhaps, into the world ; and beside my 
abandoned wretch of a husband, the base, malignant Grimsby, 
and the false villain Hargrave, this boorish ruffian, coarse and 
brutal as he was, shone like a glow-worm in the dark, among 
its fellow worms. 

What a scene was this ! Could I ever have imagined that 
I should be doomed to bear such insults imder my own roof- 
to hear such things spoken in my presence — ^nay, spoken to me 
and of me — and by those who arrogated to themselves the 
name of gentlemen? And could 1 have imagined that I 
should have been able to endure it as calmly, and to repel 
their insults as firmly and as boldly as I had done ? A hardness 
such as this, is taught by rough experience and despair alone. 

Such thoughts as these chased one another through my 
mind, as I paced to and fro the room, and longed— oh, how I 
longed — ^to take my child and leave them now, without an 
hour's delay I But it could not be ; there was work before me 
— ^hard work, that must be done. 

" Then let me do it,'* said I, ** and lose not a moment in vain 
repinings, and idle chafings against my fate, and those who 
influence it." 

And conquering my agitation with a powerful effort, I im- 
mediately resumed my task, and laboured hard all day. 

Mr. Hargrave did depart on the morrow; and I have never 
seen him since. The others stayed on for two or three weeks 
longer ; but I kept aloof from them as much as possible, and 
still continued my labour, and have continued it, with almost 
unabated ardour, to the present day. I soon acquainted Ra- 
chel with my design, confiding all my motives and intentions 
to her ear, and, much to my agreeable surprise, found little 
difficulty in persuading her to enter into my views. She is a 
sober, cautious woman, but she so hates her master, and so 
loves her mistress and her nurslmg, that after several ejacula- 
tions, a few faint objections, and many tears and lamentations 
that I should be brought to such a pass, she applauded my 
resolution and consented to aid me with all her might — on one 
condition, only — ^that she might share my exile: otherwise, 
she was utterly inexorable, regarding it as perfect madness for 
me and Arthur to go alone. With touching generosity, she 
modestly offered to aid me with her little hoard of savings, 
hoping I would ** excuse her for the liberty, but really, if I 
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would do her the favour to accept it as a loan, she would be 
very happy." Ol course I could not think of such a thing ; 
— ^but now, thank Heaven, I have gathered a little hoard ot 
my own, and ray preparations are so far advanced, that I am 
looking forward to a speedy emancipation. Only let the 
stormy severity of this winter weather be somewhat abated, 
and then, some morning, Mr. Huntingdon will come down to 
a solitary breakfast-table, and perhaps be clamouring through 
the house for his invisible wife and child, when they are soij^e 
fifty miles on their way to the western world — or it may be 
more, for we shall leave him hours before the dawn, and it is 
not probable he will discover the loss of both, until the day 
is far advanced. 

I am fully alive to the evils that may and must result upon 
the st^p I am about to take ; but I never waver in my resolu- 
tion, because I never forget my son. It was only this morning 
— while I pursued my usual employment, he was sitting at 
my feet, quietly playing with the shreds of canvas I had 
thrown upon the carpet-^but his mind was otherwise occupied, 
for, in a while, he looked up wistfully in my face, and gravely 
asked, — 

"Mamma, why are you wicked?" 

" Who told you I was wicked, love ?" 

'" Rachel." 

*' No, Arthur, Rachel never said so, I am certain." 

"Well then, it was papa," replied he thoughtfully.' Then, 
after a reflective pause, he added, " At least, I'll tell you how 
it was I got to know : when I'm with papa, if I say manmia 
wants me, or mamma says Fm not to do something that he 
tells me to do — he always says, 'Mamma be damned,' — and 
Rachel says it's only wicked people that are damned. So 
mamma, that's why I think you must be wicked — and I wish 
you wouldn't." 

"My dear child, I am not. Those are bad words, and 
wicked people often say them of others better than themselves. 
Those words cannot make people be damned, nor show that 
they deserve it. God will judge us by our own thoughts and 
deeds, not by what others say about us. And when you hear 
such words spoken, Arthur, remember never to repeat them : 
it is wicked to say such things of others, not to have them said 
against you." 

"Then it's papa that's wicked," said he, ruefully. 

" Papa is wrong to say such things, and you will be very 
wrong to imitate him now that you know better. 

"What i3 imitate?" 

" To do as he does." 

" Docs he know better ? " ' , 
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•» Perhaps he does ; but that is nothing to yotl.** 

" If he doesn't, you ought to tell him, mamma.'* 

" I have told him." 

The little moralist paused and pondered. I tried in vain to 
divert his mind from the subject. 

" I'm sorry papa's wicked," said he mournfdlly, at length, 
** for I don*t want him to go to hell." And so saying he burst 
into tears. 

I consoled him with the hope that perhaps his papa would 

alter and become good before he died biit is it not time 

to deliver him from such a parent? 



CHAPTER XL. 

Janttary 10th, 1827.— While writing the Q,bove, yesterday 
evening, I sat in the drawing-room. Mr. Huntingdon was 

E resent, but, as I thought, asleep on the sofa behind me. He 
ad risen however, unknown to me, and, actuated by some 
base spirit of curiosity, been looking over my shoulder for I 
know not how long ; for when I had laid aside my pen, and 
was about to close the book, he suddenly placed his hand 
upon it, and saying — " With your leave, my dear. Til have a 
, look at this," forcibly wrested it from me, and, drawing a 
chair to the table, composedly sat down to examine it— 'turn- 
ing back leaf after leaf to find an explanation of what he had 
read. Unluckily for me, he was more sober that night than 
he usually is at such an hour. 

Of course I did not leave him to pursue this occupation in 
.quiet: I made several attempts to snatch the book from 
his hands, but he held it too firmly for that; I upbraided him 
in bitterness and scorn for his mean and dishonourable con- 
duct, but that had no effect upon him ; and, finally, I extin- 
guished both the candles, but he only wheeled round to the fire, 
and raising a blaze sufiicient for his purposes, calmly con- 
tinued the investigation. I had serious thoughts of getting a 
pitcher of water and extinguishing that light too ; but it was 
evident his curiosity was too keenly excited to be quenched 
by that, and the more I manifested my anxiety to bafiie his 
scrutiny, the greater would be his determination to persist in 
it — besides it was too late. 

" It seems very interesting, love," said he, lifting his head 
and turning to where I stood wringing my hands in silent 
rage and anguish ; ^^ but it's rather long ; T\\ look at it some 
other time ; — and meanwhile, I'll trouble you for your keys, 
my dear." 
"What keys?" , ^^.,,,^ 
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" The keys of your cabinet, desk, drawers, and whatever 
else you possess,*' said he, rising and holding out his hand. 

" I've not got them," I replied. The key of my desk, in 
fact, was, at that moment, in the lock, and the others were 
attached to it. 

^^ Then you must send for them," said he ; *' and if that old 
devil, Rachel, doesn't immediately deliver them up, she 
tramps hag and baggage to-morrow." 

" She doesn't know where they are," I answered, quietly 
placing my hand upon them, and taking them from the desk, 
as I thought, unobserved. "I know, but I shall not give 
them up without a reason." 

" And I know, too," said he, suddenly seizing my closed 
hand and rudely abstracting them from it. He then took 
up one of the candles and relighted it by thrusting it into the 
fire. 

" Now, then," sneered he, " we must have a confiscation 
of property. But, first, let us take a peep into the studio." 

And putting the keys into his pocket, he walked into the 
library. I followed, whether with the dim idea of preventing 
mischief, or only to know the worst, I can hardly tell. My 
painting materials were laid together on the comer table, 
ready for to-morrow's use, and only covered with a cloth. 
He soon spied them out, and putting down the candle, deli- 
berately proceeded to cast them into the fire — ^palette, paints, 
bladders, pencils, brushes, varnish — ^I saw them all consumed 
— ^the palette-knives snapped in two— -the oil and turpentine 
sent hissing and roaring up the chimney. He then rang the 
bell. 

^^ Benson, take those things away," said he, pointing to the 
easel, canvas, and stretcher ; ^^ and tell the housemaid she 
may kindle the fire with them: your mistress won't want 
them any more." 

Benson paused aghast and looked at me. 

^*- Take them away, Benson," said I ; and his master mut- 
tered an oath. 

"And this and all, sir?" said the astonished servant, re- 
ferring to the half-finished picture. 

" That and all," replied the master ; and the things were 
cleared away. 

Mr. Huntingdon then went up stairs. I did not attempt to 
follow him, but remained seated in the arm-chair, speechless, 
tearless, and almost motionless, till he returned about half %n 
hour after, and walking up to me, held the candle in my face 
and peered into my eyes with looks and laughter too insulting 
to be borne. With a sudden stroke of my hand, I dashed the 
candle to the fioor. 
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"Hal-lol" muttered he, startiDg back — "She's the very 
devil for spite 1 Did ever any mortal see such eyes ? — ^they 
shine in the dark like a cat's. Oh, you're a sweet one 1" — so 
saying, he gathered up the candle and the candlestick. The 
former being broken as well as extingubhed, he rang for 
another. 

"Benson, your mistress has broken the candle: bring 
another." 

" You expose yourself finely," observed I as the man de- 
parted. 

"I didn't say I'd broken it, did I?" returned he. He 
then threw my keys into my lap, saying, — " There ! you'll 
find nothing gone but your money, and the jewels — and a few 
little trifles I thought it advisable to take into my own pos- 
session, lest your mercantile spirit should be tempted to turn 
them into gold. I've left you a few sovereigns in your purse, 
which I expect to last you through the month — ^at all events, 
when you want more you will be so good as to give me an 
account of how that's spent. I shall put you upon a small 
monthly allowance, in future, for your own private expenses ; 
and you needn't trouble yourself any more about my con- 
cerns ; I shall look out for a steward, my dear ; I woii't ex- 
pose you to the temptation. And as for the household mat- 
ters, Mrs. Greaves must be very particular in keeping her 
accounts: we must go upon an entirely new plan " 

" What great discovery have you made now, Mr. Hunting- 
don ? Have I attempted to defraud you ?" , 

" Not in money matters, exactly, it seems, but it's best to 
keep out of the way of temptation." 

Here Benson entered with the candles, and there followed 
a brief interval of silence ; I sitting still in my chair, and he 
standing with his back to the fire, silently triumphing in my 
despair. 

" And so," said he at length, " you thought to disgrace me, 
did you, by running away and turning artist, and supporting 
yourself by the labour of your hands, forsooth ? And you 
thought to rob me of my son too, and bring him up to be a 
dirty Yankee tradesman, or a low, beggarly painter ?" 

" Yes, to obviate his becoming sucn a gentleman as his 
father." 

" It's well you couldn't keep your own secret — ha, ha I It's 
well these women must be blabbing — ^if they haven't a friend 
to talk to, they must whisper their secrets to the fishes, or 
write them on the sand, or something ; and it's well too I 
wasn't over full to-night, now I think of it, or I might 
have snoosed away and never dreamt of looking what my 
sweet lady was about— or I might have lacked^ the sense 
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or the power to carry my point like a man, as I hare 
done." 

Leaving him to his self-congratulations, I rose to secure 
my manuscript, for I now remembered it had been left upon 
the drawing-room table, and I determined, if possible, to 
save myself the humiliation of seeing it in his hands again. I 
could not bear the idea of his amusing himself over my 
secret thoughts and recollections ; though, to be sure, he 
would find little good of himself therein indited, except in 
the former part — and oh, I would sooner bum it all than he 
should read what I had written when I was such a fool as to 
love him ! 

"And by-the-bye," cried he as I was leaving the room, 
" you'd better tell that d— d old sneak of a nurse to keep out 
of my way for a day or two — Vd pay her her wages and send 
her packing to-morrow, but I know she'd do more mischief 
out of the house than in it." 

And as I departed, he went on cursing and abusing my 
faithful friend and servant with epithets I will not defile this 
paper with repeating. I went to her as soon as I had put 
away my book, and told her how our project was defeated. 
She was as much distressed and horrified as I was — and more 
so than I was that night, for I was partly stunned by the 
blow, and partly excited and supported against it by the bit- 
terness of my wrath But in the morning, when I woke 
without that cheering hope that had been my secret comfort 
and support so long, and all this day, when I have wandered 
about restless and objectless, shunning my husband, shrinking 
even from my child — knowing that I am unfit to be his 
teacher or companion, hoping nothing for his future life, and 
fervently wishing he had never been born — I felt the full 
extent of my calamity — and I feel it now. I know that day 
after day such feelings will return upon me : I am a slave — 
a prisoner — but that is nothing ; if it were myself alone, I 
would not complain, but I am forbidden to rescue my son 
from ruin, and what was once my only consolation, is be- 
come the crowning source of my despair. 

Have I no faith in God ? I try to look to him and raise my 
heart to Heaven, but it will cleave to the dust : I can only 
say — '' He hath hedged me about, that I cannot get out : he 
bath made my chain heavy. He hath filled me with bitter- 
ness, he hath made me drunken with wormwood : "—I forget 
to add — " But though he cause grief, yet will he have com- 
passion according to the multitude of his mercies. For he 
doth not afilict willingly nor grieve the children of men." I 
ought to think of this ; and if there be nothing but sorrow 
for me in this world, what is the longest life of misery to a 
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whole eternity of peace ? And for my little Arthixr<--^as lie 
no friend but me ? Who was it said, "It ia not the will ot 
your Father which is in Heaven that one of these little ones 
should perish?" 

CHAPTER XLI. 

Ma^ch 20th. — ^Having now got rid of Mr. Huntingdon for a 
season, my spirits begin to revive. He left me early in Fe- 
bruary ; and tbe moment he was gone, I breathed again, and 
felt my vital energy return ; not with the hope of escapet— he 
has taken care to leave me no visible chance of that — but with 
a determination to make the best of existing circumstances. 
Here was Arthur left to me at last ; and rousing from my de- 
spondent apathy, I exerted all my powers to eradicate the 
weeds that had been fostered in his infant mind, and sow 
affain the good seed they had rendered unproductive. Thank 
Heaven, it is not a barren or a stony soil ; if weeds spring fiEist 
there, so do better plants. His apprehensions are more quick, 
his heart more overflowing with affection than ever his father's 
could have been ; and it is no hopeless task to bend him to 
obedience and win him to love and know his own true friend, 
as long as there is no one to counteract my efforts. 

I had much trouble at first in breaking him of those evil 
habits his father had taught him to acquire, but already that 
difficulty is nearly vanquished now : bad langui^e seldom de- 
files his mouth, and I have succeeded in giving him an abso- 
lute disgust for all intoxicating liquors, which I hope not even 
his father or his father's friends will be able to overcome. He 
was inordinately fond of them for so young a creature, and, 
remembering my unfortunate father as well as his, I dreaded 
the consequences of such a taste. But if I had stinted him in 
his usual quantity of wine, or forbidden him to taste it alto- 
gether, that would only have increased his partiality for it, 
and made him regard it as a greater treat than ever. I there- 
fore gave him quite as much as his father was accustomed to 
allow him — as much, indeed, as he desired to have, but into 
every glass I surreptitiously introduced a small quantity of 
tartar-emetic — just enough to produce inevitable nausea and 
depression without positive sickness. Finding such disagree- 
able consequences invariably to result from this indulgence, 
he soon grew weary of it, but the more he shrank from the 
daily treat, the more I pressed it upon him, till his reluctance 
was strengthened to perfect abhorrence. When he was 
thoroughly disgusted with every kind of wine, I allowed him, 
at his own request, to try brandy^ and water, and then gin and 
water : for the little toper was familiar with them all, and I 
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was determined that all should be equally hateful to him^ 
This I have now efifected ; and since he declares that the taste, 
the smell, the sight of any one of them is sufficient to make 
him sick, I have given up teasing him about them, except now 
and then as objects of terror in cases of misbehaviour : ^^ Ar- 
thur, if you're not a good boy I shall give you a glass of wine," 
or " Now Arthur, if you say that again you shall have some 
brandy and water," is as good as any other threat ; and, once 
or twice, when he was sick, I have obliged the poor child to 
swallow a little wine and water without the tartar-emetic, by 
way of medicine ; and this practice I intend to continue for 
some time to come ; not that I think it of any real service in 
a physical sense, but because I am determined to enlist all the 
powers of association in my service : I wish this aversion to be 
so deeply grounded in his nature that nothing in after-life may 
be able to overcome it. 

Thus, I flatter myself I shall secure him from this one vice ; 
and for the rest, if on his father's return I find reason to ap- 
prehend that my good lessons will be all destroyed — ^if Mr. 
Huntiugdon commence again the game of teaching the child 
to hate and despise his mother and emulate his father's wicked- 
ness, I will yet deliver my son from his hands. I have de^ 
vised another scheme that might be resorted to in such a case, 
and if I could but obtain my brother's consent and assistance, 
I should not doubt of its success. The old hall where he and 
I were born, and where our mother died, is not now inhabited, 
nor yet quite sunk into decay, as I believe. Now if I could 
persuade him to have one or two rooms made habitable, and to 
let them to me as a stranger, 1 might live there, with my child, 
under an assumed name, and still support myself by my 
favourite art. He should lend me the money to begin with, 
and I would pay him back, and live in lowly independence 
and strict seclusion, for the house stands in a lonely place, and 
the neighbourhood is thinly inhabited, and he himself should 
negotiate the sale of my pictures for me. I have arranged 
the whole plan in my head ; and all I want, is to persuade 
Frederick to be of the same mind as myself. He is coming to 
see me soon, and then I will make the proposal to him, having 
first enlightened him upon my circumstances sufficiently to 
excuse the project. 

Already, I believe, he knows much more of my situation 
than I have told him. I can tell this by the air of tender 
sadness pervading his letters ; and by the fact of his so seldom 
mentioning my husband, and generally evincing a kind of 
covert bitterness when he does refer to nim ; as well as by the 
circumstance of his never coming to see me when Mr. Hunt- 
ingdon is at home. But he has never openly expressed any 
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disapprobation of him or sjrmpathy for me ; he has never 
asked any questions, or said anything to invite my confidence. 
Had he done so, I should probably have had but few con- 
cealments from him. Perhaps, he feels hurt at my reserve. 
He is a strange being — ^I wish we knew each other better. He 
used to spend a month at Staningley every year, before I was 
married ; but, since our father's death, I have only seen him 
once, when he came for a few days while Mr. Huntingdon was 
away. He shall stay many days this time, and there shall be 
more candour and cordiality between us than ever there was 
before, since our early childhood : my heart clings to him more 
than ever ; and my soul is sick of solitude. 

April 16th. — He is come and gone. He would not stay 
above a fortnight. The time passed quickly, but very, very 
happily, and it has done me good. I must have a bad dispo- 
sition, for my misfortunes have soured and embittered me ex- 
ceedingly: I was beginning insensibly to cherish very un- 
amiable feelings against my fellow mortals — ^the male part of 
them especially ; but it is a comfort to see there is at least one 
among them worthy to be trusted and esteemed ; and doubt- 
less there are more, though I have never known them — ^unless 
I except poor Lord Lowborough, and he was bad enough in 
his day ; but what would Frederick have been, if he had lived 
in the world, and mingled from his childhood with such men 
as these of my acquaintance ? and what will Arthur be, with 
all his natural sweetness of disposition, if I do not save him 
from that world and those companions ? I mentioned my fears 
to Frederick, and introduced the subject of my plan of rescue 
on the evening after his arrival, when I presented my little 
son to his uncle. 

" He is like you, Frederick," said I, " in some of his moods : 
I sometimes think he resembles you more than his father ; and 
I am glad of it." 

" You flatter me, Helen," replied he, stroking the child's 
soft, wavy locks. 

" No, — ^you will think it no compliment when I tell you I 
would rather have him to resemble Benson than his father." 

He slightly elevated his eyebrows, but said nothing, 

"Do you know what sort of man Mr. Huntingdon is?" 
said I. 

" 1 think I have an idea." 

" Have you so clear an idea that you can hear, without 
surprise or disapproval, that I meditate escaping with that 
child to some secret asylum where we can live in peace and 
never see him again ? " 

"Is it really so?" 

"K you have not," continued I, "I'll teU^^^l^lgething 
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more aboat him,^* — and I gave a sketch of his general eoii'^ 
duct, and a more particular account of his behaviour with 
regard to his child, and explained my apprehensions on the 
latter's account, and my determination to deliver him from 
his father^a in&uence. 

Frederick was exceedingly indignant against Mr. Huntings 
don, and very much grieved for me ; but still he looked upon 
my project as wild and impracticable ; he deemed my fears 
for Arthur disproportioned to the circumstances, and opposed 
60 many objections to my plan, and devised so many milder 
methods for ameliorating my condition, that I was obliged to 
enter into further details to convince him that my husband 
was utterly incorrigible, and that nothing could persuade him 
to give up his son, whatever became of me, he being as fully 
determmed the child should not leave him, as I was not to 
leave the child ; and that, in fact, nothing would answer but 
this, unless I fled the country, as I had intended before. To 
obviate that, he at length consented to have one wing of the 
old Hall put into a habitable condition, as a place of refuge 
against a time of need ; but hoped I would not take advan- 
tage of it, unless circumstances should render it really neces- 
sary, which I was ready enough to promise ; for though, for 
my own sake, such a hermitage appears like paradise itself, 
compared with my present situation, yet for my friends* sakes 
— ^for Milicent and Esther, my sisters in heart and affection, 
for the poor tenants of Grassdale, and above all for my aunt 
— I will stay if I possibly can. 

July 29th. — Mrs. Hargrave and her daughter are come 
back from London. Esther is full of her first season in town ; 
but she is still heart-whole and unengaged. Her mother 
sought out an excellent match for her, and even brought the 
gentleman to lay his heart and fortune at her feet; but 
Esther had the audacity to refuse the noble gifts. He was a 
man of good family and large possessions, but the naughty 
girl maintained he was old as Adam, ugly as sin, and hatehu 
as one who shall be nameless. 

*' But, indeed, I had a hard time of it," said she : " mamma 
was very greatly disappointed at the failure of her darling 

Eroject, and very, very angry at my obstinate resistance to 
er will, and is so still ; but I can't help it. And Walter, 
too, is so seriously displeased at my perversity and absurd 
caprice, as he calls it, that I fear he will never forgive me — 
I did not think he could be so unkind as he has lately shown 
himself But Milicent begged me not to yield, and I'm sure, 
Mrs. Huntingdon, if .you had seen the man they wanted to 
palm upon we, you would have advised me not to take him 
too," 
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" I should have done so whether I had seen him or not,'' 
said I. " It is enough that you dislike him." 

*• I knew you would say so ; though mamma affirmed you 
would be quite shocked at my undutiful conduct — ^you can't 
imagine how she lectures me — I am disobedient and un* 
grateful ; I am thwarting her wishes, wronging my brother, 
and making myself a burden on her hands — I sometimes fear 
shell overcome me after all. I have a strong will, but so has 
she, and when she says such bitter things, it provokes me to 
such a pass that I feel inclined to do as she bids me, and 
then break my heart and say, *• There, mamma, it^s all your 
fault!'" 

"Pray don't!" said T. "Obedience from such a motive 
would be positive wickedness, and certain to bring the pu- 
nishment it deserves. Stand firm, and your mamma will soon 
relinquish her persecution ; — and the gentleman himself will 
cease to pester you with his addresses if he finds them steadily 
rejected." 

" Oh, no ! mamma will weary all about her before she tires 
herself with her exertions ; and as for Mr. Oldfield, she has 
given him to understand that I have refused his ofier, not 
from any dislike of his person, but merely because I am giddy 
and young, and cannot at present reconcile myself to the 
thoughts of marriage under any circumstances : but, by next 
season, she has no doubt, I shall have more sense, and hopes 
my girlish fancies will be worn away. So she has brought 
me home, to school me into a proper sense of my duty, 
against the time comes round again — indeed, I believe she 
will not put herself to the expense of taking me up to London 
again, unless I surrender : she cannot afford to take me to 
town for pleasure and nonsense, she says, and it is not every 
rich gentleman that will consent to take me without a for- 
tune, whatever exalted ideas I may have of my own attrac- 
tions." 

" Well, Esther, I pity you ; but still, I repeat, stand firm. 
You might as well sell yourself to slavery at once, as marry 
a man you dislike. If vour mother and brother are unkind 
to you, you may leave them, but remember you are bound to 
your husband for life." 

" But I cannot leave them unless I get married, and I can- 
not get married if nobody sees me. I saw one or two gentle- 
men in London that I might have liked, but they were 
younger sons, and mamma would not let me get to know 
them — one especially, who I believe rather liked me, but she 
threw every possible obstacle in the way of our better ac- 
quaintance — wasn't it provoking ? " 

•* I have no doubt you would feel it so, bijt ^tjb^jossible 
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that if you married him, you might have more reason to 
regret it hereafter, than if you married Mr. Oldfield. When 
I tell you not to marry without love, I do not advise you 
to marry for love alone — there are many, many other 
things to he considered. Keep hoth heart and hand in 
your own possession, till you see good reason to part with 
them ; and if such an occasion should never present itself, 
comfort your mind with this reflection — that, though in 
single life your joys may not be very many, your sorrows, 
at least, will not be more than you can bear. Marriage may 
change your circumstances for the better, but, in my private 
opinion, it is far more likely to produce a contrary result." 

^* So thinks Milicent ; but allow me to say, I think other- 
wise. K I thought myself doomed to oldmaidenhood, I should 
cease to value my life. The thoughts of living on, year after 
year, at the Grove — a hanger-on upon mamma and Walter — 
a mere cumberer of the ground (now that I know in what 
light they would regard it), is perfectly intolerable — ^I would 
rather run away with the butler." 

" Your circiunstances are peculiar, I allow ; but have pati- 
ence, love ; do nothing rashly. Remember you are not yet 
nineteen, and many years are yet to pass before any one can set 
you down as an old maid : you cannot tell what Providence 
may have in store for you. And meantime, remember you 
have a right to the protection and support of your mother and 
brother, however they may seem to grudge it." 

^^ You are so grave, Mrs. Huntingdon," said Esther, after a 
pause. " When Milicent uttered the same discouraging sen- 
timents concerning marriage, I asked if she was happy : she 
said she was ; but I only half believed her ; and now I must 
put the same question to you." 

" It is a very impertinent question," laughed I, " from a 
young girl to a married woman so many years her senior — 
and I shall not answer it." 

" Pardon me, dear madam," said she, laughingly throwing 
herself into my arms, and kissing me with playful afl^ection ; 
but I felt a tear on my neck, as she dropped her head on my 
bosom and continued, with an odd mixture of sadness and 
levity, timidity and audacity, — " I know you are not so happy 
as I mean to be, for you spend half your life alone at Grass - 
dale, while Mr. Huntingdon goes about enjoying himself 
where and how he pleases — I shall expect my husband to 
have no pleasures but what he shares with me ; and if his 
greatest pleasure of all is not the enjoyment of my company 
— ^why — it will be the worse for him — ^that's all." 

" If such are your expectations of matrimony, Esther, you 
must, indeed, be careful whom you marry — or rather, you 
must avoid it altogether." d g t zed by <^oog le 
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CHAPTER XLII. 



September 1st. — "No Mr. Huntingdon yet. Perhaps he will 
stay among his friends till Christmas ; and then, next spring, 
he will be ofT again. If he continue this plan, I shall be able 
to stay at Grassdale well enough — that is, I shall be able to 
stay, and that is enough ; even an occasional bevy of friends 
at the shooting season may be borne, if Arthur get so firmly 
attached to me, so well established in good sense and prin- 
ciples before they come, that I shall be able, by reason and 
affection, to keep him pure from their contaminations. Vain 
hope, I fear ! but still, till such a time of trial comes, I will 
forbear to think of my quiet asylum in the beloved old Hall. 

Mr. and Mrs. Hattersley have been stajdng at the Grove a 
fortnight; and as Mr. Hargrave is still absent, and the 
weather was remarkably fine, I never passed a day without 
seeing my two friends, Milicent and Esther, either there 
or here. On one occasion, when Mr. Hattersley had driven 
them over to Grassdale in the phaeton, with little Helen and 
[Ralph, and we were all enjoying ourselves in the garden — I 
had a few minutes' conversation with that gentleman, while 
the ladies were amusing themselves with the children. 

"Do you want to hear anything of your husband, Mrs, 
Huntingdon?" said he. 

" No, unless you can tell me when to expect him home." 

"I can't. — ^You don't want him, do you?" said he, with a 
hroad grin. 

"No," 

" Well, I think you're better without him, sure enough— 
for my part, I'm downright weaiy of him. I told him I'd 
leave him if he didn't mend his manners — and he wouldn't ; 
so I left him — you see I'm a better man than you think me ; 
and, what's more, I have serious thoughts of washing my 
hands of him entirely, and the whole set of 'em, and com- 
porting myself from this day forward, with all decency and 
sobriety, as a Christian and the lather of a family should do. 
What do you think of that ? " 

" It is a resolution you ought to have formed long ago." 

" Well, I'm not thirty yet ; it isn't too late, is it V " 

"No ; it is never too late to reform, as long as you have 
the sense to desire it, and the strength to execute your 
purpose." 

" Well, to tell you the truth, I've thought of it often and 
often before, but he's such devilish good company is Huntings 
don, after all— you can't imagine what a jov^i^g^^Jf^ow he 



282 THE TENASTT 

is when lie^s not fairly drunk, only just primed or half seas 
over — we all have a bit of a liking for him at the bottom 
of our hearts, though we can't respect him." 

" But should you wish yourself to be like him ? " 

" No, I'd rather be like myself, bad a8 I am." 

"You can't continue as bad as you are without getting 
worse, and more brutalised every day — and therefore more 
like him." 

I coul4 not help smiling at the comical, half-angry, half- 
confounded look he put on at this rather unusual mode of 
address. 

" Never mipd my plain speaking," said I ; "it is from the 
best of motives. But, tell me, should you wish your sons to 
be like Mr. Huntingdon— or even like yourself?" 

" Hang it, no." 

" Should you wish your daughter to despise you — or, at 
least, to feel no vestige of reispect for you, and no affection but 
what is mingled with the bitterest regiet? " 

" Oh, no! I couldn't stand that." 

" And finally, should you wish your wife to be ready to 
sink into the earth when she hesirs you mentioned; and 
to loathe the very sound of your voice, and shudder at your 
approach ? " 

"She never will; she likes me all the same, whatever 
I dp." 

" Impossible, Mr. Hattersley ! you mistake her quiet sub- 
mission for aflfection." 

" Fire and fury — -•" 

" Now, don't burst into a tempest at that — I don't mean to 
say she does not love you — she does, I know, a great deal 
better than you deserve ; but I am quite sure, that if you be- 
have better, she will love you more, and if you behave worse, 
she will love you less and less, till all is lost in fear, aversion, 
and bitterness of soul, if not in secret hatred and contempt. 
But, dropping the subject of affection, should you wish to be 
the tyrant of her lilie — to take away all the sunshine from her 
existence, and make her thoroughly miserable ? " 

" Of course not; and I don't, and I'm not going ta" 

" You have done more towards it than you suppose." 

" Pooh, pooh I she's not the susceptible, anxious, worriting 
creature you im,agine : she's a little meek, peaceable, affec- 
tionate body ; apt to be rather sulky at times, but quiet and 
cool in the main, and ready to take things as ihey come.'' 

" Think of what she was five years ago, when you married, 
her, and what she is now." 

" I know — she was a little plump lassie then, with a pretty 
pink ^4 white fa^ ; npw sh§'s a poorUttle bit of a creat\]re, 
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fading and melting away like a snow-wreath — ^but hang it ! — 
that's not my fanlt." 

" What is the cause of it then ? Not years, for she's only 
fire and twenty." 

" It's her own delicate health, and— confound it, madam I 
what would you make of me? — and the children, to be sure, 
tiiat worry her to death between them." 

" No, Mr. Hattersley, the children give her more pleasure 
than pain : they are fine, well-dispositioned children '* 

" I know they are — bless them !" 

" Then why lay the blame on them ? — I'll tell you what it 
is : it's silent fretting and constant anxiety on your account, 
mingled, I suspect, with something of bodily fear on her 
own. When you behave well, she can only rejoice with 
trembling ; she has no security, no confidence in your judg- 
ment or principles ; but is continually dreading the close of 
such short-lived felicity ; when you behave ill, her causes of 
terror and misery are more than any one can tell but herself. 
In patient endurance of evil, she forgets it is our duty to ad- 
monish our neighbours of their transgressions. Since you 
will mistake her silence for indiff'erence, come with me, and 
ril show you one or two of her letters — no breach of confi- 
dence, I hope, since you are her other half." 

He followed me into the library. I sought out and put 
into his hands two of Milicent's letters ; one dated from Lon- 
don, and written during one of his wildest seasons of reck- 
less dissipation; the other in the country during a lucid 
interval. The former was full of trouble and anguish ; not 
accusing him, but deeply regretting his connection with his 
profligate companions, abusing Mr. Grimsby and others, in- 
sinuating bitter things against Mr. Huntingdon, and most 
ingeniously throwing the blame of her husband's misconduct 
on to other men's shoulders. The latter was full of hope and 
joy, yet with a trembling consciousness that this happiness 
would not last ; praising nis goodness to the skies, but with 
an evident, though but half-expressed wish, that it were based 
on a surer foundation than the natural impulses of the heart, 
and a half-prophetic dread of the fall of that house so founded 
on the sand, — which fall had shortly after taken place, as 
Hattersley must have been conscious while he read. 

Almost at the commencement of the first letter I had the 
unexpected pleasure of seeing him blush ; but he immediately 
turned his back to me, and finished the perusal at the window. 
At the second, I saw him, once or twice, raise his hand, and 
hurriedly pass it across his face. Could it be to dash away a 
tear? When he had done, there was an interval spent in 
clearing his throat, and staring out of the windo^^ml^hcn, 
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after whistling a few bars of a fayourite air, he turned rotmdf 
gave me back the letters, and silently shook me by the hand. 

^' IVe been a cursed rascal, Grod knows,^' said he, as he 
gave it a hearty squeeze, " but you see if I don't make amends 
tor it— d— n me if I don't !" 

*' Don't curse yourself, Mr. Hattersley; if God had heard 
half your invocations of that kind, you would have been in 
hell long before now — and you cannot make amends for the 
past by doing your duty for the future, inasmuch as your 
duty is only what you owe to your Maker, and you cannot do 
more than fulfil it — another must make amends for your past 
delinquencies. If you intend to reform, invoke God's bless- 
ing, his mercy, and his aid ; not his curse." 

" God help me, then — ^for I'm sure I need it — ^Where's 
Milicent?" 

'* She's there, just coming in with her sister.*^ 

He stepped out at the glass door, and went to meet them^ 
I followed at a little distance. Somewhat to his wife's 
astonishment, he lifted her off from the ground, and saluted 
lier with a hearty kiss and a strong embrace ; then, placing 
his two hands on her shoulders, he gave her, I suppose, a 
sketch of the great things he meant to do, for she suddenly 
threw her arms round him, and burst into tears, exclaim- 
ing,— 

" Do, do, Ralph — ^we shall be so happy I How very, very 
good you are I" 

" Nay, not I," said he, turning her round, and pushing her 
towards me. " Thank her ; it's her doing." 

Milicent flew to thank me, overflowing with gratitude. I 
disclaimed all title to it, telling her her husband was predis- 
posed to amendment before I added my mite of exhortation 
and encouragement, and that I had only done what she 
might — and ought to — ^have done herself. 
» " Oh, no !" cried she, " I couldn't have influenced him, 
I'm sure, by anything that I could have said. I should only 
have bothered him by my clumsy efforts at persuasion, if I 
had made the attempt." 

" You never tried me, Milly," said he. 

Shortly after, they took their leave. They are now gone 
on a visit to Hattersley's father. After that, they will repair 
to their country home. I hope his good resolutions will not 
fall through, and poor Milicent will not be again disappointed. 
Her last Tetter was full ot present bliss, and pleasing antici- 
pations for the future ; but no particular temptation has yet 
occurred to put his virtue to the test. Henceforth, however, 
she will doubtless be somewhat less timid and reserved, and 
he more kind and thoughtful.— -Surdy, then, her Iwpes are 
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not anfonnded ; and I have one bri^bt spot, at least, whereon 
to rest my thoughts. 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

October 10th. — ^Mr. Huntingdon returned about three weeks 
ago. His appearance, his demeanour and conyersation, and 
my feelings with regard to him, I shall not trouble myself to 
describe. The day after his arrival, however, he surprised 
me by the announcement of an intention to procure a gover- 
ness for little Arthur : I told him it was quite unnecessary, 
not to say ridiculous, at the present season : I thought I was 
fully competent to the task of teaching him myself— for some 
years to come, at least : the child^s education was the only 
pleasure and business of my life ; and since he had deprived 
me of every other occupation, he might surely leave me that. 

He said I was not fit to teach children, or to be with them : 
I had already reduced the boy to little better than an auto> 
maton, I had broken his fine spirit with my rigid severity ; 
and I should freeze all the sunshine out of his heart, and 
make him as gloomy an ascetic as myself, if I had the 
handling of him much longer. And poor Kachel, too, came 
in for her share of abuse, as usual ; he cannot endure Kachel, 
because he knows she has a proper appreciation of him. 

I calmly defended our several qualifications as nurse and 
governess, and still resisted the proposed addition to our 
family ; but he cut me short by saying, it was no use bothei*- 
ing about the matter, for he had engaged a governess already, 
and she was coming next week ; so that all I had to do was 
to get things ready for her reception. This was a rather 
startling piece of intelligence. I ventured to inquire her 
name and address, by whom she had been recommended, 
or how he had been led to make choice of her. 

" She is a very estimable, pious young person," said he ; 
*' you needn't be afraid. Her name is Myers, I believe ; and 
she was recommended to me by a respectable old dowager — 
a ladv of high repute in the religious world. I have not 
seen her myself, and therefore cannot give you a particular 
account of her person and conversation, and so forth ; but, 
if the old lady's eulogies are correct, you will find her to 
possess all desirable qualifications for her position — an inor- 
dinate love of children among the rest." 

All this was gravely and quietly spoken, but there was a 
laughing demon in his half- averted eye that boded no good I 

imagined. However I thought of my asylum in shire, 

and made no further objections. . ^^^^ ^^^ ^y boogie 
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When Miss Myers arrived, I was not prepared to give 
her a very cordial reception. Her appearance was not 
particularly calculated to produce a favourable impression 
at first sight, nor did her manners and subsequent conduct, 
in any degree, remove the prejudice I had already conceived 
against her. Her attainments were limited, her intellect 
noways above mediocrity. She had a fine voice, and could 
sing like a nightingale, and accompany herself sufficiently 
well on the piano ; but these were her only accomplishments. 
There was a look of guile and subtlety in her face, a sound 
of it in her voice. She seemed afraid of me, and would start 
if I suddenly approached her. In her behaviour, she was 
respectful and complaisant, even to servility: she attempted 
to flatter and fawn upon me at first, but I soon checked that. 
Her Ibndness for her little pupil was overstrained, and I 
was obliged to remonstrate with her on the subject of over- 
indulgence and injudicious praise ; but she could not gain his 
heart. Her piety consisted in an occasional heaving of sighs, 
and upliftirtg of eyes to the ceiling, and the utterance of a few 
cant phrases. She told me she was a clergyman's daughter, 
and had been left an orphan from her childhood, but had 
had the good fortune to obtain a situation in a very pious 
family ; and then she spoke so gratefully of the kindness 
she had experienced from its different mertibers, that I 
reproached myself for my uncharitable thoughts and un- 
friendly conduct, and relented for a time — but not for long ; 
my causes of dislike were too rational, my suspicions too well 
founded for that ; and I knew it was my duty to watch 
and scrutinise till those suspicions were either satisfactorily 
removed or confirmed. 

I asked the name and residence of the kind and pious 
family. She mentioned a common name, and an unknown 
and distant place of abode, but told me they were now on 
the Continent, and their present address was unknown to 
her. I never saw her speak much to Mr. Huntingdon ; but 
he would frequently look into the school-room to see how 
little Arthur got on with his new companion, when I was 
not there. In the evening, she sat with us in the drawing- 
room, and would sing and play to amuse him — or us, as she 
pretended — and was very attentive to his wants, and watchful 
to anticipate them, though she only talked to me — indeed, he 
was seldom in a condition to be talked to. Had she been 
other than she was, I should have felt her presence a great 
relief to come between us thus, except, indeed, that I should 
have been thoroughly ashamed for any decent person to see 
him as he often was. 

I did not mention my suspicions to Rachel :bnt she, 
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having sojourned for half a century in this lan4 of sin and 
sorrow, has learned to be suspicious herself. She told me 
from the first she was " down of that new governess," and I 
soon found she watched her quite as narrowly as I did ; and I 
was glad of it, for I longed to know the truth ; the atmosphere 
of Grassdale seemed to stifle me, and I could only live by 
thinking of Wildf^U HaU. 

At last, one morning, she entered mv chamber with such 
intelligence that my resolution was taken before she had 
ceased to speak. \Vliile she dressed me I explained to her 
my intentions and what assistance I should require from her, 
and told her which of my things she was to pack up, and what 
ghe was to leave behind for herself, as I had no other means of 
recompensing her for this sudden dismissal after her long and 
faithful service — a circumstance I most deeply regretted, but 
could not avoid. 

" And what will you do, Rachel?" said I; " will you go 
home, or seek another place ? " 

" I have no home, ma'am, but with you," she replied ; " and 
if I leave you I'll never go into place again as long as X 
live." 

" But I can't afford to live like a lady, now," returned 
I : " I must be my own maid and my chilas nurse." 

" What signifies !" replied she in some excitement. " You'll 
wan't somebody to clean and wash, and cook, won't you ? I 
can dp all that ; and never mind the wages— rl've my bits o' 
savings yet, and if you wouldn't take me I should have to 
find my own board and lodging out of 'em somewhere, or else 
work among strangers — and it's what I'm not used to — so you 
can please yourself, ma'am." Her voice quavered as she spoke, 
and the tears stood in her eves. 

" I should like it above all things, Rachel, and I'd give you 
such wages as 1 could afford — such as 1 should give to any 
servant-of-all-work I mi^ht employ; but don't you see I 
should be dragging you down with me when you have done 
nothing to deserve it?" 

" Oh, fiddle ! " ejaculated she. 

" And, besides, my future way of living will be so widely 
different to the past — so different to all you have been accus- 
tomed to " 

" Do you think, ma'am, I can't bear what my missis can? 
surely I'm not so proud and so dainty as that comes to — and 
my little master, too, God bless him ? " 

*' But I'm young, Rachel ; 1 shan't mind it ; and Arthur is 
young too — it will be nothing to him." 

" Nor me either : I'm not so old but what I can stand hard 
fare and hard work, if it's only to help and comfort theip as I've 
loved like my own bairns — for all I'm I^Oe^^^dLtobide the 
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thoughts o* leaving 'em in trouble and danger, and going 
amongst strangers myself." 

" Then you shan't, Rachel !" cried I, embracing my faithfiil 
friend. " We'll all go together, and you shall see how the 
new lifo suits you." 

'^ Bless you, honey I" cried she, affectionately returning my 
embrace. " Only let us get shut of this wicked house, and 
we'll do right enough, you'll see." 

^^So think 1," was my answer; and so that point was 
settled. 

By that morning's post, I dispatched a few hasty lines to 
Freaerick, beseeching him to prepare my asylum for my im- 
mediate reception — ^for I should probably come to claim it 
within a day after the receipt of that note, — and telling him, 
in few words, the cause of my sudden resolution. I then 
wrote three letters of adieu : the first to Esther Hargrave, in 
which I told her that I found it impossible to stay any longer 
at Grassdale, or to leave my son under his father's protec- 
tion ; and, as it was of the last importance that our future 
abode should be unknown to him and his acquaintance, I 
should disclose it to no one but my brother, through the 
medium of whom I hoped still to correspond with my friends. 
I then gave her his address, exhorted her to write frequently, 
reiterated some of my former admonitions regarding her own 
concerns, and. bade her a fond farewell. 

The second was to Milicent; much to the same effect, but 
a little more confidential, as befitted our longer intimacy, and 
her greater experience and better acquaintance with my cir- 
cumstances. 

The third was to my aunt — a much more difficult and pain- 
ful undertaking, and therefore I had left; it to the last ; but I 
must give her some explanation of that extraordinary step I 
had taken, — and that quickly, for she and my uncle woxild no 
doubt hear of it within a day or two after my disappearance, 
as it was probable that !Mr. Huntingdon would speedily apply 
to them to know what was become of me. At last, however, 
I told her I was sensible of my error : I did not complain of 
its punishment, and I was sorry to trouble my friends with 
its consequences ; but in duty to my son, I must submit no 
longer ; it was absolutely necessary that he should be delivered 
from his father's corrupting influence. I should not disclose 
my place of refuge even to her, in order that she and my 
uncle might be able, with truth, to deny all knowledge con- 
cerning it ; but any communications addressed to me under 
cover to my brother would be certain to reach me. I hoped 
she and my uncle would pardon the step I had taken, for if 
they knew all, I was sure they would not blame me ; and I 
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trusted they would not afflict themselyes on my account, for 
if I could only reach my retreat in safety and keep it unmo- 
lested, I should be yery happy, but for the thoughts of them ; 
and should be quite contented to spend my life in obscurity, 
deyoting myself to the training up of my child, and teaching 
him to ayoid the errors of both his parents. 

These things were done yesterday : I haye giyen two whole 
days to the preparation for our departure, that Frederick may 
haye more time to prepare the rooms, and Bachel to pack up 
the things — ^for the latter task must be done with the utmost 
caution and secresy, and there is no one but me to assist her : 
I can help to get the articles together, but I do not understand 
the art of stowing them into the boxes, so as to take up the 
smallest possible space ; and there are her own things to do, 
as well as mine and Arthur^s. I can ill afford to leaye any- 
^ing behind, since I haye no money, except a few guineas in 
my purse ; — and besides, as Rachel obseryed, whateyer I left 
would most likely become the property of Miss Myers, and I 
should not relish that. 

But what trouble I haye had throughout these two days 
struggling to appear calm and collected — ^to meet him and her 
as usual, when I was oblieed to meet them, and forcing my- 
self to leaye my little Artnur in her hands for hours together I 
But I trust these trials are oyer now : I haye laid him in my 
bed for better security, and neyer more, I trust, shall his in- 
nocent lips be defilea by their contaminating kisses, or his 
young ears polluted by their words. But shtSl we escape in 
safety ? Oh, that the morning were come, and we were on our 
way at least I This eyening, when I had giyen Rachel all the 
assistance I could, and had nothing left me but to wait, and 
wish and tremble, I became so greatly agitated, that I knew 
not what to do. I went down to dinner, but I could not force 
myself to eat. Mr. Huntingdon remarked the circumstance. 

" What's to do with you now?" said he, when the remoyal 
of the second course gaye him time to look about him. 

" I am not well," I replied : " I think I must lie down a 
little — you won't miss me much ?" 

" Not the least ; if you leaye your chair, it'll do just a? 
well — ^better a trifle," he muttered, as I left the room, " for I 
can fancy somebody else fills it." 

" Somebody else may fill it to-morrow," I thought — ^but did 
not say. " There ! IVe seen the last of you, I hope," I mut- 
tered as I closed the door upon him. 

Rachel urged me to seek repose, at once, to recruit my 
strength for to-morrow's journey, as we must be gone before 
the dawn, but in my present state of neryous excitement that 
was entirely out of the question. It ^^Sq^^J^^Hs^^MiPI ^® 
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question to sit, or wonder about mv TO(Hn, eoimting the hours 
and the minutes oetween me and the appointed time of action, 
fltrainins my ears and trembling at eyery sound lest some one 
should discover and betray us mer all. I took up a book and 
tried to read. My eyes wandered over the pages, but it was 
impossible to bind my thoughts to their contents. Why not 
have recourse to the old eixpedient, and add this last event to 
my chronicle ? I opened its |)i^es once more, and wrote the 
above account — with difficulty, at first, but gradually my mind 
became more calm and steady. Thus several hours have past 
away : the time is drawing near ; — and now my eyes feel heavy, 
and my frame exhausted : I will commend my cause to God, 
and then lie down and gain an hour or two of sleep ; and 
then!— 

Little Arthur sleeps soundly. All the house is still : there 
can be no one watching. The boxes were all corded by Ben- 
son, and quietly conveyed down the back Btairs alter dusk, 

and sent away in a cart to the M coach-office. The name 

upon the cards was Mrs. Graham, which appellation I mean 
henceforth to adopt. My mother's maiden name was Graham, 
and therefore I fancy I have some claim to it, and prefo it to 
any other, except my own, which I dare not resume. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

OcTOBsat 24th. — ^Tfaank Heaven, I am ftee and safe at last! 
— ^Earl^ we rose, swiftly and quietly dressed, slowly and 
stealthily descended to the hall, where Benson stood ready 
with a light to open the door and fasten it after us. We were 
obliged to let one man into our secret on account of the boxes, 
Ike. All the servants were but too well acquainted with their 
master's conduct, and eitiier Benson or John would have been 
willing to serve me, but as the former was more staid and 
elderly, and a crony of Rachel's besides, I of course directed 
her to make choice of him as her assistant and confidant on 
th^ occasion, as far as. necessity demanded. I only h(^ he 
may not be brought into trouble thereby, and only wish I 
could reward him for the perilous service he was so ready to 
undertake. I slipped two guineas into his hand, by way of 
remembrance, as he stood in the door- way, holding the candle 
to light our dep^ure, with a tear in his honest grey eye and 
a host of good wishes depicted on his solemn countenance. 
Alas ! I could offer no more : I had barely sufficient remain- 
ing for the probable expenses of the journey. 
. What trembling joy it Was when the littie wicket closed be- 
hind us, as we issued from the park 1 Then, for on^ , momenti 
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I panMd, to inliale one draught of that cool, bracing air^'an^ 
yenture one look back npon the house. Afi was dark and 
still ; no light glimmered in the windows ; no wreath of smoke 
obscu^d the stars that sparkled above it iq the frosty sky. 
As I bade farewell for ever to that place, the scene of so much 
guilt ai\d misery, I felt glad that I nad not left it before, for 
now there was no doubt about the propriety of such a step— r 
no shadow of remorse for him I lefb behind : there was 
nothing to disturb my joy but the fear of detection; and 
every step removed us further from the chance of that. 

We had lefi Grassdale many miles behind us before the 
round, red sun arose to welcome our deliverance, and if any 
inhabitant of its vicinity had chanced to see us then, as we 
bowled along on the top of the coach, I scarcely think they 
would have suspected our identity. As I intend to be taken 
for a widow I thought it advisable to enter my new abode in 
mourning : I was there^re attired in a plain black silk ^ess 
and mantle, a black veil {which I kept carefully over my face 
for the first twenty or thirty miles of the journey), and a black 
silk bonnet, which I had been constrained to borrow of Rachel 
for want of such an article myself^t was not in the newest 
fashion, of course ; but none the worse for that, under present 
drouinstances. Arthur was dad in his plainest clothes, and 
wrapped in a coarse woollen shawl ; and Rachel was mufBed 
in a grey cloak and hood that had seen better days, and gave 
her more the appearance of an ordinary though decent old 
woman, than of a lady^s maid 

Oh, what delight it was to be thus seated aloft, rumbling 
along the broad, sui^shiny road, with the fresh morning 
l^reeze in my face, surrounded by an unknown country aU 
spilling — cheerfully, gloriously smiling in the yellow lustre 
of those early beams, — with my darling child in« my arms, 
almost as happy as myself and my faithml friend beside me ; 
a prison and despair behind me, receding further, further back 
at every clatter of the horses' feet, — and liberty and hope 
before 1 I could hardly refrain from praising God aloud for 
my deliverance, or astonishing my fellow passengers by some 
surprising outburst of hilarity. 

But the journey was a very long one, and we wer^ all 
weary enough before the close of it. It was far into the 

night when we reached the town of L , and still we were 

seven miles from our journey's end ; and there was no more 
coaching— nor any conveyance to be had, except a common 
cart — and that with the greatest difficulty, for half the town 
was in bed. And a dreary ride we had of it that last stage of 
the journey, cold and weary as we were ; sitting on our boxes, 
with nothing to ding to, nothing to lean against, slowly 
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dragged and cniell}^ shaken oyer the rough, hilly roads. Bat 
Arthur was asleep in Rachel's lap, and hetween us we ma- 
naged pretty well to shield him from the cold night air. 

At last we began to ascend a terribly steep and stony lane 
which, in spite of the darkness, Rachel said she remembered 
well : die had often walked there with me in her arms, and 
little thought to come again so many years after, under such 
circumstances as the present. Arthur being now awakened 
by the jolting and the stoppages, we all ^t out and walked. 
We had not mr to go ; but what if Fredenck should not haye 
receiyed my letter? or if he should not haye had time to pre- 
pare the rooms for our reception ; and we should find them 
all dark, damp, and comfortless ; destitute of food, fire, and 
fiuniture, after all our toil ? 

At length the grim, dark pile appeared before us. The lane 
conducted us round by the back way. We entered the deso- 
late court, and in breathless anxiety suryeyed the ruinous 
mass. Was it all blackness and desolation ? "No ; one faint 
red glimmer cheered us from a window where the lattice was 
in good repair. The door was fastened, but after due knock- 
ing and waiting, and some parleying with a yoice from an 
upper window, we were admitted, by an old woman who had 
been commissioned to air and keep the house till our arriyal, 
into a tolerably snu^ little apartment, formerly the scullery 
of the mansion, which Frederick had now ntted up as a 
kitchen. Here she procured us a light, roused tiie fire to a 
cheerful blaze, and soon prepared a simple repast for our 
refreshment ; while we disencumbered ourselyes of our tra- 
yelling gear, and took a hasty suryey of our new abode. 
Besides the kitchen there were two bed-rooms, a good sized 
parlour, and another smaller one, which I destined for my 
studio, all well aired and seemingly in good repair, but only 
partly ftimished with a few old articles, chiefly of ponderous 
black oak — ^the yeritable ones that had been there before, and 
which had been kept as antiquarian relics in my brother's 
present residence, and now, in all haste, transported back again. 

The old woman brought my supper and Arthur's into the 
parlour, and told me, with all due formality, that ^^ The mas- 
ter desired his compliments to Mrs. Graham, and he had pre- 
pared the rooms as well as he could upon so short a notice, 
but he would do himself the pleasure of calling upon her to- 
morrow, to receiye her frirther commands.'* 

I was glad to ascend the stem-looking stone staircase, and 
lie down in the gloomy old-fashioned bed, beside my little 
Arthur. He was asleep in a minute ; but, weary as I was, 
my excited feelings and restless cogitations kept me awake till 
dawn began to struggle with the darkness: ^.jleep was 
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sweet and refreshing when it came, and the waking was de- 
lightful beyond expression. It was little Arthur that roused 
me, with his gentle kisses: — He was here, then — safely 
clasped in my arms, and many leagues away from his un- 
worthy father I Broad daylight illumined the apartment, for 
the sun was high in heayen, though obscured by rolling 
masses of autumnal vapour. 

The scene, indeed, was not remarkably cheerful in itself^ 
either within or without. The large bare room, with its grim 
old furniture, the narrow, latticed windows, revealing the 
dull, grey sky above and the desolate wilderness below, where 
the dark stone walls and iron gate, the rank growth of grass 
and weeds, and the hardy evergreens of pretematurtd forms, 
alone remained to tell that there had been once a garden,— 
and the bleak and barren fields beyond might have struck me 
as gloomy enough at another time, but now, each separate 
object seemed to echo back my own exhilarating sense of hope 
and freedom : indefinite dreams of the far past and bright an- 
ticipations of the future seemed to greet me at every turn. I 
should rejoice with more security, to be sure, had the broad 
sea rolled between my present and my former homes, but 
surely in this lonely spot I might remain unknown; and then, 
I had my brother here to cheer my solitude with his occa- 
sional visits. 

He came that morning ; and I have had several interviews 
with him since ; but he is obliged to be very cautious when 
and how he comes ; not even his servants or his best friends 
must know of his visits to Wildfell— except on such occa- 
sions as a landlord might be expected to call upon a stranger 
tenant — ^lest suspicion should be excited against me, whether 
of the truth or of some slanderous falsehood. 

I have now been here nearly a fortnight, and, but for one 
disturbing care, the haunting dread of discovery, I am com- 
fortably settled in my new home t Frederick has supplied me 
with all requisite fiimiture and painting materials : Rachel has 
sold most of my clothes for me, in a distant town, and pro- 
cured me a wardrobe more suitable to my present position : 
I have a second-hand piano, and a tolerably well-stocked 
book-case in my parlour ; and my other room has assumed 
quite a professions, business-like appearance already. I am 
working hard to repay my brother for all his expenses on my 
account ; not that tnere is the slightest necessity for anything 
of the kind, but it pleases me to do so : I shall have so much 
more pleasure in my labour, my earnings, my frugal fare, and 
household economy, when I know that I am paymg my way 
honestly, and that what little I possess is legitimately all my 
own ; and that no one sufifers for my folly— -in a pecuniary 
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wi^ at Idftst. I fiball mftke hhn take the last penny I &we Mm, 
if I can possibly effect it without offending bun too deeply. 1 
have a few pictures already done, for I told Rachel to pack 
up all I had ; and she executed her commission but too ^ell, 
for lemons the rest, she put up a portrait of Mr. Huntingdon 
that I had painted in the first year of my marriaae. It struck 
me with dismay, at the moment, when 1 took it from the box 
and beheld those eyes fixed upon me in their mockine mirth, 
as if exulting, still, in his power to control my £te, and 
deriding my efforts to escape. 

How widely different had been my fi^elings in paintinff that 
portrait to what they now were in lookinff upon it ! Bow I 
had studied and toiled to produce something, as I thought, 
worthy of the original I what mingled pleasure and dissatis- 
faction I had had in the result of my labours I — ^pleasure for 
the likeness I had caught ; dissatisfaction, because | had not 
made it handsome enough. Now, I see no beauty in it — 
nothing pleasing in any part of its expression ; and yet it is 
far handsomer and far more agreeable— -far less repulsive I 
should rather say — than he is now ; for these six yearg have 
wrought almost as great a change upon himself as on my 
feelings regarding him. The $rame, however, is handsome 
enough ; it will serve for another painting. The picture itself 
I have not destroyed, as I had first intended ; I have put it 
aside ; not, I think, from any lurking tenderness for the me- 
mory of past affection, nor yet to remind me of my former 
folly, but chiefly that I may compare my son^ features and 
countenance with this, as he grows up, and thus be enabled 
to judge how much or how little he resembles his &ther — ^if 
I may be allowed to keep him with me still, and never to be- 
hold that fother^s face again — a blessing I hardly dare reckon 
upon. 

It seems Mr. Huntingdon is making every exertion to dis- 
cover the place of my retreat. He has been in person to 
Btaningley, seeking redress for his grievances— expecting' to 
hear of his victims, if not to find them there — and has told so 
many lies, and with such unblushing coolness, that my uncle 
more than half believes him, and strongly advocates my going 
back to him and being friends again ; but my aunt knows 
better : she is too cool and cautious, and too well acquainted 
with both my husband^s character and my own to be imposed 
upon by any specious falsehoods the former could invent. 
But he does not want me back ; he wants my child ; and 
gives my friends to understand that if I prefer living apart 
from him, he will indulge the whim and let me do so im- 
molested, and even settle a reasonable allowance on npie, pro- 
vided I will immediately deliver up his son. But, Hean^a 
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help me 1 I am not going to sell my child for gold, though it 
were to ssTe both him and me liom starving : it Would be 
better that he should die with me, than that he should lire* 
With his father. 

Frederick showed me a letter he had received from th&t 
gentleman, full of cool impudence such as would astonish aAj 
one who did not know him, but such as, I am convinced, nOUe 
would know better how to answer than my brother. He j§^ve 
me no account of his reply, except to tell me that he had not 
acknowledged his acquaintance with my place of reftige, but 
rather left it to be inferred that it was quite unknown to him, 
by saying it was useless to apply to him, or any other of my 
tislations, for information on the subject, as it appeared I had 
been driven to such extremity, that I had concealed my 
retreat even from my best friends ; but that if he had knbwn 
it. Or should at any time be made aware of it, most certtiinly 
Mr. Huntingdon would be the last person to whom he should 
communicate the intelligence ; and that he need not trouble 
himself to bargain for the child, for he (Frederick) fancied he 
knew enough of his sister to enable him to declare, that 
wherever she might be, or however situated, no considera* 
tion would induce her to deliver him up. 

60th. — ^Aias ( my kind neighbours will not let me alone. 
By some means they have ferreted me out, and I have had to 
sustain visits from three difierent families, all more or less 
bent upon discovering who tod what I am, whence I came, 
and why I have chosen such a home as this. Their society 
is unnecessary to me, to say the least, and their curiosity 
annoys and alarms me : if I gratify it, it mav lead to the ruin 
of my son, and if I am too mysterious, it will only excite their 
suspicions, invite conjecture, and rouse them to greatet- exer- 
tions---and perhapS be the means of spreading my fame fh>m 
parish to parish, till it reach the ears of sOme one who will 
eatry it to the lord of Grrassdale Manor. 

I shall be expected to return their calls, but if, upon in- 
i|uiry, I find that any of them live too far away for Arthur 
to accompany me, they must expect in vain for a while, for I 
cannot bear to leave him, unless it be to go to church ; And I 
have not attempted that yet, for — ^it may be foolish weakness, 
but I am under such constant dread of his being snatched 
away, that I am never easy when he is not by my side ; and 
I fear these nervous terrors would so entirely disturb my 
devotions^ that I should obtain no benefit from the attend- 
ance. I mean, however, to make the experiment hext Sun- 
day, and oblige myself to leave him in charge of Rachel for a 
few hours. It will be a hard task, but surely no imprudence ; 
and the vicar has been to scold me for my n^glfp|^4^^|di- 
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nances of religion. I had no sufficient excnse to offer, and I 

Eromised, if aU were well, he should see me in my pew next 
unday ; for I do not wish to he set down as an infidel ; and, 
besides, I know I should derive great comfort and benefit 
from an occasional attendance at public worship, if I could 
only have faith and fortitude to compose my thoughts in con- 
formity with the solemn occasion, and forbid them to be for 
ever dwelling on my absent child, and on the dreadful possi- 
bility of findmg him gone when I return ; and surely God in 
his mercy will preserve me from so severe a trial : for my 
child^s own sake, if not for mine, He will not suffer him to be 
torn away. 

November 3rd. — I have made some frirther acquaintance 
with my neighbours. The fine gentleman, and beau of the 
parish and its vicinity (in his own estimation, at least), is a 
young. . . . 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

« « « « « 

Here it ended. TJie rest was torn away. How cruel — 
just when she was going to mention me I for I could not 
doubt it was your humble servant she was about to mention, 
though not very favourably of course — I could tell that, as 
well by those few words as by the recollection of her whole 
aspect and demeanour towards me in the commencement of 
our acquaintance. Well ! I could readily forgive her preju- 
dice against me, and her hard thoughts of our sex ip general, 
when I saw to what brilliant specimens her experience had 
been limited. 

Respecting me, however, she had long since seen her error, 
and perhaps fallen into another in the opposite extreme ; for 
if, at first, her opinion of me had been lower than I deserved, 
I was convinced that now my deserts were lower than her 
opinion ; and if the former part of this continuation had been 
torn away to avoid wounding my feelings, perhaps the latter 
portion had been removed for fear of ministering too much to 
my self-conceit. At any rate, I would have given much to 
have seen it all — ^to have witnessed the gradual change, and 
watched the progress of her esteem and friendship for me, — 
and whatever warmer feeling she might have — to have seen 
how much of love there was in her regard, and how it had grown 
upon her in spite of her virtuous resolutions and strenuous 
exertions to but no, I had no right to see it : all this was 
too sacred for any eyes but her own, and she had done well 
to keep it from me. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 



Well, Halford, what do you think of all this ? and while yon 
read it, did you ever picture to yourself what my feelings 
would probably be during its perusal ? Most likely not ; but 
I am not going to descant upon them now : I will only make 
this acknowledgment, little honourable as it may be to 
human nature, and especially to myself: — ^that the former 
half of the narrative was, to me, more painM than the latter ; 
not that I was at all insensible to Mrs. Huntingdon's wrongs 
or unmoyed by her sufferings, but, I must confess, I felt a 
kind of selfish gratification in watching her husband's gradual 
decline in her good graces, and seemg how completely he 
extinguished all her affection at last. The effect of the whole, 
however, in spite of all my sympathy for her, and my fury 
against him, was to relieve my mind of an intolerable burden, 
and fill my heart with joy, as if some friend had roused me 
firom a dreadM nightmare. 

It was now near eight o'clock in the morning, for my candle 
had expired in the midst of my perusal, leaving me no alter- 
native but to get another, at the expense of alarming the 
house, or to go to bed and wait the return of daylight. On 
my mother's account, I chose the latter ; but how mllingly I 
sought my pillow, and how much sleep it brought me, I 
leave you to imagine. 

At the first appearance of dawn, I rose, and brought the 
manuscript to the window, but it was impossible to read it 
yet. I devoted half an hour to dressing, and then returned 
to it again. Now, with a little difficulty, I could manage ; 
and with intense and ea^er interest, I devoured the remainder 
of its contents. When it was ended, and my transient regret 
at its abrupt conclusion was over, I opened the window and 
put out my nead to catch the cooling breeze, and imbibe deep 
draughts of the pure momine air. A splendid morning it 
was ; the half-frozen dew lav thick on the grass, the swallows 
were twittering round me, the rooks cawing, and cows lowing 
in the distance ; and early firost and summer sunshine mingled 
their sweetness in the air. But I did not think of that : a 
confusion of countless thoughts and varied emotions crowded 
upon me while I gazed abstractedly on the lovely face of 
nature. Soon, however, this chaos of thoughts and passions 
cleared away, giving place to two distinct emotions ; joy un- 
speakable that my adored Helen was all I wished to think 
her — ^that through tfie noisome vapours of the world's asper- 
sions and my own fancied convictions, hgr cha^^^g^one 
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bright, and clear, and stainless as that snn I conld not bear to 
look on ; and shame and deep remorse for my own conduct. 

Immediately after breakfast, I huriied over to Wildfell 
Hall. Rachel had risen many degrees in my estimation 
fiipoe y^ster4*y» I was ready to greet bey qvit^ ^ m pW 
ffiei^d 5 but every ki^4ly impulse was checked by the look 9t 
^Id distrust ahe cast upoi^ me op opening the ^Qor. The 
old yiTgiA had constituted be^-self the guardian gf h^r lady's 
houQur, I suppose, and doubtless 9h^ saw ix) w^ a^ot^eip 
Mr. HaTgrave, only the more dangerous in hwg Vfx^^ 
esteemed and trusted hy her mistress. 

*' Missis can't see apy one to-day, sir — ^she'a poorly^" afdd 
ih^, in answer to my inquiry for Mrs. Qraham. 

♦^ But I must see her, Rachel," said I, placing my hfuiA os\ 
the door to prevent its being shut against me. 

" Indeed, sir, you can't," replied shei ^lettlmg her c^mte-* 
nance in still more iron frigidity than before, 

^s Be so good as to announce me." 

^^ It's QQ mam^er of use, Mr* Marl^ham ; ah^'a poorly, I teU 
you." 

Just in time ^ prevent me from committipg the impropriety 
of taking the citadel by storm, and pnshipg forward unan- 
nounced, an inner door opened, and little V^hur appeared 
with his frolicsome playfellow, the dog. He seized my band 
between both his, and smilingly drew me forward. 

" Mamma says you're to come in, Mr. MarU^ami" said he, 
" and I am to go out and play with Rover." 

Bachel retired with a sugh, and I stepped into the parlour 
and shut the door. There, before the fire-place, stood the 
tall, graceM figure, wasted with man^ sorrows. I cast the 
manuscript -on the table, and looked in her &ce. Anxious 
and pale, it was turned towards me ; her dear, dark eyes 
were fixed on mme with a gave so intensely earnest that they 
bound me like a spell. 

"Have you looked it over?" sbe munnnred. The spell 
was broken. 

** Tve read it through," said I, advancing into the room,— 
^' and I want to know if you'll forgive me — ^if you can forgive 
me?" 

She did not answer, but her eyes glistened, and a faint red 
mantled on her lip and cheek. As I approached, she 
abruptly turned away, and went to the window. It was 
not VOL anger, I was well assured, but only to conceal or 
control her emotion. I therefore venture^ to follow and 
stand beside her there,— -hut not to- speak. She gave m« 
her hand, without turning her head, ai^d murmured in a 
voice she strove in vain to steady,-T . ^ . .. . 
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" Can foii forgive me ? " 

It migut be deemed ft breach of trust, I thought, tb cohvey 
^ftt my hftnd to my lips, so t only gently ptiessed it between 
my own, ftUd smilingly replied,*-^ 

«^ I hardly can. You should hare told )ue thii bfefbre* It 
shows ft want of confidence " 

" Ghv no^" cried she^ eagerly interrupting m^S, " It was hot 
that I It was no want of confidence in vou ; but if I had tbld 
you aUything of thy history, I must have told you dl, in 
order to eicuse my cohduct ; and I might Well shrink fjrbm 
sUch a disclosure, till necessity obliged me to make it. But 
you foigive nle? — ^t have done rerj, very wrong, I know) 
but, as usual^ I have reaped the bitter iruits of my oWU 
error, — and must reap them to the end.*' 

Bitter, indeed, was the tone of anguish*, repnissed by resolute 
firmness, in which this was spokeU. Now, I raised het hand 
to my li{)s, and fervently kissed it again and i^iu ; ibr te^rs 
prevented any other reply. She sufibred these wild caressed 
without resistance or resentment; then, suddenly turning 
from itie^ she paced twice or thrice through ihe room; I 
knew by the contraction of her brow, the tight compression 
of her lips, and Wringing of her hands, that meantime a 
violent conflict between reason and pas^on was silently 
passing within. At length she paused before the empty 
fire-place, and turning to me, said calmly— if that might 
be called calmness, which was so evidently the result of a 
violent efibrt, — 

" Ifow, Gilbert, yon mUst leave me~4iot this moment^ but 
soon — and you must nevet come again." 

^^ Never again^ HeleU? just when I love yoii mote thiul 
ever!'* . 

. " For that very reason, if it be so, we should not meet again. 
I thought this interview was necessary — at leasts 1 |)eriuaded 
myself it was so — ^that we might severally ask and receive 
each other's pardon fi)r the past ; but there can be no excuse 
for another. I shdl leave this place, as soon as I have means 
to seek another asylum ; but our intercourse must fend here;" 

" End here !" echoed I ; and approaching the hij^h^ carved 
chiinney-piece, I leant my hand against its heavy mould- 
ings, and dropped my fi>rehead upon it in Ailent) sullen 
despondency. 

** You must not come again," continued she. There ^8 a 
alight tremor in her voice, but I thought her whole manner 
was provokiuglv composed, considering the dreadfiil Sentence 
she pronounced.. " You must know why I tell you so,*' she 
resumed; ^^iod you must see that it is better to pairt at 
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once : — ^if it be hard to say adieu for ever, you ought to help 
me." She paused. I did not answer. ^* Will you prpmise 
not to come ? — ^If you won't, and if you do come here again, 
you will drive me away before I know where to find another 
place of refuge — or how to seek it." 

" Helen," said I, turning impatiently towards her, " I can- 
not discuss the matter of eternal separation, calmly and 
dispassionately as you can do. It is no question of mere 
expedience with me; it is a question of life and death!" 

She was silent. Her pale lips quivered, and her fingers 
trembled with agitation, as she nervously entwined them in 
the hair chain to which was appended her small gold watch — 
the only thing of value she nad permitted herself to keep. 
I had said an unjust and cruel thing ; but I must needs follow 
it up with something worse. 

*' But, Helen!" I began in a soft, low tone, not daring to 
raise my eyes to her face — ^*' that man is not your husband : 

in the sight of Heaven he has forfeited all claim to " She 

seized my arm with a grasp of startling energy. 

"Gilbert, don't!" she cried, in a tone that would have 
pierced a heart of adamant. " For God's sake, don't you 
attempt these arguments! No fiend could torture me like 
this!" 

"I won't, I won't !" said I, gently laying my hand on hers; 
almost as much alarmed at her vehemence, as ashamed of my 
own misconduct. 

" Instead of acting like a true friend," continued she, 
breaking from me, and throwing herself into the old arm 
chair — "and helping me with all your might— or rather 
taking your own part in the struggle of right against pas- 
sion — ^you leave all the burden to me ; — and not satisfied with 
that, you do your utmost to fight aeainst me — when you 
know that I— ^ — " she paused, and hid ner face in her hand- 
kerchief. 

"Forgive me, Helen!" pleaded I, "I will never utter 
another word on the subject. But may we not still meet 
as fiiends?" , 

"It will not do," she replied, mournfully shaking her 
head ; and then she raised her eyes to mine, with a mildly 
reproachM look that seemed to say, " You must know that 
as well as I." 

"Then what must we do?" cried I, passionately. But 
immediately I added in a quieter tone — "I'll do whatever 
you desire ; only don't say that this meeting is to be our 

" And why not? Don't you know that every time we meet, 
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the thoughts of the final parting will hecome mofe painful? 
.Don^t YOU feel that every interview makes us dearer to each 
other than the last?" 

The utterance of this last question was hurried and low, 
and the downcast eyes and burning blush too plainly showed 
l^at she, at least, had felt it. It was scarcely prudent to make 
such an admission, or to add — as she presently did — *^ I have 
power to bid you go, now: another time it might be dif- 
ferent,"— but I was not base enough to attempt to take 
advantage of her candour. 

" But we may write," I timidly suggested — " You will not 
deny me that consolation?" 

" We can hear of each other through my brother." 

"Your brother!" A pang of remorse and shame shot 
through me. She had not heard of the injury he had 
sustained at my hands; and I had not the courage to tell 
her. "Your brother will not help us," I said: "he would 
have all communion between us to be entirely at an end." 

"And he would be right, I suppose. As a friend of both, 
he would wish us both well ; and every &iend would tell us it 
was our interest, as well as our duty, to forget each other, 
though we might not see it ourselves. But don't be afraid, 
Grilbert," she added, smiling sadly at my manifest discom- 
posure, " there is little chance of my forgetting you. But I 
did not mean that Frederick should be the means of trans- 
mitting messages between us, only that each might know, 
through him, of the other's welfare ; — and more than this 
ought not to be ; for you are young, Gilbert, and you ought 
to marry — and will some time, though you may think it 
impossible now: and though I hardly can say I wish you 
to forget me, I know it is right that you should, both for 
your own happiness, and that of your fiiture \^e ; — and there- 
fore I must and will wish it," she added resolutely. 

" And you are young too, Helen," I boldly replied, " and 
when that profligate scoundrel has run through his career, 
you will give your hand to me — I'll wait tiU then." 

But she would not leave me this support. Independently of 
the moral evil of basing our hopes upon the death of another, 
who, if unfit for this world, was at least no less so for the 
next, and whose amelioration would thus become our bane 
and his greatest transgression our greatest benefit, — she main- 
tained it to be madness : many men of Mr. Huntingdon's 
habits had lived to a ripe though miserable old age ; — " and if 
I," said she, " am young in years I am old in sorrow ; but 
even if trouble shoidd fail to loll me before vice destroys him, 
think, if he reached but fifty years or so, would you wait 
twenty or fifteen— in vague imcertainty and suspense — ^through 

Digitized byLjOOQlC 



SOS !ma TBKAKT 

All tibe prime of youth and manhood — and maxtf at lasl H 
womaa faded and worn as I shall be — ^without ever having . 
seen me from this day to that? — ^You vratild not*" she con- 
tinued, interrupting my earnest protestations of unfidling con- 
stancy, — " or if you would you should not. Trust me» Gril- 
bert { in this matter I know better than you. You think me 
cold and stony hearted, and you may, but " 

" I don't, Helen." 

" Well, never mind ; you might if you would — ^but I havli 
not spent my solitude in utter iSeness, and I axh not speaking 
now from the impulse of the monient as you do : I have 
thought of all these matters again and again ; I have argued 
these questions with myself, and pondered well bur past, and 
present, and future career ; and, believe me, I have coine to 
tiie right conclusion at last. Trust my words tather thiLn your 
own feelings, now, and in a few years you will see that I was 
right — though at present I hardly can see it myself," sh6 
murmured with a sigh as she rested her head on her hand. 
^^ And don't argue against me aiiy mote : all you can say has 
been already said by my own heart and tefUted l^ my reason^ 
It was hard enough to combat those suggestions as they were 
whispered within me ; in your mouth they are ten times 
worse, and if you knew how much they pain me you would 
cease at once, 1 know. If you knew my present feelings^ you 
would even try to relieve them at the expense of your own." 

"I will go — in a minute, if that can relieve you — aud 
KEYBR return!" said I, with bitter emphasis. ^'But, if wte 
may never meet, and never hope to meet again, is it a crime 
to exchange our thoughts by letter ? May not kindred spirits 
meet, and mingle in communion, whatever be the fate and cif •* 
cumstances of their earthly tenements ? " 

"Thev may» they may!" cried she, with a momentary 
burst of glad enthusiasm. ^^ I thought of thAt too, Gilbert^ 
but I fbared to mentiou it, because I feared you wOuld not 
understand my views upon the subject — I feat it even now — 
1 fear any kind friend would tell Us we are both deluding 
ourselves with the idea of keeping up a spiritual intercourse 
without hope or prospect of anything further — ^without foster- 
ing vain regrets and hurtful aspirations, and feeding thoughts 
that should be sternly and pitilessly left to perish of inani- 
tion " 

" Never mind our kind friends : if they can patt our bodies^ 
it is enough ; in God's name, let them not sunder our souls 1" 
cried I, in terror lest she should deem it her duty to deny US 
this last remaining consolation. 

'^But no letters can pass betweexi us here," said she, 
^^ without giTiiig fresh food for scandid } and when I departed. 
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I liaci intended thai my new abode skonld be unknown W yoi^ 
as to the rest of the wocld ; not that I ahoviid doubt ^rour 
word if you promised not to yisit me, but I thought you 
would be more tranquil in your own mind if you kn,ew you 
could not do it ; and likely to find less diiSlculty in abstracting 
yourself from me if you could not picture vxy situation to 
your mind. But listen,^' said she, smilingly putting up her 
finger to check my impatient reply : ^^ in six months you shall 
hear from Frederick precisely where I am ; and if you still 
retain your wish to write to me, and think you can maintain 
a correspondence all thought, til spirit — such as disembodied 
souls or unimpassioned Mends, at least, might hold, — ^write, 
and I will answer you." 

*^Bix months!'* 

^^ Yes, to give your present ardour time to cool, and try the 
truth and constancy of your soul^a love lor mine. And now^ 
enough has been said between usi. Why can't we part at 
once ?'* exclaimed she almost wildly, after 21^ moment's pause, 
as she suddenly rose from her chair with her hands resoJutelj 
clasped together. I thought it was my duty to go without 
delay ; and i approached and half extended my hand as if to 
ts^e leaye— she grasped it in silence. But this thought oi 
final separation was too intolerable: it seemed to squeeze 
the blood out of my heart; and my fleet were glued to the 
floor. 

^^And must we never meet again?" I murmured, in the 
anguish of my soul. 

** We shall meet in heaven. Let us think of that," said 
she in a tone of desperate calmness ; but her eyes glittered 
wildly, and her face was deadly pale. 

''*■ !But not as we are now," I could not help rephdng. ^^ It 
gives me little consolation to think I shall next loeboikd you as 
a disembodied spirit, or an altered being, with a frame per- 
fect and glorious, but not like this I — and a heart, perhaps, 
entirely estranged firom me." 

" No, Gilbert, there is perfect love in heaven I'* 

<« So perfect, I suppose, that it soars above distinctions, and 
you will have no closer sympathy witl^ me than with any one 
of the ten thousand thousand angels and the innumerable 
multitude of happy spirits round us." 

*' Whatever lam, you will be the same, and, therefore, 
cannot possibly regret it ; and whatever that change may be, 
we know it m\ist be for the better.'* 

^^ But if I am to be so changed that I shall cease to adore 
you with my whole heart and soul, and love you beyond 
every other creature, I shall not be myself; and, though, if 
ever X win heaven at all, I must, I know, be infiidtely better 
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and happier than I am now, my earthly nature cannot rejoice 
in the anticipation of such heatitude, from which itself and 
its chief joy must he excluded." 

" Is your love all earthly then?" 

*' No, hut I am supposing we shall have no more intimate 
communion with each other, than with ihe rest." 

"If so, it will he hecause we love them more and not each 
other less. Increase of love hrings increase of happiness, 
when it is mutual, and pure as that will be." 

" But can you, Helen, contemplate with delight this pros- 
pect of losing me in a sea of glory?" 

" I own I cannot ; but we know not that it will be so ; — ^and 
I do know that to regret the exchange of earthly pleasures 
for the joys of heaven, is as if the grovelling caterpillar 
should lament that it must one day quit the nibbled leaf to 
soar aloft and flutter through the air, roving at will from 
flower to flower, sipping sweet honey from their cups, or bask- 
ing in their sunny petals. ' If these little creatures knew how 
great a change awaited them, no doubt they would regret it ; 
but would not all such sorrow be misplaced? And if that 
illustration will not move you, here is another: — ^We are 
children now ; we feel as children, and we imderstand as clul- 
dren ; and when we are told that men and women do not play 
with toys, and that our companions will one day weary on the 
trivial sports and occupations that interest them and us so 
deeply now, we cannot help being saddened at the thoughts 
of such an alteration, because we cannot conceive that as 
we grow up, our own minds will become so enlarged 
and elevated that we ourselves shall then regard as 
trifling those objects and pursuits we now so fondly cherish, 
and that, though our companions will no longer join us in 
those childish pastimes, they will drink with us at other foun- 
tains of delight, and mingle their souls with ours in higher 
aims and nobler occupations beyond our present comprehen- 
sion, but not less deeply relished or less truly good for that, 
while yet both we and they remain essentially the same indi* 
viduals as before. But Gilbert, can you really derive no con- 
solation from the thought that we may meet together where 
there is no more pain and sorrow, no more striving against 
sin, and struggling of the spirit against the flesh ; where both 
will behold the same glorious truths, and drink exalted and 
supreme felicity from the same fountain of light and goodness 
— that Being whom both will worship with the same mtensity 
of holy ardour, and where pure and happy creatures both 
will love with the same divine afiection ? If you cannot, 
never write to me!" 

♦' Helen, I can I if faith would never fail." , , , ,, ^ 
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*^Now, then," exclaimed she, while this hope is strong 
within us ^^ 

" We will part," I cried. " You shall not have the pain 
of another effort to dismiss me : I will go at once ; but 

n 

I did not put my request in words : she understood it in- 
stinctiyely, and this time she yielded too— or rather, there was 
nothing so deliberate as requesting or yielding in the matter : 
tihere was a sudden impulse that neither coiud resist. One 
moment I stood and looked into her face, the next I held her 
to my heart, and we seemed to grow together in a close em- 
brace from which no physical or mental force could rend us. 
A whispered " God bless you I" and " Go — ^go !" was all she 
said ; but while she spoke, she held me so fast that, without 
violence, I could not have obeyed her. At length, howeyer, 
by some heroic effort, we tore ourselves apart, and I rushed 
fifom the house. 

I have a confused remembrance of seeing Uttle Arthur 
running up the garden walk to meet me, and of bolting 
over the wall to avoid him — and subsequently running down 
the steep fields, clearing the stone fences and hedges as they 
came in my way, till I got completely out of sight of the old 
hall and down to the bottom of the hill ; and then of long 
hours spent in bitter tears and lamentations, and melancholy 
musings in the lonely valley, with the eternal music in my 
oars, of the west wind rushing through the over-shadowing 
trees, and the brook babbling and gurgling along its stony 
bed — ^my eyes, for the most part, vacantly fixed on the deep, 
checkered shades restlessly playing over the brieht sunny 
grass at my feet, where now and then a withered leaf or two 
would come dancing to share the revelry, but my heart was 
away up the hill in that dark room where she was weeping 
desolate and alone — she whom I was not to comfort, not to 
see again, till years or suffering had overcome us both, and 
torn our spirits from their perishing abodes of clay. 

There was little business done that day, you may be sure. 
The farm was abandoned to. the labourers, and the labourers 
were left to their own devices. But one duty must be attended 
to : I had not forgotten my assault upon Frederick Lawrence ; 
and I must see him to apologise for the unhappy deed. I 
would fain have put it off till the morrow ; but what if he 
should denounce me to his sister in the meantime ? No, no, 
I must ask his pardon to-dav, and intreat him to be lenient 
in his accusation, if the revelation must be made. I deferred 
it, however, till the evening, when my spirits were more com- 
posed, and when— oh, wonderful perversity of human nature I 
^-some faint germs of indefinite hopes were b^^uoing^to rise 
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in my mind ; not that I intended to cherish them after all 
that had been said on the subject, but there they muat He liir 
a wtile, uncmsh'ed though not encouraged, till I had learnt 
to live without them. 

Arrived at Woodford, the young squire^s abode, I found ne 
little difficulty in obtaining admission to his presence. The 
servant that opened the door told me his master was veiy ill, 
and seemed to think it doubtful whether he would be i^ble to 
see me. I was not going to be balked however. I waited 
calmly in the hall to be announced, but inwardly determined 
to take no denial. The measage was such aa I expected — a 
polite intimation that Mr. Lawrence could see no one ; he w»s 
feverish and must not be disturbed. 

*^ I shall not disturb him long," said I ; *^ but I must aee 
him fbr a pioment : it is on business of importance that I wish 
to speak to him.*' 

^^ I'll tell him, sir,*' said the man. And I advanced ftirther 
into the hall and followed him nearly to the door of the apart- 
ment where his master was — ^for it seemed he was not in bed. 
"inie answer returned, was that Mr. Lawrence hoped I would 
be so good as to leave a message or a note with the servant, 
as he could attend to no business at present. 

^^ He may as well see me as you,*' said I ; and, stepping 
past the astonished footman, I boldly rapped at the dpor, en-* 
tered, and closed it behind me. The room was spacious and 
handsomely furnished — very comfortably, too, for a bachelor. 
A clear, red fire was burning in the polished grate : a superan- 
nuated greyhound, given up to idleness and good living lay 
basking before it on the thiek^ soft rug, on one comer of n^di, 
beside the sofa, sat a smut young springer, looking wdstfuUy 
up in its master's face ; perhaps, asking permission to share 
his couch, or, it might be, omy solidtmg a caress 4'0i^ ^ 
hand or a kind word from his lips. The invalid himself looked 
very interesting as he lay reclining there, in his elegant dress- 
in^-gown, with a silk handkerchief bound across his temples. 
His usually pale face was flushed and feverish ; his eyes were 
half closed, until he became sensible of my presence — and 
then he opened them wide enough ;~~one hand was thrown 
listlessly over the back of the sofa, and held a small volume 
with which, apparently, he had been vainly attempting to be- 
guile the weary hours. He dropped it, however, in his start 
of indisnant surprise- as I advanced into the room and stood 
before him on the rug. He raised himself on his pillows, and 
gazed upon me with equal degrees of nervous horror, anger^ 
and amazement depicted on his countenance. 

^^ Mr. Markham, I scarcely expected this I" he said; an4 
the blood left his cheek as he spoke, „^ ,^,, ,, L^oogie 
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*^ I know yovL didn't," answered I {J^ but be quiet a minutet 
and I'll tell you what I came for." Unthinkingly I advanced 
a step or two nearer. He winced at my i^proach^ with an 
expression of aversion and instinctive physical fear anything 
but conciliatory to my feelings. I stepped back however. 

'^ Mf&e your story a short one^" said he, putting his hand 
on the small silver bell that stood oU the table beside him, — 
*' or I shall be obliged to call for assistance. I am in nO state 
to bear your brutalities now, ot your presence either." Ahd 
in truth the moisture started from his pcnres and stood oh his 
pale forehead like dew. 

Such a reception was hardly calculated to diminish the dif- 
nculties of my unenviable task. It must be performed, how- 
ever, in some fiisbion : and so I plunged into it at once, and 
floundered through it as I could. . 

*^ I'he truth is, Lawrence," said I, ^^ I have not acted qjuite 
correctly towards you of late — (especially on this last occasioti ; 
and Tm come to— 4n short, to express my regret for wh&t has 
been dcme, and to beg your pardon. — If you doU't choose to 
grant it," I added hastily, not liking the aspect of his ^ce^ 
"if^ no matter— only, IVe done my duty — ^that's all." 

'* It's easily done," replied he, with a faint smile bordering 
on a sneer : '•^ to abuse your fiiend and knock him oh the 
head, wiUiout any assignable cause, and then tell him the deed 
was not quite correct, but it's no matter whether he p^dons 
it or not." 

*^ I forgot to tell you that it was in consequeiice of a mis-- 
take," muttered I. ^^ I should have made a very handsome 
apology, but you provoked me so cbnfbundedly with your 

. Well, I suppose it's my fault. The fact is, I didn't 

know that you were Mrs. Graham's brother, and I saw and 
heard some things respecting your conduct towards her, which 
were calculated. to awaken unpleasant suspicions, that, allow 
me to say, a little candour and confidence on your part might 
have removed ; and at last, I chanced to overhear a pArt of a 
conversation between you and her that made me think I had 
ik right to hate you." 

^' And how came you to know that I was her brother?'* 
asked he in some anxiety. 

^^ She told me herself. She told me all. She knew I might 
be trusted. But you needn't disturb yourself about that« 
Mr. Lawrence, foi;' I've seen the last of her 1" 

" The last ! is she gone then ? " 

*^ No, but she has bid adieu to me ; and I have promised 
never to go near that house a^ain while she inhabits it." I 
eould have groaned aloud at the bitter thoughts aWakened by 
this turn in the discourse. But I only denched my hands 
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and stamped my foot npon the rag. My companion, however, 
was evidently relieved. 

"You have done right I *^ he said, in a tone of unqualified 
approbation, while his face brightened into almost a sunny ex- 
pression. " And as for the mistake, I am sorry for both our 
sakes that it should have occurred. Perhaps you can forgive 
my want of candour, and, remember, as Some partial mitiga- 
tion of the offence, how little encouragement to friendly con- 
fidence you have given me of late." 

" Yes, yes, I remember it all : nobody can blame me more 
than I blame myself in my own heart — ^at any rate, nobody 
can regret more sincerely than I do the result of my brutality 
as you rightly term it." 

" Never mind that," said he, fidntly smiling ; " let us for- 
get all unpleasant words on both sides, as weU as deeds, and 
consign to oblivion everything that we have cause to regret. 
Have you any objection to take my hand — or you'd rather 
not?" It trembled through weakness, as he held it out, and 
dropped before I had time to catch it and give it a hearty 
squeeze, which he had not the strength to return. 

" How dry and burning your hand is, Lawrence," said I. 
" You are really ill, and I have made you worse by all this 
talk." 

" Oh, it is nothing : only a cold got by the rain." 

" My doing, too." 

"Never mmd that — ^but tell me, did you mention this affair 
to my sister?" 

" To confess the truth, I had not the courage to do so ; but 
when you tell her, will you just say that I deeply regret it, 
and ^*' 

" Oh, never fear I I shall say nothing against you, as long 
as you keep your good resolution of remainiog aloof from 
her. She nas not heard of my illness then, uiat you are 
aware of?" 

"Ithioknot." 

" I'm glad of that, for I have been all this time tormenting 
myself with the fear that somebody would tell her I was dy- 
ing, or desperately ill, and she would be either distressing 
herself on account of her inability to hear from me or do me 
any good, or perhaps committing the madness of coming to 
see me. I must contrive to let her know something about it, 
if I can," continued he reflectively, " or she will be hearing 
some such story. Many would be glad to tell her such news, 
just to see how she would take it ; and then she might expose 
nerself to fresh scandal." 

♦* I wish 1 had told her," said I. " If it were not for my 
promise, I would tell her now." 
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" By no means ! I am not dreaming of that ; — ^but if I were 
to write a short note, now — not mentioning you, Markham, 
but just giving a slight account of my illness, by way of ex- 
cuse for my not coming to see her, and to put her on her guard 
against any exaggerated reports she may hear, — and address 
it in a disguised hand — ^would you do me the favour to slip it 
into the post-office as you pass ? for I dare not trust any of 
the servants in such a case." 

Most willingly I consented, and inunediately brought him 
his desk. There was little need to disuse his hand, for the 
poor fellow seemed to have considerable difficulty in writing 
at all, so as to be legible. When the note was done, I thought 
it time to retire, and took leave after asking if there was any- 
thing in the world I could do for him, little or great, in the 
wav of alleviating his sufferings, and repairing the injury I 
had done. 

" No," said he ; " you have already done much towards it ; 
you have done more for me than the most skilful physician 
could do ; for you have relieved my mind of two great burdens 
—anxiety on my sister's account, and deep regret upon your 
own, for I do believe these two sources of torment nave had 
more effect in working me up into a fever, than anything else ; 
and I am persuaded i shall soon recover now. There is one 
more thing you can do for me, and that is, come and see me 
now and then — ^for you see I am very lonely here, and I 
promise your entrance shall not be disputed again." 

I engaged to do so, and departed with a cordial pressure of 
the hand. I posted the letter on my way home, most man- 
fulhr resisting the temptation of dropping in a word from my- 
self at the same time. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

I FELT strongly tempted, at times, to enlighten my mother and 
sister on the real character and circumstances of the per- 
secuted tenant of Wildfell Hall, and at first I greatly regretted 
having omitted to ask that ladVs permission to do so ; but, 
on due reflection, I considered that if it were known to them, 
it could not long remain a secret to the Millwards and Wil- 
sons, and such was my present appreciation of Eliza Millward's 
disposition, that, if once she got a clue to the story, I should 
fear she would soon find means to* enlighten Mr. Huntingdon 
upon the place of his wife's retrea.t. 1 would therefore wait 
patiently till these weary six months were over, and then, 
when the fiigitive had found another home, and I was per- 
mitted to write to her, I would beg to be aUowedto dear her 
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name Stom these Tile calunmies : at present I must content 
myself with simply asserting that I knew them to ne false, 
and Would prove it some day, to the shame of those who slan- 
dered her. 1 don't think anybody believed me, but everybody 
soon learned to avoid insinuating a word affainst ii^r, or even 
nientionin|; her name in my presence. Tney thought 1 wks 
so madly mfatuated by the seductions of that unhappy lady 
that I was determined to support her ih the very facb oi rea- 
son ; ahd meantime I grew insupportably morose and misan- 
thropical from the idea that every one t met wiu harbourinff 
unworthy thoughts of the supposed Mrs. Graham, and would 
express .them u he dared. My poor mother was quite dis- 
tressed about me ; but I couldn't help it — at least I thought 1 
could not^ though sometimes I felt a pang of remorse for my 
undutiful conduct to her, and made an effort to amend, attended 
with some partial success ; and indeed t was generally more 
humanized m my demeanour to her than tb any one else4 Mr. 
Lawrence excepted. Rose and Fergus usually shunned my 
presences ; and it was well they did, for I was not fit company 
for them* nor they for me, under the present circumstances. 

Mrs. Huntingdon did not leave Wildfell Hill till above two 
months after our farewell interview. JDuring that time she 
never appeared at church, and I hever Went near the house : 
I only knew she was still there by her brother's brief answers 
to my many and varied inquiries respecting her. I was a very 
constant and attentive visitor to him throughout the whole 
period of his illness and convalescence ; not only from the in- 
terest I too^ in his recovery, and my desire to cheer him up 
and make the utmost possible amends for my former ^^ bru- 
tality," but from my growing attachment to himself, and the 
increasing pleasure I found in his society — ^partly from his in- 
creased cordiality to me, but chiefly on account of his close 
connection, both in blbod and in affection, with my adored 
Helen. I loved him for it better than I liked to express ; 
and I took a secret delight in pressii^ thpse slender white 
fingers, so marvellously like her own, considering ne was not 
b woman, and in Watching the passing changes in his fair pale 
ifeatures, and obSl^rlng the intonatipns of his voice, detecting 
resemblances which I wondered had never struck me before. 
He provoked me At times, indeed, by his evident reluctance to 
talk to me about his sister, thougn I did hot question the 
friendliness of his motives in wishii^ to ^scourage my remem- 
brance of her. 

His recovery was not quite so rapid as he had expected it to 
be : he was not able to mount his pony till a fortnight alter tiie 
date of our reconciliation ; and the first use he made o( his return- 
ing strength^ was to ride over by night to Wildfell Haii| to see 
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his listtr. It was a hazardous eAterprise both for him and 
for her, but he thought it necessary to consult with her on 
the subject of he? project^id departure, if not to cahn h?r appre- 
hensions respecting his heaUb, and the worst result was a 
slight relapse of his illness, for no one knew of the v^sit but' 
the inmates of the Old Hallf except myself; and I believe it 
had not been his intention to mention it to me, for when I pame 
to see him the next day, and observed he was not so w^U as 
he ought to have been, he merely said he had caught C9I4 by 
being out too late in the evening. 

*^ I Qu'll nev^ be able to see your sister, if you dQP't ^ke 
oare of yourself,'* said I, a little provoked at the circuo^stanco 
on her account, instead of commiserating hm* 

(^ IVe seen her alrei^dy,'' said he, quietly. 

f* YouVe seen her !'^ cried I, ip astonishment. 

^' Yes." And then be told me what considerations bnd im* 
pelled him to make the vepture, and ^tb wbat precautions • 
he had made it. 

** And how was she ?" I eagerly asked. 

f* As usual,*' was the brief though sad reply. 

" As usual — ^that is, far from happy and far ifrom strong." 

'" She is not positively iU," returned be ; " and sbe will re- 
eover her spirits in a while, I have no doubt — ^hut so many 
trials hav« been almost too much for her. How threatening 
those clouds look,*' continued he, turning towards the ^ndow. 
" We shall have thunder showers before night, ^ imagine, and 
they are just in the midst of stacking my cor^. Ilave you got 
yours all in yet ?^* 

^' No, A^d liawrenee, d^d she— did jo^ sister mention 

** She asked if I had seen you lately," 

♦' And what else did she say ?" 

S^ I cannot tell vou all she said)'* replied he, with a slight 
smile, *^ for we talked a good deal, though my st«^y was but 
short ; but our conversation was chiefly on the subject of her 
intended departure, which I begged her to delay till I was 
better able to assist her in her search afler pother home." 

^' But did she say no more about me?" 

*^ She did not say much about you, Markhaiq. I should 
not have encouraged her to do so, bad she been inclined ; but 
happily she was not : she only asked a few questions concern- 
ing you, and seemed satisfied ¥dth my bri^f answers, i^herein 
she showed herself wiser than her friend ; and I may tell you, 
too, that she seemed to be far more anidous lest you should 
think too much of her, than lest you should forget her." 

s^ She was right." 
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'* Bui I fear yonr axudety is quite the other way respeetiiig 
her." 

" No, it is not : I wish her to be happy ; but I don*t wish 
her to forget me altogether. She knows it is impossible that 
I should forget her; and she is right to wish me not to 
remember her too well. I should not desire her to regret 
me too deeply; but I can scarcely imagine she will make 
herself very unhappy about me, because I know I am not 
worthy of it, except in my appreciation of her." 

'* xou are neither of you worthy of a broken heart, — ^nor 
of all the siehs, and tears, and sorrowful thoughts that have 
been, and I fear will be, wasted upon you both ; but, at 

f resent, each has a more exalted opinion of the other than, 
fear, he or she deserves ; and my sister's feelings are 
natundly fail as keen as yours, and I believe more constant ; 
but she has the good sense and fortitude to strive against 
them in this particular ; and I trust she will not rest till she 
has entirely weaned her thoughts " he hesitated. 

^* From me," said I. 

^^And I wish you would make the like exertions," con- 
tinued he. 

" Did she tell you that that was her intention?" 

" No ; the question was not broached between us : there 
was no necessity for it, for I had no doubt that such was her 
determination." 

"To forget me?" 

" Yes, Markham I Why not ? " 

" Oh ! well," was my only audible reply ; but I internally 
answered, — " No, Lawrence, you're wrong there, she is not 
determined to forget me. It would be wrong to forget one so 
deeply and fondly devoted to her, who can so thoroughly 
appreciate her excellences, and sympathise with all her 
thoughts, as I can do, and it would be wrong in me to forget 
so excellent and divine a piece of God's creation as she, when 
I have once so truly loved and known her." But I said no 
more to him on that subject. I instantly started a new topic 
of conversation, and soon took leave of my companion, with a 
feeling of less cordiality towards him than usual. Perhaps I 
had no right to be annoyed at him, but I was so nevertheless. 

In little more than a week after this, I met him returning 
from a visit to the Wilsons ; and I now resolved to do him 
a good turn, though at the expense of his feelings, and, 
perhaps, at the risk of incurring that displeasure which is 
so commonly the reward of those who give disagreeable 
information, or tender their advice unasked. In this, believe 
me, I was actuated by no motives of revenge for the occa- 
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sional annoyances I had lately sustained from him, — ^nor yet 
by any feeung of malevolent enmity towards Miss Wilson, 
but purely by the fact that I could not endure that such 
a woman should be Mrs. Huntingdon's sister, and that, as 
well for his own sake as for hers, I could not bear to think 
of his being deceived into a union with one so unworthy 
of him, and so utterly unfitted to be the partner of his 
quiet home, and the companion of his life. He had had 
uncomfortable suspicions on that head himself, I imagined ; 
but such was his inexperience, and such were the lady^s 
powers of attraction, and her skill in bringing them to bear 
upon his youne imagination, that they had not disturbed him 
long ; and I beheve the only effectual causes of the vacillating 
indecision that had preserved him hitherto from making an 
actual declaration of love, was the consideration of her con- 
nections, and especially of her mother, whom he could not 
abide. Had the^ lived at a distance, he might have sur- 
mounted the objection, but within two or uiree miles of 
Woodford, it was really no light matter. 

^^ YouVe been to call on the Wilsons, Lawrence," said I, as 
I walked beside his pony. 

" Yes," replied he, slightly averting his face : " I thought 
it but civil to take the first opportunity of returning their 
kind attentions, since they have been so very particular and 
constant in their inquiries, throughout the wnole course of 
my illness." 

" It's all Miss Wilson's doing." 

*' And if it is," returned he, with a very perceptible blush, 
*Ms that any reason why I should not make a suitable 
acknowledgment? " 

^^ It is a reason why you should not make the acknowledg- 
ment she looks for." 

" Let us drop that subject if you please," said he, in evident 
displeasure. 

" No, Lawrence, with your leave we'll continue it a while 
longer; and I'll tell you something, now we're about it, 
which you may believe or not as you choose — only please 
to remember Uiat it is not my custom to speak falsely, and 
that in this case, I can have no motive for misrepresenting 
the truth " 

" Well, Markham ! what now?" 

'^ Miss Wilson hates your sister. It may be natural enough 
that, in her ignorance of the relationship, she should feel 
some degree of enmity against her, but no good or amiable 
woman would be capable of evincing that bitter, cold-blooded, 
designing malice towards a fiincied rival that I have observed 
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^* Yes— and it is my belief that Eliza Millward and ehe, if 
not the rery dHginators of the slanderous reports that hare 
been propagated, were designedly the enconragers and diief 
disseihinators of them* She was not desirous to mix up your 
name in the matter, of course, but her delight was, atad still 
ii) to blabken your sister*s character to the utmost of her 
power) without risking too greatly the exposure of her own 
malevolence 1" / 

'* I canAot believe it," interrupted my companion, his face 
burning with indignation. 

" Well) as I cannot prove it^ I must cotitent myself with 
asserting that it is so to the best of my belief; but as you 
would not Willingly marry Miss Wilson if it were so, you will 
do well to be cautious, till you have proved it to be other- 
wise.*' 

^^I never told you, Markham, that I intended to marry 
MisS Wilson," said he, proudly. 

<^No, but whether you do or not, she intends to marry 
you." 

"Did she tell you so?" 

•« No, but " 

*^Then you have no right to makd such ftn assertion i*e- 
specting her." He slightly quickened his pony*s pAce, but 
I laid my hand on Its mane, determined ht should not leave 
me yet. 

"Wait a moment, Lawrence, aiid let me explain nijrself; 
attd don't be do very — I don't know what to call it— inacces- 
sible as you Ate, — I know what you think of Jane Wilson ; 
and I believe I know how far you are mistaken in j^ur 
opinioh: you think she is singularly charming, elegant, 
sensible, and refined: you are not aware that she is selfish^ 
eold-hearted, ambitious, artftd, shallow-minded- — " 

" Enoi^h, Markham, enough." 

" No ; let me finish : — ^you don't know that if yon married 
h^r, your home Would be rayless and comfortless; and it 
would break your heart at last to find yourself uhited to 
one so wholly incapable of sharing your tastes, feelings, and 
ideas — S6 utterly destitute Of sensibility, good feeling, and 
true nobility of soul." 

" Have you done ?" asked my companion t^uietly. 

** Yes ; — I know you hate me for my impertinence, but I 
doti't care if it only conduces to preserve you from that fiital 
mistake." 

" Wielll" returned he, with a rather wintrjr smile— "I'm 

Sd you have overcome or forgotten your own afflictions^ so • 
as to be able to study so deeply, the f^^ks ^^^f^ ^d 



OF "Wn^FBLl* HALL. 815 

trouble ywxf head, so mmecessarlly^, ^liout ibe fancied or 
pQSiiUlo c«4amitie9 of tb^ir future me." 

We parted — flowewhat coldly agaiu ; bul stiH yfe did no^ 
ce9«e to be frieuda ; and my w^U-meant warning, t^iougb it 
might have beep more judiciously delivered, as weil aa inore 
thankiully received, was not wholly unproductive pf the dCf* 
gir^d effect : bis visit to the Wilsous was not repeated, and 
though, ip. our subsequent interviews, he never mentioned 
her name to we, nor I to him,— I have reason tQ believe he 
pondered my word^ in his mind, eagerly though covertly 
sought in^mation respecting the fair lady irpm other quarters, 
secretly eqmnared my character of her with what he had him- 
self qhserved and what he heard from others, and finally came 
to the conclusion that, all things considered, she had much 
better remain Miss Wilson of Ryecote Farm, ^ha^ be trans- 
muted into Mr«. l/awrenae of Woodford HalL I believe, topi, 
that he aoon learned to eonteniplate with secret amazement 
his former pa?edileetion, and to congratulate himself on the 
lue^y escape he had made ; but he never confessed it to me, 
or hinted one word of acknowledgment for the pa^t I had had 
in his deUveTanoe--hnt this was no^ surprising to my one 
that knew him as I did. 

An fpr Jane Wilson, she, of course, was disappointed and 
embittered by the sudden cold neglect and ultimate desertion 
of he^ fbrmer admirer. Had I done wrong tp blight her 
cherished hopes ? I think not ; and certainly my conscience 
has never accused me> l&om that day to this, of any evil de- 
sign in the matter. 

CHAPTER XLVn. 

Oiff B moving, about the beginning of November, while I waa 
inditing some business letters, shortly after breakfast, "^Wz^ 
Miilward came to call npon my sister. Rose had neither the 
discrimination nor the virulence to regard the little demon as 
I did, and they still preserved their former intimacy. At the 
moment of her arrival, however, there was no one in the 
ropm but Fergus and myself, my mother and sifter being both 
of them absent, ^^on household cares intent;'' but I was not 
going to lay myself out for her amusement, whoever else 
might so inclme : I merely honoured her with a careless salu- 
tation and a few ^o^ds pf course, and then went on with my 
writing, leaving my brother to be more polite if he cho^e. 
^Ut ^he wanted to tease me. 
^« What 9 lAea^ure \% is to find you at hpme, Mr. M^gi^" 

Digitized by <^OOgle 



316 THE TENAmr 

haml" said she, tvith a disingenuoiisly malidoiui smile. ^'I 
80 seldom see you now, ibr you never come to the vicarage. 
Papa is quite offended I can tell you," she added nlayfUlTy, 
looking into my face with an impertinent laugh, as sue seated 
herself, haJf beside and half before my desk, off the comer 
of the table. 

" I have had a good deal to do of late,** said I, without look- 
ing up from my letter. 

^* Have you indeed 1 Somebody said you had been strangely 
neglecting your business these last few months." 

^^ Somebody said wron^, for, these last two months es- 
pecially, I have been particularly plodding and diligent." 

" Ah ! Well, there's nothing like active emplo3rment, I sup- 
pose, to console the afflicted ; — and, excuse me, Mr. Mark- 
ham, but you look so very far from well, and have been, by 
aU accounts, so moody and thoughtful of late, — I could al- 
most tiiink you have some secret care preying on your spirits. 
Formerly," said she timidly, " I could have ventured to ask 
you what it was, and what I could do to comfort you : I dare 
not do it now." 

*' You're very kind. Miss Eliza. When I think you can do 
anything to comfort me, I'll make bold to tell you.'* 

*^Fray do ! — ^I suppose I mayn't guess what it is that troubles 
you?" 

" There's no necessity, for I'll tell yoa plainly. The thing 
that troubles me the most at present, is a young lady sitting 
at my elbow, and preventing me from finishing my letter, and, 
thereafter, repairing to my daily business." 

Before she could reply to this ungallant speech. Rose en- 
tered the room ; and Miss Eliza rising to greet her, they both 
seated themselves near the fire, where that idle lad, Fergus, 
was standing, leaning his shoulder against the comer of the 
chimney-piece, Vith his legs crossed and his hands in his 
breeches pockets. 

" Now, Bose, m tell you a piece of news — I hope you've 
not heard it before, for good, bad, or indifferent, one always 
likes to be the first to tell — ^It's about that sad Mrs. Gra- 
ham " 

"Hush — sh — shI" whispered Fergus, in a tone of solemn 
import. " * We never mention her ; her name is never heard.' " 
And glancing up, I caught him with his eye askance <m me, 
and his finger pointed to his forehead ; then, winking at the 
young lady with a dolefiil shake of the head, he whispered-^ 
" a monomania — ^but don't mention it — all right but that." 

" I should be sorry to injure any one's feelings," returned 
she, speaking below her breath ; " another time, perhaps." 
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' *^ Speak ont, Miss Eliza I " said I, not deigning to notice the 
other^s buffooneries, " you needn^t fear to say anything in my 
presence." 

^' Well," answered she, '^ perhaps you know already that 
Mrs. Graham^s husband is not really dead, and that she had 
run away from him?" I started, and felt my face glow; but 
I bent it over my letter, and went on folding it up as she pro- 
ceeded. ^^ But ^rhaps you did not know that she is now gone 
back to him agam, and that a perfect reconciliation has taken 
place between them? Only think," she continued, turning to 
the confounded Rose, ^^ what a fool the man must be I " 

^^ And who gave you this piece of intelligence. Miss Eliza?" 
said I, interrupting my sister's exclamations. 

** I had it from a very authentic. source, sir." 

" From whom, may I ask ? " 

" From one of the servants at Woodford." 

*'0h! I was not aware that you were on such intimate 
terms with Mr. Lawrence's household." 

^^ It was not from the man himself, that I heard it ; but he 
told it in confidence to our maid Sarah, and Sarah told it to 
me." 

" In confidence, I suppose ; and you tell it in confidence to 
us ; but I can tell you that it is but a lame story after all, and 
scarcely one-half of it true." 

While I spoke, I completed the sealing and direction of my 
letters, with a somewhat unsteady hand, in spite of all my 
efforts to retain composure, and in spite of my firm conviction 
that the story was a lame one — ^that the supposed Mrs. Gra- 
ham, most certainly, had not voluntarily gone back to her 
husband, or dreamt of a reconciliation. Most likely, she was 
gone away, and the tale-bearing servant, not knowing what 
was become of her, had conjectured that such was the case, 
and our fair visitor had detailed it as a certainty, delighted 
with such an opportunity of tormenting me. But it was pos- 
sible — ^barely possible, that some one might have betrayed 
her, and she had been taken away by force. Determined to 
know the worst, I hastily ]pocketed my two letters, and mut- 
tering something about being too late for the post, left the 
room, rushed into the yard, and vociferously odled for my 
horse. No one being there, I drafted him out of the stable 
myself, strapped the saddle on to his back and the bridle on 
to his head, mounted, and speedily galloped away to Wood- 
ford. I found its owner pensively strolling in the grounds. 

" Is your sister gone ?" were my first words as I grasped 
his hana, instead of the usual inquiry after his health. 

^^ Yes, she's gone," was his answer, so calmly spoken, that 
my terror was at once removed. , ^.....^ 
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«^ I siippofle I maynH know where sbe is?^ said I, aa I 
dismoupted and relinquislied my horse to the gardener, who, 
being the only servant within call, had been summoned Igr his 
master, from his employment of raking up the dead leaves on 
the lawn, to take him to the stables. 

My companion gravely took' my arm, and leading me away 
to the garden, thus answered m;^ question : — 

^* &Sd is at Grassdale Manor, in shire.'^ 

*^ Where ?" cried I, with a convulsive start 

*t At Grassdak Manor." 

" How was it ? " I gasped. " Who betrayed her ?" 

*' She went of her own accord.^ 

^^ Impossible, Lawrence 1 She could not be so frantic \^ 
exclaimed I, vehemently grasping his arm, as if to force him 
to imsay those hateful words. 

*^ She did," persisted he in the same grave collected manner 
as before ; '^ and not without reason,^ he continued, gently 
disenga^g himself from my gr^sp : ^< Mr. Huntingdon is ill.** 

^^ ioia so she went to nurse him ?" 
' " Yes.'' 

^^Fooll" I could not help exclaiming— and Lawrepce 
looked up with a rather reproachful glance, ^* Is he dving, 
then?^» ^ ** 

" I think not, Markham." 

M And how many more nurses has he ? — ^how many ladiea 
are there besides, to take care of him?^* 

^^ None : he was alone, or she would not have gone." 

^^ Oh, confound it 1 this is intolerable !" 

»' What is ? that he should be alone ?" 

I attempted no reply, for I was not sure that this circum- 
stance did not partly conduce to my distraction. I therefore 
continued to pace the walk in. silent anguish, with my hand 
pressed to my forehead ; then suddenly pausing and turning 
to my companion, I impatiently exclaimed,— 

^'Why did she take this m&tuated step? What fiend 
persuaded her to it?" 

" Nothing persuaded her but her own sense of duty." 

"Humbug!" 

1^ I was half inclined to say so myself, Markham, at first 
I assure you it was not by my advice that she went, for I deieai 
that man as fervently as you can do — except, indeed that l^is 
reformation would give Jue much greater pleasure than $is 
death ; but all I did was to inform her of the circumstance of 
his illness (the consequence of a fkll from his horse in hunting), 
and to tell her that that unhappy person, l^iss Myers, had left 
him some time ago.*^ 

" It was ill-done ! Now, when he finds the ^q^^fpce of 
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lier pre«ehee, he will make all manner \of lying upeetlk^s and 
&l8e, fair promises fbr the future, and she will believe kim^ 
and then her eondition will be ten times worse and t^n times 
more irreme4iable than before/' 

*^ Ther« does not i^pear to be much ground for such appre- 
hensions at present," said he, producing a letter fiom his 
pocket : ^^ ftom the account I received this morning, I should 
say" 

It was her writmg I By an irresistible impulse, I held out 
my hand, and the words — " Let me see. it," involuntarily 
passed my lips. He was evidently reluctant to grant the re- 
quest, but wnile he hesitated, I snatched it from his hand. 
Recollecting myself, howevet, the minute after, I ofiered to 
nestore it. 

" Here, take it," said I, " if you don't want me to read it." 

"No^" replied he, "you may read it if yon like*" 

t iiead it, and so may you. 

DaAB FreDKMCK^ m Gwasdale, Nor. 4th. 

I know you will be anxious to hear from me, and I will 
fell you all t can. Mr. Huntingdon is very ill, but not dying, 
or in any immediate danger ; and he is rather better at present 
l^an he Was when I came. I found the house in sad coh- 
fiision : Mrs. Greaves, Benson, every decent servant had left^ 
and those that were come to supply their places were a negli* 
g^nt, disorderly set, to say nO worse — I must change them 
again, if I stay. A professional nurse, a grim, hard old 
Woman, had been hired to attend the wretched invalid. He 
suffers much, and has no fortitude to b^ar him through. The 
immediate injuries he sustained from the accident, however, 
Were not very severe, and would, as the dotetor say*^ have 
been but trifling to a man of temperate habits, but wilJi him 
it is very different. On the night of my arrival, when I first 
enteitd nis inoom, he was lying in a kind of half delirium. He 
did not notice me till I spoke, and then he mistook me for 
another. 

" Is it yon, Mce, come again?" he murmured. '^ What 
did you leave me for ?" 

" It is I, Arthur— it is Helen, your wife," I replied. 
. "My wlffe !" said he, with a start. "For heaven's sake, 
don't mention her ! — I have none. Devil take her," he cried, 
a moment afier, " and you too I What did you do it for ? " 

I said no more ; but observing that he kept gazing towards 
the foot of the bed, I went and sat there, placing the light so 
as to shine full upon me, for I thought he might be dying, and 
I Wanted him to know me. For a long time he lav silently 
looking upon me, first with a vacant star^^ 1|i^]y^^^^ed 
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gaze of strange growing intensity. At last he startled me by 
suddenly raising himself on his elbow and demanding in a 
horrified whisper, with his eyes still fixed upon me, — ^' Who 
is it?" 

^^It is Helen Huntingdon,'' said I, quietly rising at the 
same time, and removing to a less conspicuous position. 

"I must be going mad," cried he, " or somethmg— -delirious 
perhaps ; but leave me, whoever you are — ^I can't bear that 
white face, and those eyes ; for God's sake go, and send me 
somebody else, that doesn't look like that !" 

I went at once, and sent the hired nurse ; but next morning 
I ventured to enter his chamber again ; and, taking the nurse's 
place by his bed-side, I watched him and waited on him for 
several hours, showing myself as little as possible, and only 
speaking when necessary, and then not above my breath. At 
filrst he addressed me as the nurse, but, on my crossing the 
room to draw up the window-blinds, in obedience to his 
directions, he said, — 

*^ No, it isn't nurse ; itj^ Alice. Stay with me — do I that 
old hag will be the death of me." 

*^I mean to stay with you," said I. And after that he 
would call me Alice, or some other name almost equally re- 
pugnant to my feelings. I forced myself to endure it for a 
wiule, fearing a contradiction might disturb him too much, 
but when, having asked for a glass of water, while I held it to 
his lips, he murmured *^ Thai&s, dearest I" I could not help 
distinctly observing—" You would not say so if you knew 
me," intending to follow that up with another declaration of 
my identity, but he merely muttered an incoherent reply, so I 
dropped it again, till some time after, when, as I was bathing 
his forehead and temples with vinegar and water to relieve the 
beat and pain in his head, he observed — after looking earnestly 
upon me for some minutes — 

" I have such strange fancies — ^I can't get rid of them, and 
they won't let me rest ; and the most singular and pertina- 
cious of them all is your face and voice ; they seem just like 
hers. I could swear at this moment, that she was by my 
side." 

" She is," said I. 

" That seems comfortable," continued he, without noticing 
my words ; " and while you do it, the other fancies fade away 
— ^but this only strengthens. Go on — ^go on, till it vanishes 
too. I can't stand such a mania as this ; it would kill me !" 

" It never will vanish," said I, distinctly, " for it is the 
truth." 

" The truth!" he cried, starting as if an asp had stung hisu 
^* You don't mean to say that you are really she 1" 
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" I do ; but you needn't shriiik away from me, as if I were 
your greatest enemy : I am come to take care of you, and do 
what none of them would do." 

"For God's sake, don't torment me now!" cried he in 
pitiable agitation ; and then he began to mutter bitter curses 
against me, or the evil fortune that had brought me there ; 
while I put down the sponge and basin, and resumed my seat 
at the bed-side. 

"Where are they?" said he — "have they all left me— ' 
servants and all ?" 

" There are servants within call if you want them ; but you 
had better lie down now and be quiet : none of them could or 
would attend you as carefully as I shall do." 

" I can't understand it at all," said he, in bewildered per- 
plexity. "Was it a dream that " and he covered his 

eyes with his hands, as if trying to unravel the mystery. 

" No Arthur, it was not a dream, that your conduct was 
such as to oblige me to leave you ; but I heard that you were 
ill and alone, and I am come back to nurse you. You need 
not fear to trust me : tell me all your wants, and I will try to 
satisfy them. There is no one else to care for you ; and I 
shall not upbraid you now." 

" Oh 1 I see," said he, with a bitter smile, " it's an act of 
Christian charity, whereby you hope to gain a higher seat in 
heaven for yourself, and scoop a deeper pit in hell for me." 

" No ; I came to offer you that comfort and assistance your 
situation required ; and il I could benefit your soul as well as 
your body, and awaken some sense of contrition and " 

"Oh, yes ; if you could overwhelm me with remorse and 
confusion of face, now's the time. What have you done with 
my son?" 

" He is well, and you may see him some time, if you will 
compose yourself, but not nowj' 

"Where is he?" 

" He is safe." 

"Is he here?" 

"Wherever he is, you will not see him till you have 
promised to leave him entirely under my care and protection, 
and to let me take him away whenever and wherever I please, 
if I should hereafter judge it necessary to remove him again. 
But we will talk of that to-morrow: you must be quiet 
now.V 

" No, let me see him now. I promise, if it must be so." 

"No " 

" I swear it, as God is in heaven ! Now then, let me see 
him." 
^ " But I cannot trust your oaths and promises ; I most have 
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a written agreement^ atid yon tnuii sign it in pteHence of a 
witn*g»^but not to-day, .to-morrow.'* 

" No, to-day — now," persisted he t and he waft itt such a 
Itate of feverish dxciteftieht, and so bent upon the immediate 
gratification of his wish, that I thought it better to grant it at 
once, as I saw he would not rest till t did. But I was deter- 
knined my feon's intere0t should not be forgotten ; and having 
clearly written out the promise I wished Mr. Htlntingdon to 
give upon A«lip of paper, I deliberately read it over to him, and 
made him sign it in the presence of Rachel. He begged I 
would not insist upon this : it was a useless exposure of my 
want of fkith in his word to the servant. I told him 1 was 
sorry, but since he had forfeited my confidence, he must take 
the consequence. He next pleaded inability to hold the pen. 
**Then we must wait until you can hold it," said I. Upon 
which he said he would try ; but then he could not see to 
write. I placed my finger where the signature wad to be, 
and told him he might write his name in the dark, if he only 
knew where to put it. But he had not power to form the 
letters. " In that case, you must be too ill to see the child,*' 
ftaid I ; and finding me inexorable, he at length managed to 
ratify the agreement ; and I bade Rachel send the boy. 

All this may strike you as harsh, but I felt I must not lose 
tny present advantage, and my son^A f\iture welfare should not 
be sacrificed to any mistaken tenderness for this mau*s 
feeling!. Little Arthur had not for^tten his fkther, but 
thirteen months of absence, during which he had seldom been 
permitted to hear a word about him, or hardly to whisper his 
name, had rendered him somewhat fihy ; and when he was 
ushered into the darkened room where the sick man lay, so 
altered from his former self, with fiercely-flushed fkce and 
wildly-gleaming eyes^^he instinctively clung to me, and stood 
looking on his father with ar countenance expressive of fkr 
more awe than pleasure. 

*^ Come here, Arthur," said the latter, extending hlS hand 
towards him. The child went, and tipiialy touched that 
burning hand, but almost started in alarm, when his fkther 
suddenly clutched his arm and drew him nearer to his side.' 

*^Do you know me?" asked Mr. HtmtingdoDi intently 
perusing his features* 

*'Ye8.** 

"Who am I?" 

"Tapa." 

" Are you glad to see me ?" 

"Yes." 

" You're not I" replied the disappointed parent, relaxing hfc 
hold, and darting a vindictive glance at me, , ^..,.,^ 
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Art^r,*t]3Ue released, crept back to me, and put bia band ia 
mine. His father swore I nad made the child hate him, and 
abused and cursed me bitterly. The instant he began J sent 
^ur son out of the room ; and when he paused to breathe, I 
ealmly assured him that he was entirely mistaken ; I had 
never once attempted to prejudice his child against him. 

*^ I did indeed desire him to forget you," I said, ^ and 
•specially to forget the lessons you taught him ; and for that 
cauie, a&d to lessen the danger of discovery, J own I have 
generally discouraged his inclination to talk about you ; but 
no one can blame me for that, I think." 

The invalid only replied by groaning aloud, and rolling hla 
head on a pillow in a paroxysm of impatience. 

*^ I am In bell» already 1 " cried he. ^^ This cursed thirst is 
burning my heart to ashes 1 Will nobody-—" 

Befbre he eould finish the sentence, I had poiu*ed out a 
glass of some acidulated, cooling drink that was on the table, 
aod brought it to him^ He icmk it grei^dily, but mutt^rc^it 
a» 2 took away the glass,--- 

^ I suppose you're h^^iog coals of fire on my hcacL-^yoa 
think." 

^ot noticing this speeeh, J i^ked if there was anything else 
} could do for him. 

" yen ; I'll give you another opportunity of showing your 
Christian magnanimity," sneered he : — ^^set my pillow straight, 
*^and these confounded bed-clothes." I did 90, " There — 
now get me another glass of that slop." J oomplied. ^^ This 
ia delightful I isn't it ? " aaid he, with a malicious grin, as X 
held it to his lipfr— " you never hoped for such a gloripu^ 
opportunity ? " 

*^Kow, shall I itny vith you?" said I, as I replaced the 
glaM on the table«^<* or will you be more qtuiet if I go and 
send the nurse?" 

" Oh, yes, youYe woodrowf gentle and obliging I — But 
you've driven me mad with it all ! " responded he, with an 
impatient tosa. 

^^ ril leave you, then," said I; and I withdrew, and did not 
trouble him with my presence again that day, except for a 
minute or two at a time, just to see how he was and what he 
t^anted. 

Next morning, the doetor ordered him to b^ bled ; and afler 
that, he was more subdued and tranquil. I passed half the 
day in his room at different intervals. My presence did not 
appear to agitate or irritate him as before, cind he accepted 
my services quietly, without any bittisr remarks^-^-ixideed he 
scarcely spoke %t all, except to make knowi^ hit w«iita, and 
hardly then. But ob tb« morrow— Aat », to day— in jhto- 

X 2 



324 THE TENANT 

portion as he recovered from the state of exhaustion and 
stupefaction — his ill-nature appeared to revive. 

I' Oh, this sweet revenge !" cried he, when I had been 
doing all I could to make him comfortable and to remedy the 
carelessness of his nurse. *' And you can enjoy it with such 
a quiet conscience too, because it's all in the way of duty." 

"It is well for me that I am doing mv duty," said I, with 
a bitterness I could not repress, ^* for it is the only comfort I 
have ; and the satisfaction of my own conscience, it seems, is 
the only reward I need look for ! " 

He looked rather surprised at the earnestness of my 
manner. 

" What reward did you look for?" he asked. 

" You will think me a liar if I tell you — but I did hope to 
benefit you : as well to better your mind, as to alleviate your 
present sufferings ; but it appears I am to do neither — ^your 
own bad spirit will not let me. As far as you are concerned, 
I have sacrificed my own feelings, and all the little earthly 
comfort that was left me, to no purpose ; — and every little 
thing I do for you is ascribed to self-righteous malice and 
refined revenge I " 

"It's all very fine, I dare say," said he, eyeing me with 
stupid amazement ; ^^ and of course I ought to be melted to 
tears of penitence and admiration at the sight of so much 
generosity and superhuman goodness, — ^but you sec I can't 
manage it. However, pray do me all the* good you can, if 
you do reall]^ find any pleasure in it ; for you perceive I am 
almost as miserable just now as you need wish- to see me. 
Since you came, I confess, I have had better attendance than 
before, for these wretches neglected me shamefully, and all . 
my old friends seem to have fairly forsaken me. Fve had a 
dreadful time of it, I assure you: I sometimes thought I 
should have died — do you think there's any chance ? " 

"There's always a chance of death ; and it is always well 
to live with such a chance in view." 

" Yes, yes-p-but do you think there's any likelihood that 
this illness will have a fatal termination?" 

" I cannot tell ; but, supposing it should, how are you pre- 
pared to meet the event?" 

" Why the doctor told me I wasn't to think about it, for I 
was sure to get better, if I stuck to his regimen and pre- 
scriptions." 

" I hope you may, Arthur ; but neither the doctor nor I can 
speak with certainty in such a case ; there is internal injury, 
and it is difficult to* know to what extent." 

" There now 1 you want to scare me to death," 

** No ; but I don't want to lull you to false security. If a 
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consciousnesa' of the uncertainty of life can dispose you to 
serious and useful thoughts,'! would not deprive you of the 
benefit of such reflections, whether you do eventually recover 
or not. Does the idea of death appal you very much ? " 

*^It^s just the only thing I can^t bear to think of; so if 
you've any " 

" But it must come some time," interrupted I ; *' and if it 
be years hence, it will as certainly overtake you as if it came 
to-day, — and no doubt be as unwelcome then as now, unless 
you " 

*^ Oh, hang it I don't torment me with your preachments 
now, unless you want to kill me outright — I can't stand it, I 
tell you, I've sufferings enough without that. If you think 
there's danger, save me from it ; and then, in gratitude, Til 
hear whatever you like to say." 

I accordingly dropped the imwelcome topic. And now, 
Frederick, I think I may bring my letter to a close. From 
these details you may form your own judgment of the state 
of my patient, and of my own position and future prospects. Let 
me hear from you soon, and I will write again to tell you how 
we get on ; but now that my presence is tolerated, and even 
required, in the sick-room, I shall have but little time to 
spare between my husband and my son, — for I must not 
entirely neglect the latter : it would not do to keep him always 
with Rachel, and I dare not leave him for a moment with any 
of the other servants, or suffer him to be alone, lest he should 
meet them. If his father get worse, I shall ask Esther Har- 
grave to take charge of him for a time, till I have re-organized 
the household at least ; but I greatly prefer keeping him 
under my own eye. 

I find myself in rather a singular position : I am exerting 
my utmost endeavours to promote the recovery and reforma- 
tion of my husband, and if I succeed, what shall I do ? My 
duty, of course, — but how ? — No matter ; I can perform the 
task that is before me now, and God will give me strength to 
do whatever he requires hereafter. — Good bye, dear Frederick. 

Helen Huntingdon. 

" What do you think of it?" said Lawrence, as I silently 
refolded the letter. 

" It seems to me," returned I, " that she is casting her 
pearls before swine. May they be satisfied with trampling 
them under their feet, and not turn again and rend her I But 
I shall say no more against her : I see that she was actuated 
by the best and noblest motives in what she has done ; and if 
the act is not a wise one, may Heaven protect her from its con- 
sequences ! May I keep this letter, I^Hj^n^^fof f^ flee she 
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has never onee mentioned me throughout*<-^r made tbft i&09t 
distant allusion to me; therefore, there can be no impro« 
priety or harm in it." 

" And, therefore, why should jrou wish to keep it?" 

'^ Were not these characters Mrritten by her hand ? and were 
not these words conceiyed m her mind, and many of them 
spoken 1^ her lips ?" 

*^Weli," said he. And' so I kept it; otherwise, Hal* 
ford, you could never hftve become so thoroughly acquainted 
with its contents. 

" And when you write," s^id I, '^ will yon have the good- 
ness to ask her if I may be permitted to enlighten my mother 
and sister on her real history and circumstance, just so £Eir aa 
is necessary to make the neighbourhood sensible of the shame- 
ful injustice they have done her? I want no tender m«9« 
sages, but just ask her that, and tell her it is the greatest 
favour she could do me ; and tell her — no, nothing more.-^ 
You see I know the address, and I might write to her mynelf, 
but I am so virtuous as to refrain." 

♦^ Well, I'll do this for you, Markham," 

^^And as soon fis yoii receive an answeri you'll lei VM 
know?". 

" If all b? well, I'll come myself and tell you immediately," 
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Five or gix days after this, Mr. Lawrence paid us the honour 
of a call ; and when he and I were filone together — which I 
contrived as soon as possible, by bringing him out to look at 
my cornstacks — he showed me another tetter ft^m his aister. 
This one he was quite willing to submit to my longing gaca ; 
he thought, I suppose, it would do me good. The only answer 
it gave to my message was this : — 

'^ Mr. Markham is at liberty to make such revelations con- 
cerning me as he judges necessary. He wiU know that X 
should wish but little to be said on the subject. I hope he is 
well ; but tell him he must not think of me." 

I can give you a few extracts, from the rest of the letter, for 
I was permitted to keep this also — ^perhaps, as an antidote to 
all pernicious hopes and fancies. 

* ♦ * # ♦ 

He is decidedly better, but very low from the depressing 
effects of his severe illness and the strict regimen he is obliged 
to observe — ^so opposite to all his previous habits. It is de- 
plorfdt>le to see how completely his past life has degenerated 
nia onoe noble conatitHtson, and vitiated the '^^y^M^^ of 
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hSs bfganiEatioti. But the doctor 8ay« he may how be con- 
sidered out of danger^ if he will only continue to observe the 
necessary restrictions. Some stimulating cordials he must 
have, but they should be judiciously diluted and sparingly 
used ; and I find it very difficult to keep him to this. At first, 
bis extreme dread of death rendered the task an easy one ; 
but in proportion as he feels his acute suffering abating, and 
sees the danger receding, the more intractable he becomes. 
Now, also, his appetite for food is beginning to return ; and 
here, too, his long habits of self-indulgence are greatly against 
him. I Watch and restrain him as well as I can, and often 
get bitterly abused for my rigid severity ; and sometimes he 
eontrives to elude my vigilance, and sometimes acts in opposi- 
titm to my will. But he is now so completely reconciled to 
my attendance in general that he is never satisfied when I am 
not by his side. I am obliged to be a little stiff with him 
sometimes, or he would make a complete slave of me ; and I 
k&ow it would be unpardonable weakness to give up all other 
interests for him. I have iht servants to overlook, and my 
little Arthur to attend to,— and my own health tot), all of 
vfhich would be entirely neglected were I to satisfy his exor*- 
bitant demands. I do not generally sit up at night, for I think 
the nurse who has made it her business, is better qualified for 
such undertakings than I am ; but still, an unbroken night^s 
rest is what I but seldom enjoy, and never can venture to 
reckon upon ; for my patient makes no scruple of calling me 
up at any hour when his w^ts or his fancies require my pre- 
sence. But he is manifestly afraid of my displeasure ; and if 
at one time he tries my patience by his' unreasonable exac- 
tions, and fretful compMnts and reproaches, at another he 
depresses me by his abject submission and deprecatory self-^- 
«basement when he fears he has gone too far. But all this I 
dan readily pardon ; I know it is chiefly the result of his en- 
fsebled frame and disordered nerves — what annoys me the 
most, is his occasional attempts at affectionate fondness that I 
can neither credit nor return ; not that I hate him : his suffer*- 
ings and my own Id^orious care have given him some claim to 
my regard — to my affection even, if he would only be quiet 
and sincere, and content to let things remain as they are ; but 
the more he tries to conciliate me, the more I shrink from ^im 
and from the future. 

•* Helen, what do you mean to do when I get well?" hte 
asked this morning. " Will you run away again ? " 

'* It entirely depends upon your own conduct." 

« Oh, ril be very good." 

^ Bat if J find it necessary to leave you, Arthur, I shall not 
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'run away :* you know I have your own promise that I may 
go whenever I please, and take my son with me/* 

^^ Oh, but you shall have no cause.** And then followed a 
variety of professions, which I rather coldly checked. 

" Will you not forgive me, then ? '* said he. 

"Yes, — I have forgiven you ; but I know you cannot love 
me as you once did — ^and I should be very sorry if you were 
to, for I could not pretend to return it : so let us drop the sub- 
ject, and never recur to it again. By what I have done for 
you, you may judge of what I will do— if it be not incompati- 
ble with the higher duty I owe to my son (higher, because he 
never forfeited his claims, and because I hope to do more good 
to him than I can ever do to you) ; and if you wish me to feel 
kindly towards you, it is deeds not words which must purchase 
my affection and esteem.** 

His sole reply to this was a slight grimace, and a scarcely 
perceptible shrug. Alas, unhappy manl words, with him, 
are so much cheaper than deeds ; it was as if I had said, 
" Pounds, not pence, must buy the article you want.*' And 
then he sighed a querulous, self-commiserating sigh, as if in 
pure regret that he, the loved and courted of so many worship- 
pers, should be now abandoned to the mercy of a harsh, ex- 
acting, cold-hearted woman like that, and even glad of what 
kindness she chose to bestow. • 

" It*s a pity, isn't it ?** said I ; and whether I rightly divined 
his musings or not, the observation chimed in with his thoughts, 
for he answered — ^^ It can't be helped,** with a rueful smile at 
my penetration. 

***** 

I have seen Esther Hargrave twice. She is a charming 
creature, but her blithe spirit is almost broken, and her sweet 
temper almost spoiled, by the still unremitting persecutions of 
her mother in behalf of her rejected suitor — not violent, but 
wearisome and unremitting like a continual dropping. The 
unnatural parent seems determined to make her daughter*8 
life a burden, if she will not yield to her desires. 

*' Mamma does all she can,*' said she, '' to make me feel my- 
self a burden and incumbrance to the family, and the most 
ungrateful, selfish, and undutiful daughter that ever was born ; 
and Walter, too, is as stem and cold and haughty as if he 
hated me outright. I believe I should have yielded at once if 
I had known, trom the beginning, how much resistance would 
have cost me ; but now, for very obstinacy's sake, I will stand 
out!** 

"A bad motive for a good resolve,'* I answered. "But, 
however, I know you have better motives, really, for your 
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perseverance: and I coimsd you to keep them still in 
view." 

** Trust me I will. I threaten mamma sometimes, that III 
run away, and disgrace the family by earning my own liveli- 
hood, if she torments me any more ; and then that frightens 
her a little. But I will do it, in good earnest, if they don^t 
mind." 

'^ Be quiet and patient awhile," said I, ^' and better times 
will come." 

Poor girl I I wish somebody that was worthy to possess her 
would come and take her away — don't you, Frederick? 
* * * ♦ ♦ 

If the perusal of this letter filled me with dismay for H^elen'a 
future lite and mine, there was one great source of consola- 
tion : it was now in my power to clear her name from every 
foul aspersion. The Millwards and the Wilsons should see 
with their own eyes the bright sun bursting from the cloud — 
and they should be scorched and dazzled by its beams ; — and 
my own friends too should see it — ^they whose suspicions had 
teen such gall and wormwood to my soul. To effect this, I 
had only to drop the seed into the ground, and it would soon 
become a stately, branching herb : a few words to my mother 
and sister, I knew, would suffice to spread the news through- 
out the whole neighbourhood, without any further exertion on 
my part. 

Rose was delighted; and as soon as I had told her all I 
thought proper — ^which was all I affected to know — she flew 
with alacrity to put on her bonnet and shawl, and hasten to 
carry the glad tidings to the Millwards and Wilsons — glad 
tidings, I suspect, to none but herself and Mary Millward — 
that steady, sensible girl, whose sterling worth had been so 
quickly perceived and duly valued by the supposed Mrs. 
Graham, in spite of her plain outside ; and who, on her part, 
had been better able to see and appreciate that lady's true 
character and qualities than the brightest genius among them. 

As I may never have occasion to mention her again, I may 
as well tell you here, that she was at this time privately 
engaged to Richard Wilson — a secret, I believe, to every 
one but themselves. That worthy student was now at 
Cambridge, where his most exemplary conduct and his 
diligent perseverance in .the pursuit of learning carried him 
safiely through, and eventually brought him with hard-earned 
honours, and an untarnished reputation, to the close of his 
collegiate career. In due time, he became Mr. Millward's 
first and only curate — for that gentleman's declining years 
forced him at last to acknowledge that the duties of his 
extensive parish were a little too much for those vaunted 
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•nergfies which he was won^ to boast over his you ngtr «a4 

less active brethren of the cloth. This was what the patisnt, 
faithful lovers had priyateljr planned, and quietly waited for 
years ago; and in due time they were united, to th« 
astonishment of the little world they lived in, that had long 
sinQe declared them both born to single blessedness ; affirm* 
ing it impossible that the pale, retiring bookworm should 
ever summon courage to seek a wife, or be able to obtain 
one if he did, and equally impossible that the plain looking, 
plain dealing, unattractive, unooneiliating Miss MiUward 
should ever find a husband. 

They still continued to live at the vicarage, the lady dividing 
her time between her father, her husband, and their poor 
parishioner8,~<-and. subsequently her rising family; and now 
that the Beverend Michael Mill ward has been gathered to his 
fathers, full of years and honours, the Reverend Edward 
Wilson has succeeded him to the vicarage of Lindenhope, 
greatly to the satisfaction of its inhabitants, who had so long 
tried and fully proved his merits, and those of his excellent 
and well-loved partner. 

If you are interested in the after-fate of that lady's sister, I 
can only tell you — what perhaps vou have heard from another 
quarter-r-that some twelve or thirteen years ago she relieved 
tne happy couple of her presence by marrying a wealthy 

tradesman of L ; and I don't envy him his bargain, I 

fear she leads him a rather uncomfortable life, though, 
happily, he is too dull to perceive the extent of his inis« 
fortune, I have little enough to do with her myself: we 
have not met for many years ; but, I am well assured, she 
has not yet forgotten or forgiven either her former loveri ^t 
the lady whose superior qualities first opened his eyes to the 
folly of his boyish attachment. 

Aa for Richard Wilson's sister, she, having been wholly 
unable to re-capture Mr. Lawrence, or obtain any partner 
rich and elegant enoush to suit her ideas of what the husband 
of Jane Wilson ought to be, is yet in single blessedness. 
Shortly after the death of her mother, she withdrew the light 
of her presence from Ryecote Farm, finding it impossible any 
longer to endure the rough manners and unsophisticated 
habits of her honest brother Robert, and his worthy wif^, 
or the idea of being identified with such vulgar people in 
the eyes of the world, — ^and took lodgings in -^--— the county 
town, where she lived, and still lives, I suppose, in a kind of 
closefisted, cold, uncomfortable gentility, doing no good to 
others, and but little to herself; spending her days in fanev- 
work and scandal ; referring frequently to her ^^ brother the 
view," and her "sister, the vicar's lady^J^,|i|t^^i|§|^to ber 
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brotW, the fiirmer, abd her sister, the fanner*s wife ; leeing 
a§ much compftny aft she eati without too mueh expense, hut 
k>ying fto one and heloved by none— a cold-hearted, duper'^ 
eiiioun, keenlyt inmdiouisly censorious old maid. 



CHAPTER XUX. 

TflOUQH Mr. Ldwrence^s health was now quite re-estahlished, 
ay tisits to Woodford were as unremitting as eyer ; though 
often less protracted than before. We seldom talked about 
Mr«. Huntingdon ; but yet we never met without mentioning 
her, for 1 ncYer sought hi* company but with the hope of 
hearing something about her, and he never sought mine at 
all, because he saw me often enough without. But I always 
began to talk of other things, and waited first to see if he 
would introduce the subject. If he did not, I would casually 
adk, ** Have you heard from your sister lately?" If he said 
*»No,*» the matter was dropped : if he said "Yes," I would 
venture to inquire, " How is she?" but never " How is her 
husband ?" though I might be burning to know ; because I 
had not the hypocrisy to profess any anxiety for his recovery, 
and I had not the face to express any desire for a contrary 
result. Had I any such desire ?— I fear I must plead guilty ; 
but since you have heard my confession, you must hear my 
justification as well — a few of the excuses, at least, wherewith 
I sought to pacify my own accusing conscience. 

In the first place, you see his lire did harm to others, and 
evidently no good to himself; and though I wished it to 
terminate, I would not have hastened its close if, by the lifting 
of a finger, I could have done so, or if a spirit bad whispered 
in my ear that a single efibrt of the will would be enough, — 
unless, indeed, I had the power to exchange him for some 
Other Victim of the grave, whose life might be of service to 
his race, and whose death would be lamented by his friends. 
But was there any harm in wishing that, among the many 
thousands whose souls would certainly be required of them 
before the year was over, this wretched mortal might be one ? 
I thought not ; and therefore I wished with all my heart that 
it might please Heaven to remove him to a better world, or 
if that might not be, still, to take him out of this ; for if he 
Were unfit to answer the summons now, after a warning 
sickness, and with fcuch an angel by his side, it seemed but 
too certain that he never would be — that, on the contrary, 
returning health would bring returning lust and villany, and 
as he grew more certain of recovery, more accustomed to her 



dS2 THE TENANT 

fenerous goodness, his feelings would become more callous, 
is heart more flinty and impervious to her persuasive 
arguments — but God knew best. Meantime, however, I 
could not but be anxious for the result of his decrees ; know- 
ing, as I did, that (leaving myself entirely out of the question) 
however Helen might feel interested in her husband's welfare, 
however she might deplore his fate, still while he lived she 
must be miserable. 

A fortnight passed away, and my inquiries were always 
answered in the negative. At length a welcome ^' yes " drew 
from me the second question. Lawrence divined my anxious 
thoughts, and appreciated my reserve. I feared, at first, he 
was going lo torture me by unsatisfactory replies, and either 
leave me quite in the dark concerning what I wanted to know, 
or force me to drag the information out of him, morsel by 
morsel, by direct inquiries — " and serve you right," you will 
say ; but he was* more merciful ; and in a little while, he put 
his sister's letter into my hand. I silently read it, and restored 
it to him without comment or remark. This mode of pro- 
cedure suited him so well, that thereafter he always pursued 
the plan of showing me her letters at once, when I inquired 
after her, if there were any to show — it was so much less 
trouble than to tell me their contents ; and I received such 
confidences so quietly and discreetly that he was never 
induced to discontinue them.* 

But I devoured those precious letters with my eyes, and 
never let them go till their contents were stamped upon my 
mind ; and when I got home, the most important passages 
were entered in my diary among the remarkable events of the 
day. 

The first of these communications brought intelligence of a 
serious relapse in Mr. Huntingdon's illness, entirely the result 
of his own infatuation in persisting in the indulgence of his 
appetite for stimulating drink. In vain had she remonstrated, in 
vain she had mingled his wine with water : her arguments and 
entreaties were a nuisance, her interference was an insult so 
intolerable, that, at length, on finding she had covertly diluted 
the pale port that was brought him, he threw the bottle out 
of window, swearing he would not be cheated like a baby, 
ordered the butler, on pain of instant dismissal, to bring a 
bottle of the strongest wine in the cellar, and affirming that 
he should have been well long ago if he had been let to have 
his own way, but she wanted to keep him weak in order that 
she might have him under her thumb — but by the Lord 
Harry, he would have no more humbug — seized a glass in one 
hand and the bottle in the other, and never rested till he 
had drunk it dry. Alarming symptoms we|;^ ^^^ J^pi^diate 
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result of this "imprudence" as she mildly termed it — 
symptoms which had rather increased than diminished since ; 
and this was the cause of her delay in writing to her brother. 
Every former feature of his malady had returned with aug- 
mented virulence ; the slight external wound, half healed, 
had broken out afresh ; internal inflammation had taken place, 
which might terminate fatally if not soon removed. Of course, 
the wretched sufferer^s temper was not improved by this 
calamity — in fact, I suspect it was well nigh insupportable, 
though his kind nurse did not complain ; but she said she had 
been obliged at last to give her son in charge to Esther 
Hargrave, as her presence was so constantly required in the 
sick room that she could not possibly attend to him herself; 
and though the child had begged to be allowed to continue 
with her there, and to help her to nurse his papa, and though 
she had no doubt he would have been very good and quiet, — 
she could not think of subjecting his young and tender feelings 
to the sight of so much suflering, or of allowing him to 
witness his father's impatience, or hear the dreadful language 
he was wont to use in his paroxysms of pain or irritation. 

" The latter," continued she, " most deeply regrets the step 
that has occasioned his relapse, — ^but, as usual, he throws the 
blame upon me. If I had reasoned with him like a rational 
creature, he says, it never would have happened ; but to be 
treated like a baby or a fool, was enough to put any man past 
his patience, and drive him to assert his independence even at 
the sacrifice of his own interest — he forgets how often I had 
reasoned him *past his patience' before. He appears to be 
sensible of his danger ; but nothing can induce him to behold 
it in the proper light. The other night while I was waiting 
on him, and just as I had brought him a draught to assuage 
his burning thirst — he observed, with a return of his former 
sarcastic bitterness, — 

"Yes, you*lre mighty attentive nowl — I suppose there's 
nothing you wouldn't do for me now?" 

" You know," said I, a little surprised at his manner, "that 
I am willing to do anything I can to relieve you." 

" Yes, now, my immaculate angel ; but when once you 
have secured your reward, and find yourself safe in heaven, 
and me howling in hell-fire, catch you lifting a finger to serve 
me then I — No, you'll look complacently on, and not so much 
as dip the tip of your finger in water to cool my tongue !" 

" If so, it will be because of the great gulf over which I 
cannot pass ; and if I could look complacently on in such a 
case, it would be only from the assurance that you were being 
purified from your sins, and fitted to enjoy the happiness I 
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feIt.-^Bttt are jou determined, Artbtil*, that I shall Hot m%H 
yottin heayen?" 

•* Humph I "What should I do there, I shottld like to 
knowt" 

<* Indeed, I eannot tell ; and I fear it id too certain that 
vonr tastes and feelings must be widely altered before you can 
have any enjoyment there. But do you prefer sinking, 
without an effort, into the state of torment you picture tb 
yourself?" 

** Oh, it's all a fable," said he, contemptuously. 

** Are you sure, Arthur ? are you quite sure ? Because if 
there is any doubt, and if you should find yourself mistaken 
after all, when it is too late to turn——" ' 

•*It wotild be father awkward to be sure," said he j "hut 
don't bother me now — I'm not going to die yet. I can't and 
won't," he added rehemently, as if suddenly struck with the 
appalling aspect of that terrible etent. ''Helen, you must save 
me 1" And he earnestly seized my hand, and looked into Ttijr 
face with such imploring eagerness that my heart bled ibr him. 
and I could not speak for tears. 

« if # # • 

The next letter brought intelligence that the malady wai 
fkst increasing ; and the poor sufferer's horror of death wa§ 
itill more distressing than his impatience of bodily pain. All 
his friends had not forsaken him, for Mr. Hattersley, hearing 
of his danger, had come to see him from his distant home in 
the north. His wife had accompanied him, as much for the 
pleasure of seeing her dear friend from whom she had been 
parted so long, as to visit her motlier and sister. 

Mrs. Huntingdon expressed herself glad to see Milicent 
once more, and pleased to behold her so happy and well. 
She is now at the Grove, continued the letter, but she 
often calls to see me. Mr. Hattersley spends much of his 
time at Arthur's bed-side. With mdre good feeling than I 
gave him credit for, he evinces con8ider?^bIe sympathy for his 
unhappy friend, and is far more willing than able to comfort 
him. Sometimes he tries to joke and laugh with him, but that 
will not do : sometimes he endeavours to cheer him with talk 
about old times ; and this at one time may serve to divert the 
sufferer from his own sad thoughts ; at another, it will only 
plunge him into deeper melancholy than before ; and then 
Hattersley is confounded, and knows not what to say,— unless 
it be a timid suggestion that the clergyman might be sent for. 
But Arthur will never consent to that r he knows he has re* 
jected the clerg;<^man'8 well-meant admonitions with scoffing 
levity at other times, and cannot dream of turning to him for 
consolation now. 
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Mr. Hgtterilty isametimefl offers hh iemQ^0 inatend of 
mine, but Arthur will not let me go : that strange whim still 
increases, as bis strength declines— the fancy to hav^ me 
always by his side. I hardly ever leave him, except to go 
into the next room, where X sometimes snatch an hour or so 
of sleep wh@n he is quiet ; but even thent the doo^i is left 
sjar that he ma^ know me to be within call. I am with him 
now, while 1 write ; and I fear m/ occupation annoys him | 
though X frequently break off to attend to nim, and though Mr. 
liattersley is also by his side.. That gentleman came, as hd 
laid, to beg a holiday for me, that I might have a run in thi 
park, this fine, frosty morning, with Ji^Uicent, aild ISsthert 
an4 little Arthur, whom he had driven over to see ma. Our 
poor invalid evidently felt it a heartless proposition, and 
would have felt it still more heartless in m^ to accede to it. I 
therefore said I would only go and speak to th^m a minutei 
and then come back. I did but exchange a few words witn 
them, just outside the portico— inhajing the fresh, bracing m 
as I stood — and then, resisting the earnest and eloquent en* 
treaties of all three to stay a little longer, and join them in a 
walk round the garden, I tor^ myself away and returned t^ 
my patient. I had not been absent ^ve minutes, but he je^ 
proached me bitterly for my levity and neglect;. His friend 
espoused my cause ;'— 

<' Nay, nay, Huntingdon," said he, *♦ you're too hard upon 
her— she must bav^ food and sleep, and a mowthfUl of fresh 
air now and then, or she can't stand it I tell you. I^opk at 
her, man, she's worn to a shadow already." 

** What are her sufferings to mine?" said the poor invalid* 
** You don't grudge me these attentions, do you, Helen?" 

** No, Arthur, if I could really serve you by tbero, I 
would give my life to save you, if X might," 

** Would you, indeed?— No 1" 

** Most willingly, I would." 

♦» Ah I that's because you think yourself more fit tg die !" 

There was a painful pause. lie was evidently plunged in 
gloomy reflections, but while I pondered for something to say, 
that might benefit without alarming him, Hattersley, whose 
mind had been pursuing almost the same course^ broke lilenp? 
with, — 

" I say, Huntingdon, I would send for a parson, of some sort 
—If you didn't like the vicar, you know, you could have his 
curate, or somebody els^," 

^^ No ; none of them can benefit me if she ean^t," was tba 
answer, And the tears gushed from his eyes as he earnestly 
9xelaim0d,-— ^^ Oh, Helen, if J had listened to you, it neyey 

Digitized by <^OOgle 



336 THE TENANT 

would have come to this ! And if I had heiard you long ago 
— Ob, Grod I how diflferent it would have been !" 

^^ Hear me now, then, Arthur," said I, gently pressing his 
hand. 

^^ It's too late, now,*' said he despondingly. And after that 
another paroxysm of pain came on ; and then his mind began 
to wander, and we feared^ his death was approaching ; but an 
opiate was administered,* his sufferings began to abate, he 
gradually became more composed, and at length sank into a 
kind of slumber. He has been quieter since ; and now Hat- 
tersley has left him, expressing a hope that he shall find him 
better when he calh to-morrow. 

"Perhaps I may recover," he replied, "who knows? — 
this may have been the crisis. What do you think, Helen ?" 

Unwilling to depress him, I gave the most cheering answer 
I could, but still recommended him to prepare for the possi- 
bility of what I inly feared was but too certain. But he 
was determined to hope. Shortly after, he relapsed into a 
kind of doze— but. now he groans again. 

There is a change. Suddenly he called me to his side, 
with such a strange, excited manner that I feared he was 
delirious — but he was not. "That was the crisis, Helen!" 
said he delightedly — " I had an infernal pain here — it is quite 
gone now ; I never was so easy since the fall — Quite gone; 
by heaven 1" and he clasped and kissed my hand in the very 
fulness of his heart ; but, finding I did not participate his joy, 
he quickly flung it from him, and bitterly cursed my coldness 
and insensibihty. How could I reply ? Kneeling beside him, 
I took his hand and fondly pressed it to my lips — for the first 
time since our separation — and told him as well as tears 
would let me speak, that it was* not that that kept me silent; 
it was the fear that this sudden cessation of pain was not so 
favourable a symptom as he supposed. I immediately sent 
for the doctor. We are now anxiously awaiting him : I will 
tell you what he says. There is still the same freedom from 
pain — ^the same deadness to all sensation where the suffering 
was most acute. 

My worst fears are realized — ^mortification has commenced. 
The doctor has told him there is no hope — ^no words can 
describe his anguish. I can write no more. 

* * * % m 

The next was still more distressing in the tenor of its con- 
tents. The sufferer was fast approaching dissolution— dragged 
almost to the verge of that awful chasm he trembled to con- 
template, from which no agony of prayers or tears could save 
him. iN^othing could conifort him now; Hattersley's rough 
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attempts at consolation were utterly in vain. The world was 
nothing to him : life and all its interests, its petty cares and 
transient pleasures were a cruel mockery. To talk of the 
past, was to torture him with yain remorse ; to refer io the 
future, was to increase his anguish ; and yet to he silent, wa& 
to leave him a prey to his own regrets and apprehensions. 
Often he dwelt with shuddering minuteness on the fate of his 
perishing clay — the slow, piecemeal dissolution already in- 
vading his &ame ; the shroudf the coffin, the dark, lonely 
grave, and all the horrors of corruption. 

" If I try," said his afflicted wife, " to divert him from these 
things — to raise his thoughts to higher themes, it is no better : 
— ' Worse and worse I ' he groans. ' If there be really life be- 
yond the tomb, and judgment after death, how can I face it?' 
— ^I cannot do him any good ; he will neither be enlightened, 
nor roused, nor comforted by anything I say; and yet he 
clings to me with unrelenting pertinacity — ^with a kind ol 
childish desperation, as if I could save him from the fate he 
dreads. He keeps me night and day beside him. He is hold- 
ing my left hand now, while I write ; he has held it thus for 
hours: sometimes quietly, with his pale face upturned to 
mine: sometimes clutching my arm with violence — the big 
drops starting from his forehead, at the thoughts of what he 
sees, or thinks he sees before him. If I withdraw my hand 
for a moment, it distresses him : — 

" 'Stay with me, Helen,' he says ; ' let me hold you so : it 
seems as if harm could not reach me while you are here. 
But death will* come — it is coming now — ^fast, fast ! — and — Oh, 
if I could believe there was nothing after ! ' 

" ' Don't try to believe it, Arthur ; there is joy and glory 
after, if you will but try to reach it I' 

" ' What, for me ? ' ie said, with something like a laugh. 
'Are we not to be judged according to the deeds done in the 
body? Where's the use of a probationary existence, if a man 
may spend it as he pleases, just contrary to God's decrees, 
and then go to heaven with the best — ^if the vilest sinner may 
win the reward of the holiest saint, by merely saying, " I re- 
pent?"' 

" ' But if you sincerely repent—*' 

" ' I can't repent ; I only fear.' 

" ' You only regret the past for its consequences to your- 
self?' 

"'Just so— except that I'm sorry to have wronged you, 
Nell, because you're so good to me.' 

" ' Think of the goodness of God, and you cannot but be 
grieved to have offended Him.' 
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^* ' Wb»t i« Goj*^! cftuaot tee Him or hear !ffimN«p6od i« 

only au idea.' 

^^ ^ God if Infinita Wiadom, and Power, and Goedneit'*«aBd 
LoviB ; but if this idea ia too vast for your human facultie8--t 
if your mind loaes itself ia its oyerwhelming infinitude, fix it 
on Him who condescended to take our nature upon Him, who 
was raised to heaven even in his glorified human body, in 
whom the fulness of the godhead shines.' '> 

But he only shook his head and sighed^ Then, in another 
paroxysi^ of shuddering horror, he tightened his grasp on my 
hand and arn^, and groaning and lamenting, still clung to me 
with that wild, desperate earnestness so harrowing to my soul, 
because I know I cannot help him. I did my best to soothe 
and comfort him* 

*^ ^ Peath is so terrible,' he cried, ^ I cannot bear it 1 Yon 
don^t know, Helen — ^you can^t imagine what it is, because you 
haven^t it before you ; and when I'm buried, youUl return to 
your old ways and be as happy as ever, and all the world will 
;o on just as busy and merry as if I had neyer been ; while 
««-^' He burst into tears. 

^^ ^ Tou needn^t let that distress you,' I said $ ^ we shall all 
follow you soon enough.' 

^^ ^ I wish to Qod I could take you with me i)ow 1' he ^x* 
claimed, * you should plead for me.' 

^^ * No man can deliver his brother, nor make agreement 
unto Qod for him,' I replied : * it cost more to redeem their 
souls^-it cost the blood of an incarnate God, perfect and sin- 
less in himself, to redeem us from the bondage of the eyil 
one : — let Him plead for you.' 

^^But I seem to speak in vain. He does not now, as 
formerly, laugh these blessed truths to seorni but still he 
cannot trust, or will not comprehend them. He oannot linger 
long. He sufiers dreadfully, and so do those that wait upon 
him-r-but X will not harass you with further details : I have 
said enough, I think, to convince you that I did well to (^o to 
him." 

# # # ♦ # 

Poor, poor Helen! dreadful indeed her trials must have 
been ! And I could do nothing to lessen them^^^nay, it almost 
seemed as if I had brought them upon her myself, by my own 
secret desires ; and whether I looked at her husband's sufi'er- 
ings or her own, it seemed almost like a judgment upon myr 
self for having oherished such a wish. 

The next day but one there came another letter. That 
too was put into my hands without a remark, and these are 
its contents :«- 
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Dee. 5th. 

He is good ttt last. I eat l)e(Hdti him all night, with m^ 
hand fatrt locked in his, watching the changes of his features 
and listening to his failing breath. He had been silent a long 
time, and 1 thought he would never, speak again) when h^ 
flUirRinred, faintly bttt distinctly,*^ 

"Pray for me, Helen!" 

" I do pray for you — every hour and every minute, Arthur ; 
but you must pray lor yourself." 

His lips moved, but emitted no sound ;— then his looki bC" 
came unsettled ; and, from the incoherent haif^uttcred words 
that escaped him from time to time, supposing him to be now 
unconscious, I gently disengaged my hand from his, intending 
to steal away for a breath of air, Ibr I was almost ready to 
faint I but a convulsive movement of the Angers, and a faintly 
whispered "Don^t leave me!" immediately recalled met I 
took his hand again, and held it till he was no more— and theh 
I fkinted: it was not grief; it was exhaustion, that, till then, 
I had been enabled successfully to combat. Oh, Frederick ! 
none can imagine the miseries, bodily and mental, of that 
death-bed! How could I endure to think that that poor 
trembling soul was hurried away to everlasting torment? it 
would drive me mad 1 But thank God I have hope-^'not only 
from a vague dependence on the possibility that penitence and 
pardon might have reached him at the last, but from the 
blessed confidence that, through whatever purging fires the 
erring spirit may be doomed to pass — whatever fate awaits it. 
Still, it is not lost, and God, who hateth nothing that he hath 
made, will bless it in the end ! 

His bodv will be consigned on Thursday to that dark grave 
he so much dreaded ; but the coffin must be closed as soon as 
possible. If you will attend the funeral come quickly, for I 
ttted help. 

H«Li£N HtKtmatHW. 



CHAPTER L. 

Ok reading this, I had no reason to disguise my joy and hope 
from Frederick Lawrence, for I had none to be ashamed of. 
I felt no )ey but that his sister was at length released from 
her afHlctive, overwhelming toil — no hope but that she would 
in time recover from the effects of it, and be suffered to rest 
in peace and quietness, at least, for the remainder of her life. 
Z experienced a painful commiseration for her unhappy bus* 
band (though fully aware that he had brought every particle 
of his Bttfierings upon himself, and but too well deserved them 
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all), and a profound sympathy for her own afflictions, and deep 
anxiety for the consequences of those harassing cares, those 
dreadfal vigils, that incessant and deleterious confinement 
heside a living corpse — for I was persuaded she had not hinted 
half the sufferings she had had to e;idure. 

" You will go to her, Lawrence ?" said I, as I put the letter 
into his hand. 

" Yes, immediafely." 

" That's right ! ril leave you, then, to prepare for your de- 
J)arture." 

" IVe done that already, while you were reading the letter, 
and before you came ; and tl^e carriage is now coming round 
to the door." 

Iu\y approving his promptitude, I bade him good morning, 
and withdrew. He gave me a searching glance as we pressed 
each other's hands at parting ; but whatever he sought in my 
countenance, he saw there nothing but the most becoming 
gravity — it might be, mingled with a little sternness in mo- 
mentary resentment at what I suspected to be passing in his 
mind. 

Had I forgotten my own prospects, my ardent love, my 
pertinacious hopes? It seemed like sacrilege to revert to 
them now, but I had not forgotten them. It was, however, 
with a gloomy sense of the darkness of those prospects, the 
fallacy of those hopes, and the v|inity of that affection, that I 
reflected on those things as I remounted my horse and.slowljr 
lourneyed homewards. Mrs. Huntingdon was free now; it 
was no longer a crime to think of her — but did she ever think 
of me ? — not now— of course it was not to be expected — but 
would she, when this shock was over? — In all the course of 
her correspondence with her brother (ouf mutual friend, as 
she herself had called him), she had never mentioned me but 
once — and that was from necessity. This, alone, afforded 
strong presumption that I was already forgotten ; yet this was 
not the worst : it might have been her sense of duty that had 
kept her silent, she might be only trying to forget ; but in ad- 
dition to this, I had a gloomy conviction that the awful 
realities she had seen and felt, her reconciliation with the man 
she had once loved, his dreadful sufferings and death, must 
eventually efface from her mind all traces of her passing love 
for me. She might recover from these horrors so far as to be 
restored to her former health, her tranquillity, her cheerful- 
ness eveur— but never to those feelings which would appear to 
her, henceforth, as a fleeting fancy, a vain, illusive dream ; 
especially as there was no one to remind her of my existence 
— no means of assuring her of my fervent constancy, now 
that we were so far apart, and delicacy forbade me to see her 

Digitized by L^OOgl^ 



OF WILDFELL HALL. 341 

OT to write to lier, for months to come at least. And how 
could I engage her brother in my behalf? how could I break 
that icy crust of shy reserve ? Perhaps he would disapprove 
of my attachment now, as highly as before ; perhaps he would 
think me too poor — ^too lowly bom, to match with his sister. 
Yes, there was another barrier : doubtless there was a wide 
distinction between the rank and circumstances of Mrs. Hun- 
tingdon, the lady of Grassdale Manor, and those of Mrs. 
Graham the artist, the tenant of Wildfell Hall ; and it might 
be deemed presumption in me to offer my hand to the former 
— ^by the world, by her friends — ^if not by herself — a penalty 
I might brave, if I were certain she loved me ; but otherwise, 
how could I? And, finally, her deceased husband, with his 
usual selfishness, might have so constructed his will as to place 
restrictions upon her marrying again. So that you see I had 
reasons enough for despair if I chose to indulge it. 

Nevertheless, it was with no small degree of impatience, 
that I looked forward to Mr. Lawrence's return from Grass- 
dale — impatience that increased in proportion as his absence 
was prolonged. He stayed away some ten or twelve days. 
All very right that he should remain to comfort and help his 
sister, but he might have written to tell me how she was, — 
or at least to tell me when to expect his return ; for he might 
have known I was suffering tortures of anxiety for her, and 
uncertainty for my own future prospects. And when he did 
return, all he told me about her was, that she had been greatly 
exhausted and worn by her unremitting exertions in behalf 
of that man who had been the scourge of hefr life, and had 
dragged her with him nearly to the portals of the grave, — 
and was still much shaken and depressed by his melancholy 
end and the circumstances attendant upon it ; but no word in 
reference to me — no intimation that my name had ever passed 
her lips, or even been spoken in her presence. To be sure, I 
asked no questions on the subject : I could not bring my mind 
to do so, believing, as I did, that Lawrence was indeed averse 
to the idea of my union with his sister. 

I saw that he expected to be further questioned concerning 
his visit, and I saw too, with the keen perception of awakened 
jealousy, or alarmed self-esteem — or by whatever name I 
ought to call it — that he rather shrank from that impending 
scrutiny, and was no less pleased than surprised to find it did 
not come. Of course, I was burning with anger, but pride 
obliged me to suppress my feelings, and preserve a smooth 
face— or at least a stoic calmness — throughout the interview. 
It was well it did, for, reviewing the matter in my sober 
judgment, I must say it would have been highly absurd and 
improper to have quarrelled with him on such an occasion : J 
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must confess too that I wronged him in my heart : the truth 
was, he liked me very well, but he was Iblly aware that a 
union between Mrs. Huntingdon and me would be what the 
world calls a m^sallianee ; and it was not in his nature to set 
the world at defiance ; — especially in such a ease as this, for 
its dread laugh, or ill opinion, would be far more terrible to 
him directed against his sister than himself. Had he beliered 
that a union was necessary to the happiness of both) or of 
either, or had he known how fervently I loved her, be would 
have acted differently ; but seeing me so calm and cool, he 
would not for the world disturb my philosophy ; and though 
refraining entirely from any active opposition to the match, 
he would yet do nothing to bring it about, and would much 
rather take the part of "prudence, in aiding us to overcome 
our mutual predilections, than that of feelin|!f, to encourage 
them. " And he was in the right of it," you will say. Perhaps 
he was — at any rate, I had no business to feel so bitterly 
against him as I did ; but I could not then regard the matter 
in such a moderate light; and, after a brief conversation 
upon indifferent topics, I went away, suffering all the pangs of 
wounded pride and injured friendship, in addition to those 
resulting from the fear that I was indeed forgotten, and the 
knowledge that she I loved was alone and afflicted, suffering 
from injured health and dejected spirits, and I was forbidden 
to console or assist her — forbidden even to assure her of mt 
sympathy, for the transmission of any such message through 
Mr. Lawrence was now completely out of the question. 

But what should I do ? I would wait, and see if she would 
notice me, which of course she would not, unless by some kind 
message intrusted to her brother, that, in all probability^ he 
would not deliver, and then — dreadfUl thought I — she would 
think me cooled and changed fbr not returning it, or, perhaps, 
he had already given her to understand that I had ceased to 
think of her. I would wait, however, till the six months after 
our parting were fairly passed (which would be about the 
close of February), and then I would send her a letter modestly 
reminding her of her former permission to write to her at the 
close of that period, and hoping I might avail myself of it, at 
least to express my heart-felt sorrow for her late afflictions, 
my just appreciation of her generous conduct, and my hope 
that her health was now completely re-established, and that 
she would, some time, be permitted to enjoy those blessings of 
a peaceful happv life, which had been denied her so long, but 
which none could more truly be said to merit than herself,— 
Adding a few words of kind remembrance to my little friend 
Arthur, with'a hope that he had not forgotten me, and, per- 
haps, a few more in reference to by-gone times, to the delight* 
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fbl lionri I had pawed in her society, and my nxnhiing recol- 
lection of them, which was the salt and solace of my Hfe, and 
a hope that her recent troubles had not entirely banished me 
from her mind. If she did not answer this, of course I should 
write no mofe : if she did (as surely she would, in some 
fashion), my future proceedings should be regulated by her 



'^fe 



Ten weeks was long to wait in such a miserable state of un- 
certainty, but courage 1 it must be endured ; and meantime 
I would continue to see Lawrence now and then, though 
not so often as before, and I would still pursue my habitual 
inquiries after his sister, if he had lately heard from her, and 
how she was, but nothing more. 

I did so, and the answers I received were always provok** 
ingly limited to the letter of the inquiry i she was much as 
usual: she made no complaints, but the tone of her last lett^ 
evinced great depression of mind : she said she was better s 
and, finally, she said she was well, and very busy with her 
son's education, and with the management of her late hus- 
band's property, and the regulation of his affairs. The rascal 
had never told me how that property was disposed, or whether 
Mr. Huntingdon had died intestate or not; and I would 
sooner die than ask him, lest he should misconstrue into 
oovetousneit my desire to know. He never oifered to show 
me his sister's letters now, and I never hinted a wish to see 
them. February, however, was approaching ; December waa 
past ; January, at length, was almost over — ^a few more weeks, 
and then, certain despair or renewal of hope would put an 
end to this long agony of suspense. 

But alas ! it was just about that time she was called to sus- 
tain another blow in the death of her uncle, a worthless old 
fellow enough in himself, I dare say, but he had always shown 
more kindness and abaction to her than to any other creature, 
and she had always been accustomed to regard him as a parent. 
She was with him when he died, and had assisted her aunt to 
. nurse him during the last stage of his illness. Her brother 
went to Staningley to attend the funeral, and told me, upon 
his return, that she was still there, endeavouring to cheer her 
aunt with her presence, and likely to remain some time. This 
was bad news for me, for while she continued there I could 
not write to her, as I did not know the address, and would 
not ask it of him. But week followed week, and every time 
X inquired about her she was still at Staningley, 

"Where is Staningley?" I asked at last. 

♦' In -^— shire," was the brief reply ; and there was some* 
thing so cold and dry in the manner of it, that I was ef- 
fectually deterred from requesting a more defimtewcou! 



844 THE TENANT 

•' When will she return to Grassdale ? "' was my next ques* 
tion. 

" I don't know. 

" Confound it I" I muttered. 

"Why, Markham?" asked my companion, with an air of 
innocent surprise. But I did not deign to answer him, save 
by a look of silent sullen contempt, at which he turned away, 
and contemplated the carpet with a slight smile, halt pensive, 
half amused ; but quickly looking up, he began to talk of 
other subjects, trying to draw me into a cheerful and friendly 
conversation, but I was too much irritated to discourse with 
him, and soon took leave. 

You see Lawrence and I somehow could not manage to get 
on very well together. The fact is, I believe, we were both 
of us a little too touchy. It is a troublesome thing, Halford, 
this susceptibility to affronts where none are intended. I am 
no martyr to it now, as you can bear me witness : I have 
learned to be merry and wise, to be more easy with myself 
and more indulgent to my neighbours, and I can afford to 
laugh at both Lawrence and you. 

Partly from accident, partly from wilful negligence on my 
part (for I was really beginning to dislike him), several weeks 
' elapsed before I saw my friend again. When we did meet, it 
was he that sought me out. One bright morning, early in 
JunCf-he came into the field where I was just commencing my 
hay harvest. 

" It is long since I saw you, Markham," said he, after the 
first few words had passed between us. " Do you never mean 
to come to Woodford again ? " 

" I called once, and you were out." 

" I was sorry, but that was long since ; I hoped you would 
call again, and now I have c^^Ued, and you were out, which you 
generally are, or I would do myself the pleasure of calling 
more frequently ; but being determined to see you this time, 
I have left my pony in the lane, and come over hedge and 
ditch to join you ; for I am about to leave Woodford for a 
while, and may not have the pleasure of seeing you again for 
a month or two." 

" Where are you going ?" 

" To Grassdale first," said he, with a half-smile he would 
willingly have suppressed if he could. 

" To Grassdale I Is she there, then ? " 

" Yes, but in a day or two she will leave it to accompany 

Mrs. Maxwell to F for the benefit of the sea air, and I shall 

go with them." (F was at that time a quiet but respect- 
able watering place : it is considerably more frequented now.) 

Lawrence seemed to expect me to takg^^^^lfgf^^of ^8 
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circumstance to intfast him with some sort of a message to 
his sister ; and I believe he would have undertaken to deliver 
it without any material objections, if I had had the sense to 
ask him, though of course he would not offer to do so, if I 
was content to let it alone. But I could not bring myself to 
make the request ; and it was not till afler he was gone, that 
I saw how fair an opportunity I had lost ; and then, indeed, I 
deeply regretted my stupidity and my foolish pride, but it was 
now too late to remedy the evil. 

He did not return till towards the latter end of August. 

He wrote to me twice or thrice from F , but his letters 

were most provokingly unsatisfactory, dealing in generalities 
or in trifles that I cared nothing about, or replete with fancies 
and reflections equally unwelcome to me at the time, saying 
next to nothing about his sister, and little more about himself 
I would wait, however, till he came back ; perhaps I could get 
something more out of him then. At all events, I would not 
write to her now, while she was with him and her aunt, who 
doubtless would be still more hostile to my presumptuous 
aspirations than himself. When she was returned to the 
silence and soUtude of her own home it would be my fittest 
opportunity. 

When Lawrence came, however, he was as reserved as ever 
on the subject of my keen anxiety. He told me that his sister 
had derived considerable benefit from her stay at F— ^ — , that 
her son was quite well, and — alas I that both of them were 
gone, ^ith Mrs, Maxwell, back to Staningley, and there they 
stayed at least three months. But instead of boring you with 
my chagrin, my expectations and disappointments, my fluc- 
tuations of dull despondency and flickering hope, my varying 
resolutions, now to drop it, and now to persevere — now to 
make a bold push, and now to let things pass and patiently 
abide my time, — I will employ myself in settling the business of 
one or two of the characters, introduced in the course of this 
narrative, whom I may not have occasion to mention again. 

Some time before Mr. Huntingdon's death. Lady Low- 
borough eloped with another gallant to the Continent, where, 
having lived awhile in reckless gaiety and dissipation, they 
quarrelled and parted. She went dashing on for a season, but 
years came and money went : she sunk, at length, in difiiculty 
and debt, disgrace and misery; and died at last, as I have 
heard, in penury, neglect, and utter wretchedness. But this 
might be only a report : she may be living yet for anything I 
or any of her relatives or former acquaintances can tell ; for 
they have all lost sight of her long years ago, and would as 
thoroughly forget her if they could. Her husband, however, 
upon mis second misdemeanor, inmiediately sought and ob- 
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tftined a divOree, titid, not long aflet, married agaih. tt w&t 
well he did, for Lord Lowborough, morose and moody as he 
feeem^d, wa^ not the man for a bachelor^s life. Ko public in-^ 
terfests, no ambitious projects, or active pursuits, — or ties of 
friendship even (if he had had any. friends), could compen- 
late to him for the absence of domestic comforts and endear- 
ments. He had a son and a nominal datighter, it is true, but 
they too painftlUy reminded him of their mother, and the un- 
fortunate little Annabella was a source of perpetual bitter- 
ness to his soul. He had obliged himself to treat her with 
paternal kindness : he had forced himself not to hate her, and 
even, perhaps, to feel some degree of kindly regard for her, 
at last, in return for her artless and unsuspecting attachment 
to himself; but the bitterness of his self-condemnation for his 
inward feelings towards that innocent being, his constant 
struggles to subdue the evil promptings of his nature (for it 
Was not a ffenerous one), though partly guessed at by those 
Who knew nim, could be known to God and his own heart 
alone ;-^so also was the hardness of his conflicts with the 
temptation to return to the vice of his youth, and seek obli- 
vion for past calamities, and deadness to the present misery 
of a blighted heart, a joyless, friendless life, and a morbidly' 
disconsolate mind, by yielding again to that insidious foe to 
health, and sense, and virtue, which had so deplorably en^ 
slaved and degraded him before. 

The second object of his choice was widely different frotfi 
the first. Some wondered at his taste ; some even ridiculed 
it— but in this their folly was more apparent than his. The 
lady was about his own age— -i. t. between thirty and forty 
— remarkable neither for beauty, nor wealth, nor brilliant ac- 
complishments ; nor any other thing that I ever heard of, 
except genuine good sense, unswerving integrity, active piety. 
Warmhearted benevolence, and a ftind of cheerful spirits. 
These qualities, however, as you may readily imagine, com- 
bined to render her an excellent mother to the children, and 
an invaluable wife to his lordship. He, with his usual self- 
depreciation, thought her a world too good for him, and while 
he wondered at the kindness of Providence in conferring such 
a gift upon him, and even at her taste in preferring him^ to 
other men, he did his best to reciprocate the good she did him, 
and 80 far succeeded, that she was, and I believe still is, one 
of the happiest and fondest wives in England ; and all who 

auestion the good taste of either partner, may be thankful if 
ieir respective Selections afford tnem half the genuine satis- 
faction in the end, or repay their preference with affection 
half as lasting and sincere. 
If you are at all interested in the ikte of that low scouh- 

Dig.lizedbyLjOOgle 



OF WIUDFBIX HALL. Si7 

drel, Gnmsbf, I can only tell you that he w«nt from bad t9 
vror^e, sinking from bathos to bathos of vice and villany, con- 
torting only with the worst members of his club and the low<r 
est dregs of society— happily lor the rest of the world — and 
at last met his end in a drunken brawl from the hands, it is 
said, of some brother scoundrel he had cheated at play. 

As for Mr. Hattersley, he bad never wholly forgotten his 
resolution to ' come out from among them,* and behave like a 
man and a Christian, and the last illness and death of his once 
jolly friend Huntingdon so deeply and seriously impressed him 
with the evil of their former practices, that he never needed 
another lesson of the kind. Avoiding the temptations of th9 
town, he continued to pass his life in the country, immersed in 
th« usual pursuits of a hearty, active, country gentleman; 
Lis occupations being those of farming, and breeding horses 
uid eattle, diversified with a little hunting and shooting, and 
enlivened by the occasional companionship of his friends (bet- 
ter friends than those of his youth), and the society of his 
happy little wife {now cheerful and confiding as heart could 
ttrish), and his fine family of stalwart sons and blooming 
daughters. His father, the banker, having died some years ago 
and left him all his Hches, he has now full scope for the exer- 
cise of his prevailing tastes, and I need not tell you that 
Ralph Hattersley, Esq., is celebrated throughout the country 
for his noble breed of horses. 

CHAPTER LI. 

We will now turn to a certain still, cold, cloudy aflernoon 
about the commencement of December, when the first fall, of 
snow lay thinly scattered over the blighted fields and frozen 
roads, or stored more thickly in the hollows of the deep cart- 
ruts and footsteps of men and horses impressed in the now 
petrified mire of last month's drenching rains. I remember 
It well, for I was walking home from the vicarage, with no 
less remarkable a personage than Miss Eliza Mill ward by my 
side. I had been to call upon her father, — a sacrifice to civility 
undertaken entirely to please my mother, not myself, for I 
hated to go near the house ; not merely on account of my an- 
tipathy to the once so bewitching Eliza, but because I had not 
half forgiven the old gentleman himself for his ill opinion of 
Mrs. Huntingdon ; for though now constrained to acknowledge 
himself mistaken in his former judgment, he still maintained 
that she had done wrongs to leave her husband ; it was a vio- 
lation of her sacred duties as a wife, and a tempting of Provi- 
dence by laying herself open to temptation ; and nothing short 
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of bodily ill-usage (and that of no trifling nature) could ex- 
cuse such a step — nor even that, for in such a case she ought 
to appeal to the laws for protection. But it was not of him I 
intended to speak ; it was of his daughter Eliza. Just as I 
was taking leave of the vicar, she entered the room, ready 
equipped for a walk. 

" I was just coming to see your sister, Mr. Markham," said 
she; "and so if you have no objection, 111 accompany you 
home. I like company when Tm walking out — don't you? " 

" Yes, when it's agreeable." 

" That of course," rejoined the young lady, smiling archly. 
So we proceeded together. 

" Shall I find Kose at home, do you think?" said she, as we 
closed the garden gate, and set our faces towards Linden-car. 

" I believe so." 

" I trust I shall, for I've a little bit of news for her — if you 
haven't forestalled me." 

"I?" 

"Yes: do you know what Mr. Lawrence is gone for?" 
She looked up anxiously for my reply. 

" Is he gone ?" said I ; and her face brightened. 

"Ah ! then he hasn't told you about his sister?" 

"What of her?" I demanded, in terror lest some evil 
should have befallen her. 

*'0h, Mr. Markham, how you blush !" cried she, with a 
tormenting laugh. " Ha, ha, you have not forgotten her yet ! 
But you had better be quick about it, I can tell you, for — alas, 
alas ! — she's going to be married next Thursday ! " 

" No, Miss Eliza ! that's false." 

"Do you charge me with a falsehood, sir?" 

" You are misinformed." 

" Am I ? Do you know better then ? '' 

" I think I do." 

"What makes you look so pale then?" said she, smiling 
with delight at my emotion, " Is it anger at poor me for tell- 
ing such a fib ? Well, I only ' tell the tale as 'twas told to me :' 
I don't vouch for the truth of it ; but at the same time, I don't 
see what reason Sarah should have for deceiving me, or her 
informant for deceiving her ; and that was what she told me 
the footman told her : — ^that Mrs. Huntingdon was going to be 
married on Thursday, and Mr. Lawrence was gone to the wed- 
ding. She did tell me the name of the gentleman, but I've 
forgotten that. Perhaps you can assist me to remember it. 
Is there not some one that lives near — or frequently visits the 
neighbourhood, that has long been attached to her? a Mr. — 
oh dear ! — ^Mr. " 

"Hargrave?" suggested I, with a bitter smile. 
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"You're right!" cried she, "that was the very name." 
' " Impossible, Miss Eliza I " I exclaimed, in a tone that made 
her start. 

" Well, you know, that's what they told me," said she, com> 
posedly staring me in the face. And then she broke out into 
a long shrill laugh that put me to my wits' end with fury. 

" Really you must excuse me," cried she : " I know it's very 
rude, but ha, ha, ha, !— did you think to marry her yourself? 
Dear, dear, what a pity I ha, ha, ha ! — Gracious, Mr. Mark- 
ham! are you going to faint? O mercy! shall I call this 
man? Here, Jacob — ^" But checking the word on her lips, 
I seized her arm and gave it, I think, a pretty severe squeeze, 
for she shrank into herself with a faint cry of pain or terror ; 
but the spirit within her was not subdued : instantly rallying, 
she continued, with well-feigned concern, — 

"What can I do for you? Will you have some water-^ 
some brandy ? — I dare say they have some in the public house 
down there, if you'll let me run." 

"Have done with this nonsense!" cried I, sternly. She 
looked confounded — almost frightened again, for a moment. 
" You know I hate such jests," I continued. 

" Jests indeed ! I wasn't jesting ! " 

"You were laughing, at all events ; and I don't like to be 
laughed at," returned I, making violent efforts to speak with 
proper dignity and composure, and to say nothing but what 
was coherent and sensible. " And since you are in such a 
merry mood. Miss Eliza, you must be good enough company 
for yourself; and therefore I shall leave you to finish your 
walk alone — ^for, now I think of it, I have business elsewhere ; 
so good evening." 

With that I left her (smothering her malicious laughter) 
and turned aside into the fields, springing up the bank, and 
pushing through the nearest gap in the hedge. Determined 
at once to prove the truth— or rather the falsehood — of her 
story, I hastened to Woodford as fast as my legs could carry 
me — first, veering round by a circuitous course, but the moment 
I was out of sight of my fair tormentor, cutting away across 
the country, just as a bird might fly — over pasture-land and 
fallow, and stubble, and lane — clearing hedges and ditches, 
and hurdles, till I came to the young squire's gates. Never 
till now had I known the full fervour of my love — the full 
strength of my hopes, not wholly crushed even in my hours 
of deepest despondency, always tenaciously clindng to the 
thought that one day she might be mine — or if not that, at least 
that something of my memory, some slight remembrance of our 
friendship and our love would be for ever dierished in her 
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heart. I murehed u^ to the door, determlnedt if I fftw ike 
master, to question him boldly concerning his sister, to wait 
and hesitate no longer, but cast false delicacy and stupid pride 
behind my back, and know my fate at once. 

'^ Is Mr. Lawrence at home ?'' I eagerly Mked of tho mp" 
vant that opened the door. 

"No, sir, master went yettcrday," replied be, looktog very 
alert. 

"Went where?" 

**To Grassdale, sir-^-wasn't you aware, sir? He'» very 
close, ii master," said the fellow, with a foolish, iimpermg 
grin. '*I suppose, sir-^--.^" 

B'' ' turned and left him, without waiting to hear what ho 
tni- i- . I was not going to stand there to expose my tor* 
turt xeelings to the insolent laughter and impertinent ott« 
riosity of a tellow like that. 

But what was to be done now ? Could it be poafible thai 
she had left me for that man ? I oould not believe it. MJt 
she might forsake, but not to give herself to him t Well, I 
would know the truth — to no concerns of daily life could Z 
attend, while this tempest of doubt and dread, of jealousy 
and rage, distracted me. I would take the morning coach from 
L--^ (the evening one would be already gone), and fly to 
Grassdale^*-! must be there before the marriage. AM why? 
Because a thought struek me, that perhaps X might prevent it 
«^that if I did not, the and I might both lament it to th« 
latest moment of our lives. It struek me that eome ao« 
might have belied me to her : perhi^M her brother^^es, no 
doubt her brother had persuaded her tfaai^ I was false and 
faithless, and taking advantage of her natural indignsntion, and 
perhaps her desponding carelessness about her future life, had 
urged her, artfully, cruelly on to this other marriage in order 
to secure her from me. If this was the case, and ii she should 
only discover her mistake when too late to repair it-^to what 
a life of misery and vain regret might she be do<Hned a9 well 
as me ! and what remorse lor me, to think my foolish scruples 
had induced it all i Oh, I must see her-*-she must know ray 
truth even if I told it at the church door 1 I might pass for a 
madman or an impertinent ibol — even she might be offended 
at such an interruption, or at least might tell me it was now 
too late — but if I could save heir I if she might be mine-^it 
was too rapturous a thought I 

Winged by this hope, and goaded by these fears, I hurried 
homewards to prepare for my departure on the morrow. I 
tc4d my mother that urgent business which admitted no delay, 
but whidi I coinid not uen explain, oalled me awiy. 
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My deep Anxiety luid sericnu pre-occupation conld not be con* 
eelkled n:om her maternal eyes ; and I had muoh ado to calm 
her apprehenaions of some diiastrous mystery. 

That night there came a heavy fall of snow, which eO re-* 
tarded the progress of the coaches on the following day^ that 
I was almost driven to distraction. I travelled all night, of 
course, for this was Wednesday : to-morrow morning, doubt- 
less, the marriage would take place. But the night was long 
Imd dark : the snow heavily clogged the wheels and balled 
the horses^ feet; the animals were consumedly laay; the 
coachmen most execrably cautious ; the passengers confound* 
edly apathetic in their supine indifference to the rate of our 
progression. Instead of assisting me to bully the flie?^~fTal 
coachmen ahd urge them forwani, they merely fetareC. ^ 
grinned at my impatience : One fellow even ventured to i j^^ 
me upon it — but I silenced him with a look that quelled him 
fbr the rest of the journey ; — and when, at the last stage, I 
would have taken the reind into my own hand, they all with 
one accord opposed it. 

It was broad daylight when we entered M— — • and drew up 
at the Rose and Crown. I alighted and called aloud for a 
post-chaise to Grassdale. There was none to be had : the 
only one in the town was Under repair. ** A gig then — ^a fly 
— <sar^anything— only be quick I" There was a gig, but 
not a horse to spare. I sent into the town to seek one ; but 
they were such an intolerable time about it that I could wait 
no longer : I thought my own feet could carry me sooner ; 
and bidding them send the conveyance after me, if it were 
teady within an hour^ I set off as fast as I could walk. The 
distance was little more than six miles, but the road waH 
strange, and I had to keep stopping to inquire my way— •- 
hallooing to carters and clod-hoppers, and frequently in- 
vading the cottages, for there were few abroad that winter^s 
morning, — sometimes knocking up the lazy people from their 
beds, for where sO little work was to be done — perhaps so 
little food and fire to be had, they cared not to curtail their 
•lumbers. I had no time to think of them, however : aching 
with weariness and desperation, I hurried on. The gig did 
tiot overtake me : and it was well I had not waited for it — 
vexatious, rather, that 1 had been fool enough to wait so long» 

At length, however, I entered the neighbourhood of Grass- 
dale. I approached the little rural church — but lol there 
stood a train oi* carriages before it — ^it needed not the white 
favours bedecking the servants and horses, nor the merry 
Voices of the village idlers assembled to witness the show, to 
apprise ine that there was a wedding within. I ran in among 
them, demanding, with breathless eagerness, had the cere- 
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mony long commenced ? They only gaped and stared. In 
my desperation, I pushed past them, and was about to enter 
the church-yard gate, when a group of ragged urchins, that 
had been hanging like bees to the windows, suddenly dropped 
off and made a rush for the porch, yociferatiiig in the uncouth 
dialect of their country, something which signified, ** It's over 
— they're coming out ! " 

If Eliza Millward had seen me then, she might indeed have 
been delighted. I grasped the gate post for support, and 
stood intently gazing towards the door to take my last look 
on my soul's delight, my first on that detested mortal who 
had torn her from my heart, and doomed her, I was certain, 
to a life of misery and hollow, vain repining — for what hap- 
piness could she enjoy with him ? I did not wish to sliock 
ner with my presence now, but I had not power to move 
away. Forth came the bride and bridegroom. Him I saw 
not ; I had eyes for none but her. A long veil shrouded half 
her graceful form, but did not hide it ; I could see that while 
she carried her head erect, her eyes were bent upon the 
ground, and her face and neck were sufiused with a crimson 
blush ; but every feature was radiant with smiles, and gleam- 
ing through the misty whiteness of her veil, were clusters of 
golden ringlets I Oh, Heavens I it was not my Helen ! The 
first glimpse made me start — but my eyes were darkened 
with exhaustion and despair— dare I trust them? Yes — ^it 
is not she I It was a younger, slighter, rosier beauty — lovely, 
indeed, but with far less dignity and depth of soul — without 
that indefinable grace, that keenly spiritual yet gentle charm, 
that inefiable power to attract and subjugate the heart — ^mv 
heart at least. I looked at the bridegroom — it was Frederick 
Lawrence ! I wiped away the cold drops that were trickling 
down my forehead, and stepped back as he approached ; but 
his eyes fell upon me, and ne knew me, altered as my ap- 
pearance must have been. 

" Is that you, Markham ?" said he, startled and confounded 
at the apparition — perhaps, too, at the wildness of my looks. ; 

"Yes, Lawrence — ^is that you?" I mustered the presence 
of mind to reply. 

He smiled and coloured, as if half-proud and half-ashamed 
of his identity ; and if he had reason to be proud of the sweet 
lady on his arm, he had no less cause to be ashamed of having 
concealed his good fortune so long. 

" Allow me to introduce you to my bride," said he, endea- 
vouring to hide his embarrassment by an assumption of care- 
less gaiety. "Esther, this is Mr. Markham; my friend 
Markham, Mrs. Lawrence, late Miss Hargrave." 
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I bowed to the bride, and yehemently wrung the bride- 
groom^s hand. 

" Why did you not tell me of this?" I said, reproachfully, 
pretending a resentment I did not feel (for in truth I waa 
almost wild with joy to find myself so happily mistaken, and 
overflowing with affection to him for this and for the base 
injustice I felt that I had done him in my mind — he might 
have wronged me, but not to that extent ; and as I had hated 
him like a demon fpr the last forty hours, the reaction from 
such a feeling was so great, that I could pardon all offences 
for the moment — and love him in spite of them too). 

" I did tell you," said he, with an air of guilty confusion ; 
" you received my letter ?" 

"What letter?" 

" The one announcing my intended marriage." 

" I never received the most distant hint of such an in- 
tention." 

*'It must have crossed you on your way then — it should 
have reached you yesterday morning — ^it was rather late, I 
acknowledge. But what brought you here then, if you re- 
ceived no information ? " 

It was now my turn to be confounded'; but the young lady, 
who had been busily patting the snow with her foot during 
our short, sotto voce colloquy, very opportunely came to my 
assistance by pinching her companion's arm and whispering 
a suggestion that his fnend should be invited to step into the 
carriage and go with them ; it being scarcely a^eeable to 
stand there among so many gazers, and keeping their friends 
waiting, into the bargain. 

" And so cold as it is too !" said he, glancing with dismay 
at her slight drapery, and immediately handing her into the 
carriage. " Markham, will you come ? We are going to 
Paris, but we can drop you anywhere between this and 
Dover." 

" No, thank you. Good-bye — ^I needn't wish you a plea- 
sant journey ; but I shall expect a very handsome apology, 
some time, mind, and scores of letters, before we meet again." 

He shook my hand, and hastened to take his place beside 
his lady. This was no time or place for explanation or dis- 
course : we had already stood long enough to excite the 
wonder of the village sight-seers, and perhaps the wrath of 
the attendant bridal party ; though, of course, all this passed 
in a much shorter time than I have taken to relate, or even 
than you will take to read it. I stood beside the carriage, 
and, the window being down, I saw my happy friend fondly 
encircle his companion's waist with his arm, while she rested 
her glowing cheek on his shoulder, looking the very imper- 
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sonation of loving, trusting bliss. In the interral between 
the fcotman's closing the door and taking his place behind, 
she raised her smiling brown eyes to his face, observing, play- 
fully,- 

*^ I fear you must think me yery inscfnsible, Frederick : I 
know it is the custom for ladies to cry on these occasions, but 
I couldn't squeeze a tear for my life." 

He only answered with a kiss, and pressed her still closer 
to his bosom. 

"But what is this?" he murmured. "Why, Esther, 
you're crying now!" 

" Oh, It's nothing — ^it's only too much happiness — ^and the 
wish," sobbed she, " that our dear Helen were as happy as 
ourselves." 

"Bless you for that wish!" I inwardly responded as the 
carriage rolled away — ^^ and Heaven grant it be not wholly 
vain !" 

I thought a cloud had suddenly darkened her husband's 
Ikce as she spoke. What did he think? Could he grudge 
such happiness to his dear sister and his friend as he now Ifelt 
himself? At such a moment it was impossible. The contrast 
between her fate and his must darken his bliss for a time. 
Perhaps, too, he thought of me : perhaps he regretted the 
part he had had in preventing our union, by omitting to 
help us, if not by actually plotting against us — I exonerated 
him firom that charge, now, and deeply lamented my former 
ungenerous suspicions ; but he had wronged us, still — ^I 
hoped, I trusted that he had. He had not attempted to 
check the course of our love by actually damming up the 
streams in their passage, but he had passively watched the 
two currents wandering through life's arid wilderness, declin- 
ing to clear away the obstructions that divided them, and 
secretly hoping that both would lose themselves in the sand 
before they could be joined in one. And meantime, he had 
been quietly proceeding with his own affairs : perhaps, his 
heart wid head had been so full of his fair lady that he had 
had but little thought to spare for others. Doubtless he had 
made his first acquauitance with her — ^his first intimate 
acquaintance at least — during his three months' sojourn at 

F , for I now recollected that he had once casually let 

fall an intimation that his aunt and sister had a young mend 
staying with them at the time, and this accounted for at least 
one -half his silence about all transactions there. Now, too, I 
saw a reason for many little things that had slightly puzzled 
me before; among the rest, for sundry departures from 
Woodford, and absences more or less prolonged, for which 
he never satis&ctorily accounted, and concerning w^ch he 
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hated to ha ^nestion^d on bis return. Wdl ttAtht th« 
servfttit any his master was "very close." But Why this 
strange reserve to me? Partly, from that remarkable 
idiosyncrasy to which I have before alluded ; partly, perhaps^ 
from tenderness to my feelings, or fear to disturb my phi* 
losophy by touching upon the infections theme of love. 

CHAPTER LIL 

The tardy gig had overtaken me at last* 1 entered it« and 
bade the man who brought it drive to Grassdale Manor-^I 
was too busy with my own thoughts to Care to drive it myself.^ 
I would see Mrs. Huntingdon — there could be no impropriety 
in that now that her husband had been dead above a year — 
and by her indifierence or her joy at my unexpected arrival^ 
I could soon tell whether her heart was truly mine. But my 
companion, a loquacious, forward fellow, was not disposed to 
leave me to the indulgence of my private cogitations. 

^^ There they gol" said he, as the carriages filed away 
befbre us. '^Therell be brave doings on yonder to-day, as 
what come to- morra.— Enow anything of that &mily^ sir? or 
youVe a stranger in these parts?" 

" I know them by report." 

" Humph ! There^s the best of 'em gone, anyhow. And I 
suppose the old missis is agoing to leave after this stir^s gotten 
overed, and take herself off, somewhere^. to live on her bit of 
a jointure ; and the young ^un — at least the new *un (she's 
none so very young) is coming down to live at the Grove." 

"Is Mr. Hargrave married, then?" 

*^ Aye sir, a few months since. He should a been wed afore, 
to a widow lady, but they couldn't agree over the money: 
she'd a rare long purse^ and Mr. Harsrave wanted It all to 
bis-self; but she wouldn't let it go, and so then they fell out. 
This one isn't quite as rich — ^nor as handsome either, but she 
hasn't been married before. She's very plain, they say, and 
getting on to forty or past, and so, you know, if she didn't 
jump at this hopportunity, she thought she'd never get a 
better. I guess sne thought such a handsome joMne husband 
was worth all 'at ever she had, and he might take it and 
welcome ; but I lay she'll rue her bargain 'afore long. They 
say she begins already to see 'at he isn't not altogether that 
nice, generous, perlite, delightful gentleman 'at she thought 
him aibre marriage — he begins a being careless, and masterild 
already. Ay, and she'll find him harder and carelesser nor 
she thinks on." 

" You seem to be wellacquainted with him," I observed. 

*^I am, sir; Pve known him since he was quit^ a 
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young gentleman ; and a proud *un he was, and a wilful. I 
was servant yonder for several years ; but I couldn^t stand 
their niggardly ways — she got ever longer and worse did 
missis, with her nipping and screwing, and watching and 
grudging; so I thought I'd find another place." 

^^ Are we not near the house ?" said I, interrupting him. 

" Yes, sir ; yond's the park." 

My heart sank within me to behold that stately mansion in 
the midst of its expansive grounds — ^the park as beautiful now, 
in its wintry garb, as it could be in its summer glory : the 
majestic sweep, the undulating swell and &11, displayed to full 
advantage in that robe of dazzling purity, stainless and 
printless — save one long, winding track left by the trooping 
deer — the stately timber-trees wiui their heavy laden branches 
gleaming white against the dull, grey sky ; the deep, encircling 
woods ; the broad expanse of water sleeping in frozen quiet ; 
and the weeping ash and willow drooping their snow-clad 
boughs above it--all presented a picture, striking, indeed, and 
pleasing to an unencumbered mind, but by no means encou- 
raging to me. There was one comfort, however, — all this 
was entailed upon little Arthur, and could not under any 
circumstances, strictly speaking, be his mother*s. But how 
was she situated? Overcoming with a sudden effort my 
repugnance to mention her name to my garrulous companion, 
I asked him if he knew whether her late husband had left a 
will, and how the property had been disposed of. Oh, yes, 
he knew all about it ; and I was quickly informed that to her 
had been left the full control and management of the estate 
during her son's minority, besides the absolute, unconditional 
possession of her own fortune (but I knew that her father had 
not given her much), and the small additional sum that had 
been settled upon her before marriage. 

Before the close of the explanation, we drew up at the park 
gates. Now for the trial — if I should find her within — but 
alas ! she might be still at Staningley : her brother had given me 
no intimation to the contrary. I inquired at the porter's lodge 
if Mrs. Huntingdon were at home. No, she was with her 

aunt in shire, but was expected to return before Christmas. 

She usually spent most of her time at Staningley, only coming 
to Grassdale occasionally, when the management of affairs, or 
the interest of her tenants and dependants required her 
presence. 

'^Kear what town is- Staningley situated?" I asked. The 
requisite information was soon obtained. "Now then, my 

man, give me the reins, and we'll return to M . I must 

have some breakfast at the Rose and Crown, and then away 
to Staningley by the first coach for B^zed^.^oogie 
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At M I had time before the coach started to replenish 

my forces with a hearty breakfast, and to obtain the refresh- 
ment of my usual morning's ablutions, and the amelioration of 
some slight change in my toilet, — and also to dispatch a short 
note to my mother (excellent son that I was) to assure her 
that I was still in existence, and to excuse my non-appearance 
at the expected time. It was a lon^ journey to Staningley for 
those slow travelling days ; but I did not deny myself needfol ' 
refreshment on the road, nor even a night's rest at a way-side 
inn ; choosing rather to brook a little delay than to present 
m3rself worn, wild, and weatherbeaten before my mistress and 
her aimt, who woiild be astonished enough to see me without 
that. Next morning, ^erefore, I not only fortified m3rselt 
with as substantial a breakfast as my excited feelings would 
allow me to swallow, but I bestowed a little more than usual 
time and care upon my toilet ; and, furnished with a change of 
linen from my small carpet-bag, well brushed clothes, well 
polished boots, and neat new gloves, — ^I mounted ^*The Light- 
ning,'* and resumed my journey. I had nearly two stages yet 
before me, but the coach, I was informed, passed through the 
neighbourhood of Staningley, and, having desired to be set 
down as near the Hall as possible, I had nothing to do but to 
sit with folded arms, and speculate upon the coming hour. 

It was a clear, frosty morning. The very fact of sitting 
exalted aloft, surveying the snowy landscape, and sweet, sunny 
sky, inhaling the pure, bracing air, and crunching away over 
the crisp, frozen snow, was exhilarating enough in itseu ; but 
add to this the idea of to what goal I was hastening, and whom 
I expected to meet, and you may have some faint conception 
of my frame of mind at the time-~only a faint one, though, 
for my heart swelled with unspeakable delight, and my spirits 
rose almost to madness, in spite of my prudent endeavours 
to bind then down to a reasonable platitude by thinking of the 
undeniable difference between Helenas rank and mine ; of all 
that she had passed through since our parting ; of her long, 
tmbroken silence ; and, above all, of her cool, cautious aunt, 
whose counsels she would doubtless be careful not to slight 
again. These considerations made my heart flutter with anx- 
iety, and my chest heave with impatience to get the crisis over, 
but they could not dim her image in my mind, or mar the 
vivid recollection of what had been said and felt between us — 
or destroy the keen anticipation of what- was to be — in fact, I 
could not realise their terrors now. Towards the close of the 
journey, however, a couple of my fellow passengers kindly 
came to my assistance, and brought me low enough. 

*' Fine land thisi" said one of them, pointing with his urn* 
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brella to the wide fields on tbe rigbt, coaipiciKMis for their 
Qoropeiet hedge*rows, deep, well-eut ditches, snd fine timber*- 
trees, growing sometimes on tbe borders, sometimes in the 
midst of the enclosure ;*-*^^ yexy fine lend, if you saw it in the 
snmmer or spring." 

*^ Ay," responded the other^^a groff elderly man, with a 
drab great coat buttoned up to the chin and a eotton umbrella 
between his knees. ^^ It^s old MaicwelPs I suppose." 

'^ It was his, sir, but he^s dead now, you're aware, and has 
left it all to his nieee." 

**A11?" 

^\,£yery rood of it,-<-4md the mansion-house and all,-^«very 
hatom of his worldly goods l-*^except just a trifle, by way of 
remembrance to his nephew down in «*-*-*>6hire and an annuity 
to his wifh." 

«' It's strange, sir 1" 

^^ It is, sir. And she wasn^t his own nieee neither ; but he 
had no near relations of his own-^none but a nephew he'd 

rirrelled with*«and he always had a partiality for this one. 
d then his wife advised him to it, they say : she'd brought 
most of the property* end it was her wish that this lady should 
hare it." 

^^ Humph l^^She'U be a fine oatch fbr somebody.** 

*'She will so. She's a widow, but quite young yet, and 
uncommon handsome*-^ fisrtune of her own, besides, and only 
one child*--and she's nursing a fine estate fbr him in - — . 
There'll be lots to sf>eak for her 1 — * fraid there's no chance 
for us'-«-(facetiou8ly jogging me with his elbow, as well as his 
oompanion)-^ha, ha, hal No offence, sir, I hope?" (to me) 
*^ Ahem I-^I should thhik she'll marry none but a nobleman, 
myself. Look ye sir," resumed he, turning to his other neigh- 
bour, and pointing past me with his umbrella, ^^ that's the 
hall-^grand park, you see-rand all them woods — aplenty of 
timber there, and lots of game-^hallo I what now?" 

This ezdamation was occasioned by the sudden stoppage of 
the ooach at the park gates. 

^^Gen'leman for Staningley Hall?" eried the coachman; 
and I rose and threw my carpet bag on to the ground, prepa- 
tory to dropping myself down after it. 

^^ Siickly, sir f " asked my talkative neighbour, staring me in 
the face (I dare say it was white enough;. 

"No, Here, coachman." 

*'Thank'ee, sir.— All right !" 

The coachman pocketed his fee and drove away, leaving me 
not walkmg up the park, but pacing to and fro before its gates, 
with folded arms and ^es fixed upon the ground*--4ui over- 
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wBelming force of images, thoughts, impressions crowding on 
my mind, and nothing tangibly distinct but this : — ^My love 
had been cherished in vain ; my hope was gone for ever ; I 
must tear myself away at once, and banish or suppress all 
thoughts of her like tbe remembrance of a wild, mad dream. 
Gladly would I have lingered round the place for hours, in the 
hope of catching, at least one distant glimpse of her before I 
went, but it must not be : I must not suffer her to see me ; for 
what could have brought me hither but the hope of reviving her 
attachment, with a view, hereafter to obtain her hand ? And 
could I bear that she should think me capable of such a thing ? 
— of presuming upon the acquaintance — the love if you will 
— ^accidentally contracted, or rather forced upon her against 
her will, when she was an unknown fugitive, toiling for her 
own support, apparently without fortune, family or connections 
— ^to come upon her now, when she was reinstated in her pro- 
per sphere, and claim a share in her prosperity, which, had 
It never failed her, would most certainly have kept her un- 
known to me for ever ? and this too, when we had parted six- 
teen months ago, and she had expressly forbidden me to hope 
for a re-union in this world— and never sent me a line or a 
message firom that day to this ? No 1 The very idea was in- 
tolerable. 

And even if she should have a lingering affection for me 
still, ought I to disturb her peace by awakening those feelings? 
to subject her to the struggles of conflicting duty and inclina- 
tion — to whichsoever side the latter might allure, or the 
former imperatively call her — ^whether she should deem it her 
duty to risk the slights and censures of the world, the sorrow 
and displeasure of those she loved, for a romantic idea ot 
truth and constancy to me, or to sacrifice her individual wishes 
to the feelings of her friends and her own sense of prudence 
and the fitness of things? No — ^and I would not 1 I would go 
at once, and she shoiUd never know that I had approached 
the place of her abode ; for though I might disclaim all idea 
of ever aspiring to her hand, or even of soliciting a place in 
her friendly regard, her peace should not be broken by my 
presence, nor her heart afflicted by the sight of my fidelity. 
" Adieu then, dear Helen, for ever 1 For ever adieu I'' 
So said I — and yet I could not tear myself away. I moved 
a few paces, and then looked back, for one last view of her 
stately home, that I might have its outward form, at least, im- 
pressed upon my mind as indelibly as her own image, which, 
alas 1 I must not see again — ^then, walked a few steps further ; 
and then, lost in melancholy musings, paused a^ain and leant 
my back against a rough old tree that grew beside the road. 
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CHAPTER LIII. 

While standing thus, absorbed in my gloomy reverie, a gen- 
tleman's carriage came round the comer of the road. 1 did 
not look at it ; and had it rolled quietly by me, I should not 
have remembered the fact of its appearance at all; but a tiny 
voice from within it roused me by exclaiming, — 

^^ Mamma, mamma, here's Mr. MarkhamI" 

I did not hear the reply, but presently the same voice 
answered, — 

" It is, indeed, mamma — ^look for yourself." 

I did not raise my eyes, but I suppose mamma looked, for 
a clear, melodious voice, whose tones thrilled through my 
nerves, exclaimed, — 

" Oh, aunt 1 here's Mr. Markham — ^Arthur's friend ! — Stop, 
Kichardl" 

There was such evidence of joyous though suppressed ex- 
citement in the utterance of those few words — especially that 
tremulous, "Oh, aunt" — ^that it threw me almost off my 
guard. The carriage stopped immediately, and I looked up 
and met the eye of a pale, grave, elderly lady surveying me 
from the open window. She bowed and so did I, and then 
she withdrew her head, while Arthur screamed to the foot- 
man to let him out ; but before that functionary could descend 
from his box, a hand was silently put forth from the carriage 
window. I knew that hand, though a black glove concealed 
its delicate whiteness and half its fair proportions, and quickly 
seizing it, I pressed it in my own — ardently for a moment, 
but instantly recollecting myself, I dropped it, and it was im- 
mediately withdrawn. 

" Were you coming to see us, or only passing by?" asked 
the low voice of its owner, who, I felt, was attentively sur- 
veying my countenance from behind the thick, black veil 
which, with the shadowing panels, entirely concealed her own 
from me. 

" I — I came to see the place," faltered I. 

"The place," repeated she, in a tone which betokened 
more displeasure or disappointment than surprise. 

" Will you not enter it then?" 

" If you wish it." 

"Can you doubt?" 

" Yes, yes ! he must enter," cried Arthur running round 
from the other door ; and seizing my hand' in both his, he 
shook it heartily. 

** Do you remember me, sir?" said hei^^^y boogie 



OP WILDFEIX HALL. 861 

^^ Yes, fall \vell, my little man, altered though you are," 
replied I, surveying the comparatively tall, slim young gen- 
tleman with his mother's image visibly stamped upon his fair, 
intelligent features, in spite of the blue eyes beaming with 
gladness, and the bright locks clustering beneath his cap. 

'^ Am I not grown ? " said he, stretching hunself up to his 
full height. 

" Grown I three inches, upon my word I" 

" I was seven last birthday," was the proud rejoinder. " In 
seven years more, I shall be as tall as you, nearly." 

" Arthur," said his mother, ^^ tell mm to come in. Gro on, 
Richard." 

There was a touch of sadness as well as coldness in her 
voice, but I knew not to what to ascribe it. The carriage 
drove on and entered the gates before us. My little com- 
panion led me up the park, discoursing merrily all the way. 
Arrived at the hall door, I paused on the steps and looked 
round me, waiting to recover my composure, if possible--or, 
at any rate, to remember my new formed resolutions and the 
principles on which they were founded ; and it was not till 
Arthur had been for some time gently pulling my coat, and 
repeating his invitations to enter, that i at length consented 
to accompany him into the apartment where the ladies 
awaited us. 

Helen eyed me as I entered with a kind of gentle, serious 
scrutiny, and politely asked after Mrs. Markham and Rose. I 
respectmlly answered her inquiries. Mrs. Maxwell begged 
me to be seated, observing it was rather cold, but she sup- 
posed I had not travelled far that morning. 

" Not quite twenty miles," I answered. 

"Not on foot 1" 

"No, madam, by coach." 

" Here's Rachel, sir," said Arthur, the only truly happy 
one amongst us, directing my attention to that worthy indi- 
vidual, who had just entered to take her mistress's things. 
She vouchsafed me an almost friendly smile of recognition — a 
favour that demanded, at least, a civil salutation on my part, 
which was accordingly given and respectfully returned — 
she had seen the error of her former estimation of my cha- 
racter. 

When Helen was divested of her lugubrious bonnet and 
Veil, her heavy winter cloak, &c., she looked so like herself 
that I knew not how to bear it. X was particularly glad to 
see her beautiful black hair unstinted still and unconcealed in 
its glossy luxuriance. 

" Mamma has left off her widow's cap in honour of uncle's 
marriage," observed Arthur, reading my looks with a child's 
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zmnglfid Bunplieity and quickness of observadoii. Mamma 
looked graye and Mrs. Maxwell shook her head. ^^ And annt 
Maxwell is never going to leave off hers," persisted tiie 
naughty boy ; but when he saw that his pertness was seriously 
displeasing and painful to his aunt, he went and silently put 
his arm round her neck, kissed her cheek, and withdrew to 
the recess of one of the great bay windows, where he quietly 
amused himself with his dog while Mrs. Maxwell gravely dis- 
cussed with me the interesting topics of the weather, the 
season, and the roads. I considered her presence very useful 
as a cheek upon my natural impulses — an antidote to those 
emotions of tumultuous excitement which would otherwise 
have carried me away apainst my reason and my will, but 
just then I lelt the restraint almost intolerable, and I had the 
greatest di^eulty in forcing myself to attend to her remarks 
and answer them with ordmary politeness ; for I was sensible 
that Helen was standing within a few feet of me beside Uie 
fire. I dared not look at her, but I felt her eye was upon me, 
and from one hasty, furtive glance, I th<mght her cheek was 
slightly flushed, and that her fingers, as she played with her 
watch-chain, were a^tated with that restless, trembling mo« 
tion which betokens high excitement. 

'^ Tell me," said she, availing herself of the first pause in 
the attempted conversation between her aunt and me, and 
speaking fast and low with her eyes bent on the gold ehain — 
for I now ventured another glance. — " Tell me now you all 
are at Lindenhope^has nothing happened since I left 
you?" 

" I believe not." 

" Nobody dead ? nobody married ? " 

"No." 

" Or — or expecting to marry ? — ^No old ties dissolved or 
new ones formed ? no old friends forgotten or supplanted ?" 

She dropped her voice so low in the last sentence that no 
one could nave caught the concluding words but myself, and 
at the same time turned her eyes upon me with a dawnine 
smile, most sweetly melancholy, and a look of timid thou^ 
keen inquiry that made my cheeks tingle with inexpressifale 
emotions. 

" I believe not," I answered — " Certainly not, if others 
are as little changed as I." Her face glowed in sympathy 
with mine. 

" And you really did not mean to call ?" she exclaimed. 

" I feared to intrude." 

"To intrude!" cried she with an impatient gesture.— 
"What " — ^but as if suddeidy recollecting her aunt's presence, 
she checked herself, and, turning to that lady.contmued--* 
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*' Why, aunt, this man is my brother^s dose fiiend and was 
my own intimate acqaintance (for a few short months at least), 
and professed a gpreat attachment to my boy — and when be 
passes the house, so many scores of miles from his home, he 
declines to look in for fear of intruding 1" 

*>*> Mr. Markham is oyer modest,*' observed Mrs. Ma?cwell. 

" Over ceremonious rather," said her niece — " over — well, 
it*s no matter.** And turning iQrom me, she seated herself in 
a chair beside the table, and, pulling a book to her by the 
cover, began to turn over the leaves in an energetic kind of 
abstraction. 

** If I had known," said I, " that you would have honoured 
me by remembering me as an intimate acquaintance, I most 
likely should not have denied myself the pleasure of calling 
upon you, but I thought you had forgotten me long ago," 

^^ You judged of others by yourself," muttered she without 
raising her eyes ftom the book, but reddening as she spoke, 
and hastily turning over a dozen leaves at once. 

There was a pause, of which Arthur thought he might 
venture to avail himself to introduce his handsome young 
letter, and show me how wonderfully it was grown and im- 
proved, and to ask after the welfare of its father Sancho. 
Mrs* Maxwell tben withdrew to take off her things, Helen 
immediately pushed the book f^om her, and after silently 
aurveym^ her son, his friend, and his dog for a few moments, 
she dismissed the former from the room under pretence of 
wishing him to fetch his last new book to show me. The 
ohild ci)eyed with alacrity ; but I continued caressing the 
dog. The silence might have lasted till its master^s return 
had it depended, on me to break it, but, in half a minute or 
less, my hostess impatiently rose, and, taking her former 
station on the rug between me and the chimney corner, 
earnestly exclaimed— 

" Gilbert, what is the matter with you ? — ^why are you so 
changed? — It is a very indiscreet question, I know," she 
hastened to add : ^^ perhaps a very rude one — don*t answer it 
if you think so — ^but I hate mysteries and concealments." 

" I am not changed, Helen — ^unfortunately I am as keen 
and passionate as ever — ^it is not I, it is circumstances that are 
changed." 

" What circumstances ? Do tell mel" Her cheek was 
blanched with the very anguish of anxiety— could it be with 
the fear that I had rashly pledged my faith to another ? 

" ru tell you at once," said I. ♦* I will confess that I came 
here for the purpose of seeing you (not without some moni<- 
tory misgivings at my own presumption, and fears that I 
should be as little welcome as expected when I came), but I 
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did not know that this estate was yours, until eidightened on 
the subject of your inheritance by the conversation of two 
fellow passengers in the last stage of my journey ; and then, 
I saw at once the folly of the hopes I had cherished and the 
madness of retaining them a moment longer ; and though I 
alighted at your gates, I determined not to enter within them ; 
I lingered a few minutes to see the place, but was fully re- 
solved to return to M without seeing its mistress." 

^^ And if my aunt and I had not been just returning from 
our morning drive, I should have seen and heard no more of 
you ? " 

^' I thoueht it would be better for both that we should not 
meet," replied I, as calmly as I could, but not daring to speak 
above my breath, from conscious inability to steady my voice, 
and not daring to look in her face lest my firmness should 
forsake me altogether : *' I thought an interview would only 
disturb your peace and madden me. But I am glad, now, of 
this opportunity of seeing you once more and knowing that 
you have not forgotten me, and of assuring y9u that I shall 
never cease to remember you." 

There was a moment's pause. Mrs. Huntingdon moved 
away, and stood in the recess of the window. Did she regard 
this as an intimation that modesty alone prevented me &om 
asking her hand ? and was she considering how to repulse me 
with the smallest injury to my feelings? Before I coidd speak 
to relieve her from such a perplexity, she broke the silence 
herself by suddenly turning towards me and observing — 

*^ You might have had such an opportunity before — as far, 
I mean, as regards assuring me of your kindly recollections, 
and yourself of mine, if you had written to me." 

^' I would have done so, but I did not know your address, 
and did not like to ask your brother, because I thought he 
would object to my writing — ^but this would not have deterred 
me for a moment, if I could have ventured to believe that you 
expected to hear from me, or even wasted a thought upon 
your unhappy friend ; but your silence naturally led me to 
conclude myself forgotten." 

" Did you expect me to write to you then?" 

«' No, Helen— Mrs. Huntingdon," said I, blushing at the 
implied imputation, ^' certainly not ; but if you had sent me a 
message through your brother, or even asked him about me 
now and then " 

'^ I did ask about you frequently. I was not going to do 
more," continued she, smiling, " so long as you continued to 
restrict yourself to a few polite inquiries about my health.** 

'^ Your brother never told me that you had mentioned my 
name.** 

Digitized by <^OOgle 



OF WILDFELL HALL. 365 

** Did you ever ask him ?" 

*^ No ; for I saw he did not wish to be questioned about 
you, or to afford the slightest encouragement or assistance to 
my too obstinate attachment.'^ Helen did not reply. ^^ And 
he was perfectly right," added I. But she remained in silence, 
looking out upon the snowy lawn. ^^ Oh, I will relieve her 
of my presence, " thought 1 ; and immediately I rose and 
advanced to take leave, with a most heroic resolution — ^but 
pride was at the bottom of it, or it could not have carried me 
through. 

'^^e you going already?" said she, taking the hand I 
offered, and not immediately letting it go. 

" Why should I stay any longer ? " 

" Wait till Arthur comes, at least." 

Only too glad to obey, I stood and leant against the oppo- 
site side of the window. 

" You told me you were not changed," said my compa- 
nion : " you are — ^very much so.". 

" No, Mrs. Huntingdon, I only ought to be." 

*^ Do vou mean to maintain that you have the same regard 
for me that you had when last we met ? " 

" I have ; but it would be wrong to talk of it now." 

" It was wrong to talk of it then, Gilbert ; it would not 
now — ^unless to do so would be to violate the truth." 

I was too much agitated to speak ; but, without waiting for 
an answer, she turned away her glistening eye and crimson 
cheek, and threw up the window and looked out, whether to 
calm her own excited feelings or to relieve her embarrass- 
ment, or only to pluck that beautiful half-blown Christmas 
rose that grew upon the little shrub without, just peeping 
from the snow that had hitherto, no doubt, defended it from 
the frost, and was now melting away in the sun. Pluck it, 
however, she did, and having gently dashed the glittering 
powder from its leaves, approached it to her lips and said, — 

^^ This rose is not so fragrant as a summer flower, but it 
has stood through hardships none of them could bear : the 
cold rain of winter has sufficed to nourish it, and its faint sun 
to warm it ; the bleak winds have, not blanched it, or broken 
its stem, and the keen frost has not blighted it. Look, Gil- 
bert, it is still fresh and blooming as a flower can be, with the 
cold snow even now on its petals. — ^Will you have it?" 

I held out my hand : I dared not speak lest my emotion 
should overmaster me. She laid the rose across my palm, 
but I scarcely closed my fingers upon it, so deeply was I ab- 
sorbed in thinking what might be the meaning of her words, 
and what I ought to do or say upon the occasion ; whether to 
give way to my feelings or restrain them still. Misconstruing 
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this hesitation into indifference— or relttetanee f9«ii-^to ac« 
cept her gift, Helen suddenly snatched it from my hund, 
threw it out on to the snow, shut down the window with *& 
emphasis, and withdrew to the fire» 

*^ Helen! what means this?*^ I cried, electrified at this 
startling change in her demeanour* 

" You did not understand toy gift,** said she—** or, what is 
worse, Tou despised it : Pm sorry I gave it you ; but since I 
did make such a mistake, the only remedy I oould think of, 
was to take it away." 

**You misunderstood me, cruelly,*' I replied, and in a 
minute I had opened the window again, leaped out, picked u^ 
the flower, brought it in, and presented it to her, imploring 
her to give it me again, and I would keep it for ever for her 
sake, and prize it more highly tiian anything hi the^orld I 
possessed. 

** And will this content yon?" said she, aa she took it hi 
her hand. 

**It shall," I answered* 

** There, then J take it." 

I pressed it earnestly to my/lips, and put it in my bosom, 
Mrs. Huntingdon looking on with a half-^sareastio smile* 

**Now, are you going?" said she. 

"IwiUif— iflmust*" 

** You are changed," persisted she — •* you ar« grown either 
very proud or rery indifferent." 

*'I am neither, Helen— Mrs. Huntingdon* If you could 
' see my heart " 

** You must be one,-4f not both. And why Mrs. Hun- 
tingdon ?— why not Helen, as before ? " 

** Helen, then — dear Helen !" t murmured. I was in an 
agony of mingled love, hope, delight, uncertainty, and sus- 
pense. 

** The rose I gave you won an emblem of my heart," said 
she ; ** would you take it away and leave me here alone ?" 

** Would you give me your hand too, if I asked it?" 

**Have I not said enough?" she answered, With a most 
enchanting smile* I snatched her hand, and would have fer- 
vently kissed it, but suddenly checked myself and said^-^ 

*' 6ut hate you considered the consequence^?" 

** Hardly, I thhik^ or I should not have offered mvself to 
one too proud to take me, or too indifferent to make his affec- 
tion outweigh my worldly goods." 

Stupid blockhead that I was !— I trembled to clasp bet in 
my arms, but dared not believe in bo much joy, and yet re- 
strahied myself to say,-^ 

** But if you should repent !" 
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" It woul4 be your fault," she replied : " I never shall, 
unless you bitterly disappoint me. If you have not sufficient 
confidence in my affection to believe this, let me alone." 

"My darling angel — my own Helen,'' cried I, now pas** 
sionately kissing the hand I still retained, and throwing my 
left arm around her, " you nertt shall repent, if it depend 
on me alone. Bat have you bought of your aunt?" I 
trembled for the answer, and clasped her closer to my heart 
in the instinctive dread of losing my new-found treasure. 

* * Mjr aunt must not know of it yet," said she. " She would 
think it a rash wild step, because she could not imagine how 
^ell I know you ; but she must know you herself, and learn 
to like you. You must leave us now, after lunch, and come 
agajn in spring, and make a longer stay, and cultivate her 
acquaintance, and I know you will like each other." 

" And then you will be mine," said I, printing a kiss upon 
her lips, and another, and another ; for I was as daring and 
impetuous now as I had been backward and constrained 
before. 

" No — in another year," replied she, gently disengaging 
herself from my embrace, but still fondly clasping my hand. 

" Another year f Oh, Helen, I could not wait so long I" 

"Where is your fidelity?" 

" I mean I could not endure the misery of so long a separa* 
tion." 

" It would not be a separation : we will write every day ; 
my spirit shall be always with you, and sometimes you shall 
see me with your bodily eye. I will not be such a hypocrite 
as to pretend that I desire to wait so long myself, but as my 
marriage is to please myself alone, I ought to eonsultmy 
friends about the time of it." 

" Your friends will disapprove." 

" They will not greatly disapprove, dear Gilbert," said she, 
earnestly kissing my hand ; "they cannot, when they know 
you, or, if they could, they would not be true friends — I 
should not care for their estrangement. Now are you satis- 
fied?" She looked up in my face with a smile of ineffable' 
tenderness. 

" Can I be otherwise, with your love ? And you do love 
me, Helen?" said I, not doubtine the fact, but wishing to 
hear it confirmed by her own acknowledgment. 

" If you loved as I do," she earnestly replied, " you would 
not have so nearly lost me — these scruples of false delicacy 
and pride would never thus have troubled you — ^you would 
have seen that the greatest worldly distinctions and discrepan- 
cies of rank, birth, and fortune are as dust in the ba^ce 
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compared with the unity of accordant thoughts and feelings, 
and truly loving, 83anpathizing hearts and souls." 

"But this is too much happiness,'' said I, embracing her 
again ; " J have not deserved it, Helen — I dare not believe in 
such felicity : and the longer I have to wait, the greater will 
be my dread that something will intervene to snatch you from 
me — and think, a thousand things may happen in a year ! — I 
shall be in one long fever of restless terror and impatience all 
the time. And besides, winter is such a dreary season.'' 

" I thought so too," replied she gravely : " I would not be 
married in winter — ^in December, at least," she added, with a 
shudder — ^for in that month had occurred both the ill-starred 
marriage that had bound her to her former husband and the 
terrible death that released her — "and Iherefore I said 
another year, in spring." 

"Next spring?" 

" No, no— next autumn, perhaps." 

** Summer, then." 

"Well, the close bf summer. There now! be satisfied." 

While she was speaking, Arthur re-entered the room — ^good 
boy for keeping out so long. 

" Mamma, I couldn't find the book in either of the places 
you told me to look for it," (there was a conscious something 
m mamma's smile that seemed to say, " No, dear, I knew you 
could not,") "but Rachel got it for me at last. Look, Mr. 
Markham, a natural history with all kinds of birds and beasts 
in it, and the reading as nice as the pictures !" 

In great good humour, I sat down to examine the book, and 
drew the little fellow between my knees. Had he come a 
minute before, I should have received him less graciouslv, but 
now I affectionately stroked his curling locks, and even Kissed 
his ivory forehead : he was my own Helen's son, and there- 
fore mine; and as such I have ever since regarded him. 
That pretty child is now a fine young man ; he has realised 
his mother's brightest expectations, and is at present residing 
in Grassdale manor with his young wife, the merry little 
Helen Hattersley of yore. 

I had not looked through half the book, before Mrs. Max- 
well appeared to invite me into the other room to lunch. 
That lady's cool, distant manners rather chilled me at first; 
but I did m;^ best to propitiate her, and not entirely without 
success, I think, even in that first short visit ; for when I talked 
cheerfully to her, she gradually became more kind and cordial, 
and when I departed she bade me a gracious adieu, hoping 
ere long to have the pleasure of seeing me again. 

" But you must not go till you have seen the conservatory, 
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my aunt^s winter garden,^* said Helen, as I advanced to take 
leave of her, with as much philosophy and self-command as 
I could summon to my aid. 

I gladly availed myself of such a respite, and followed 
her mto a large and beautiful conservatory, plentifully fur- 
nished with flowers considering the season — ^but, of course, 
I had little attention to spare for them. It was not, however, 
for any tender colloquy that my companion had brought me 
there : — 

"My aunt is particularly fond of flowers," she observed, 
" and she is fond of Staningley too : I brought you here to 
offer a petition in her behfdf, that this may be her home as 
long as she lives, and — ^if it be not our home likewise — ^that I 
may often see her and be with her; for I fear she will be 
sorry to lose me ; and though she leads a retired and con- 
templative life, she is apt to get low-spirited if left too much 
alone." 

"By all means, dearest Helen! — do what you will with 
your own. I <«hould not dream of wisl^ing your aunt to leave 
the place under any circumstances ; and we will live either 
here or elsewhere as you and she may determine, and you 
shall see her as often as you like. I know she must be pained 
to part with you, and I am willing to make any reparation in 
my power. I love her for your sake, and her happiness shall 
be as dear to me as that of my own mother." 

" Thank you, darling I you shall have a kiss for that. Good 
bye. There now — ^there Gilbert — ^let me go — here's Arthur, 
don't astonish his infantile brain with your madness." 

But it is time to bring my narrative to a close — any one 
but you would say I had made it top long already ; but for 
your satisfaction, I will add & few words more ; because I 
know^you will have a fellow-feeling for the old lady, and will 
wi»h to know the last of her history, I did come again in 
spring, and, agreeably to Helen's injunctions, did my best to 
cultivate her acquaintance. She received me very kindly, 
having been, doubtless, already prepared to think highly of 
my character, by her niece's too favourable report. I turned 
my best side out, of course, and we got along marvellously 
well together. When my ambitious intentions were made 
known to her, she took it more sensibly than I had ventured 
to hope. Her only remark on. the subject, in my hearing, 
was — 

^ " And so, Mr. Markham, you are going to rob me of my 
niece, I understand. Well! I hope God will prosper your 
imion, and make my dear girl happy at last. Could she 
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have been contented to remain tingle, I own I tlio^d have 
been better satisfied ; but if she must marry again, I know of 
no one, now living and of a suitable aee, to whom I would 
more willingly resign her than yoursw, or who would be 
more liliely to appreciate her worth and make her truly 
happv, as far as I can tell.*' 

Of course I was delighted with the compliment, and hoped 
to show her that she was not mistaken in her fayourable 
judgment. 

** I have, however, one request to offer," continued she. 
*^It seems I am still to look on Staningley as m^ home: I 
wish you to make it yours likewise, for Helen is attached 
to the place and to me — as I am to her. There are painful 
associations connected with Grassdale, which she cannot 
easily overcome ; and I shall nut molest you with my eom- 
pany or interference here: I am a very quiet person, and 
shall keep my own apartments, and attend to my own con- 
cerns, and omy see you now and then." 

Of course I most readily consented to this ,* and we lived 
in the greatest harmony with our dear aunt until the day 
of her death, which melancholy event took place a few years 
after — ^melancholy, not to herself (for it came quietly upon 
her, and she was glad to reach her journey's end), but only 
to the few loving friends and grateful dependents she left 
behind. 

To return, however, to my^ own affairs : I was married in 
summer, on a glorious August morning. It took the whole 
eight months, and all Helen's 'kindness and goodness to boot, 
to overcome my mother's prejudices against my bride elect, 
and to reconcile her to the idea of my leaving Linden Grange 
and living so far away. Yet she was gratified at her son^s 
good fortune after all, and proudly attributed it all to his own 
superior merits and endowments. I bequeathed the farm to 
Fergus, with better hopes of its prosperity than I should have 
had a year ago under similar circumstances ; for he had lately 

fallen in love with the vicar of L 's eldest daughter, a 

lady, whose superiority had roused his latent virtues, and 
stimulated him to the most surprising exertions, not only to 
l^in her affection and esteem, and to obtain a fortune suffi- 
cient to aspire to her hand, but to render himself worthy of 
her, in his own eyes, as well as in those of her parents ; and 
in the end he was successful, an you already know. As for 
myself, I need not tell you how happily my Helen and I have 
lived together, and how blessed we still are in each other's 
•oeiety, and in the promising young scions that are growing 
up about us. We are just now looldng forward to the advent 
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of vou and Rose, for the time of your annual visit draws 
nigh, when you must leave your dusty, smoky, noisy, toiling, 
striving city for a season of invigorating relaxation and social 
retirement with us. 

Till then, farewell, 

GiLBBBT MABKHAM. 
Staninglej, June lOtb, 18i7« 
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